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A TALK WITH MRS. SADLIER.

A CHAT WITH THE AGED AU
THORES:S.

HOW SHE CAME TO WRITE HER STORIES
THAT HAVE DONE §0 MUCH TO PRESERVE
THE FAITH—HER RECOLLECTIONS OF
THEOMAS D'ARCY M'GEE, THAT “NOBLE,
WARM HEARTED MAN,”

A friend of mine wss wont to may
“that one of the most vivid memories of
& busy life was s & boy, lying on the
green rward that fringed a little Irish
river, reading the ‘Fate of Father Shee-
hy.” His story runs that he could hard-
1y see the print for tears; and so great
was his emotion that he thought his lit.
tle heart would break. Since those days
he has wandered far, and read much, but
the effect of the heroic life of & priest in
the penal times, sealing faith with his
life, still continues the moat vivid of
book impressione. In hearing such a
tale, if the listener is as the writer, given
to the curious, he will naturally ask,
Who wrote the book ? To this my friend
would reply, with an ominons herd-
shake, and the sad intelligence that the
suthor had long since joined the majori-
ty; to use his own phrase, ‘had doaned
the white robe.”

This was convinoing, Imsgine my
surprite, & few months ago at a dinner-
party in Montreal, to be told that my

friend was deceived, and consequently
deceiving others; that the author, hale
and hearly, still lived, as full of love for
Erin,as in tae old days when, in burning
worde and hearty patriotism she told the
“Fate of Father SBheeby.” * Would I
like to see her ?” said one of the com-
pany, who evidently had a notion that
my emile of surprise was one of acepti-
cism. Here I confers to a wenkness.” A
recent critic bas noticed it, and, of
course, has demanded that I say mesa
culpa, ete. I say it bere. That weak-
ness is to see those who have mads life
less bard to bear. There are many ways
of doing this; very many, Writing books
—good books,—is oneof them. “Would
I Iike to see her!” I turned the phrase
up and down in my mind, and without
apy parley I snswered ‘“‘Yes, I would
like to aee her, if your kindness will al-
low you to make an arrangement to that
effect.” The arrangement was made. A
few days later I rang the daor-bell of
Mrs, Sadlier's modest home. No sconer
was the door opened than a genuine
Irish welcome fell on my ears, and a
warm hand-clasp made me at home.

My host wss more than seventy, yet
her skin was fresh, the tinge of the rose
8till liogered in her cheeks, while her
gray Insh eyee lit up the face with a
8weeotness that rarely accompanies old
age. Despite her years she is still ac
tive, activity rounded with a grace that
makes you forget her age. It is only
when she commences to speak of the

. long ago, that you realize her yeurs,
As we sat in the little dining room, what
8 flood of memories she evoked. She
had known the most prominent Irish-
men of her day. Bhe was the dearest
friend of the ill-fated D'Arcy McGee,
whose poems, a8 a labor of love, she
edited. Brownson was a ‘‘dear ‘riend”
who had kept herself and husband to
the dawn, listening “to bis delightful
talk,” Her house was Browngon’s home
in his flying lecturing trips to Montreal.

he memory of one of the most original
thinkers of America, one whosethoughts
were ever high and noble, is enshrined
In Mrs. Sadlier’s beart.

Listeaing to rer converse, the Brown-
son of the Review, stroog, self willed
indefatigable, sledge-hammering the pig-
mies, strewing the ground with their
armament, is forgotten for the calm,
gcholarly kind-hearted gentleman in an
easy ohair, talking de omni scibile. In
the course of our desultory chat I asked
Mre, S8adlier how she became s writer,

“ Well, it was in this way, Dootor. I

remise that you know I was born in
reland,” and the eyes flashed merrily.
*“My maiden name was Mary Anne
Madden; my birthplace Cooteville,
County Cavan, and the year, oh! its so
Joog ag:.. 1820. Bufore leaving Irsland,
in 1844, I kau written & few sketches for

s London ladies’ magszine. On my ar-
rival in America 1 became conscious of
my work. Every ship was freighted
with emigrants, the best and noblest of
Ireland’s children. Amid the snares
apd temptations of their new Iand,
would they hold fast to the faith and
love of country ? Distance not only
lends enchantment to the view; in many
cases it wipes it out, Of this | bad ead
koowledge. These exiles, so full of
fsith, piety and love for the land that
first greeted their eyes, would (alas!
that there was such a probability) be-
come careless, callons, and snchor
weighed. drift away from the old moor-
ings. You muost remember, those were
the days uf poverty for our race- Bap-
ished from Ireland, they landed penniless
on theee shores. The safeguards of to-
day were then unknown. Credit to these
exiles for their buildirg. Pricsts were
few, churches far apart, convents & lux-
ury, while a bitter prejudice was ram-
pant agrinat all things Irish and Catholie,
Qur own people, owing to the penal laws,
and little educaticn. They felt its lack,
and the giant efforss thev made to build
scbhools and co'leges for their children,
show how they appreciated what was,
through no fault of theirs, wanting to
their nfe. Could I not pelp? In 1846 I
married the New York publisher, Mr.
James Saddlier, who was asking himself
a simuliar question. He urged me to
write.

¢ What was I to write? What! I had

long so.ved that question. I was to help
the priests in their work of eaving souls.
I would write for, as my friend McGee
catled them. the ¢ poor exiles of Erin.’ In
a simple, easy style, [ would paint the
land of their love, the gray Irish sky,
with, as you have written somewhere,
Doctcr, *that spirit bird, the Irish lark,
dropping the songs the angels have told
him, the green fielce, the heath clad
hills, rivars, lakes, peat-bngs, everything
that responded to & touch on memory’s
key. Amid these scenes, I would paint
that glowing Irish Faith, which like
Erin's shamrocks, as sung by McCartby,
s+ Tha more they’re trod, rebound the mcre,
“]1n weaving the past, 8ad and lonely.
The.t lesson, my life work, was the preser
vation of the old faith, and a bit of their
heart for green Erin. You ecannot un-
deratand, Doctor, how the exiled Irish
cling to Cusha ma-cree. How my friend
Douglas Hyde would have loved to bear
that sentence from the old exile’s heart.
“One of most popular books, I be-
lieve, was ‘ Willy Burke., That was &
prize story. In those days the Tilot,—
will the Irish ever forgot that name ?
what has it not done for their race?—
was edited by Father Rodden, Dr.
Brownson soggested to the editor, and
since then my desr friend, the proprietor,
Patrick Dunahose, to offer & prize for the
best Irish story. I won it with it * Willy
Burke,’ and received fifty dollaxs. Many
a book has come from my pen since
‘Willy Burke,’ but they have had the
same idea ever in mind, faith and father-
land.”

Mra. Sadlier forgot to add that she
had inculcated in the exile, love to the
land of his adoption. In one of her few
puems, ¢ The Irish Soldier of our Qivil
War on s Batils Eve,"” blends Erin and
Coulumbia :

“ For fighting in Columblan’s cause,

I hight for home and sire-land,

For the welcome kind, the equal laws
She gave our kin from Irelanh.

Her flag 18 ours, her glory, too,
For does not all remind us—

That she hath been both loyal and true,
To the iand we lefi behind us.”

Mre. Sadlier was full of Thomas
D'Arcy McGee, that “ noble, warm-
bearted man.” Qne of her stories ia
worth telling. Between the forties
and sixties, it was the usual
way at festive gatberings to cari-
cature the Irisbman, and put in his
mouth intheshape of a song, some bru-
tal fling at his native land. The majority

of the prominent Irishmen in Montrea! -

took this 88 a meaningless joke. Not so
the poet. He determined to show his
disapproval. It was not long until he
had & chance. Aeked to & meeting, the
usual caricature came along, The an-
dience laughed. Their pleasure was
short. At its finishMr. McGee jurped
to his feet, and burning with indigaa.
tion, lashed the committee for permit-
ting such a vile outrage on an ancient
and honorable race. He left the hall,
and with bim many a.shame faced
countryman aroused by his manly atti-
tude, That was the end from both ends
towards the centre, then of caricature in
the Dominion, I wiech his example was
followed in the States. The snatches she

quoted in vindication of the post’s love
for “nis Erin afar o'er the sea,” are as
applicable to herself :

 Where'er I turned, some emblem still ..
Roused consclousness npon my traok;
Bome hill was like an Irish bill, »
Some wild.bird’s whistle cali’d me back.

And again:

1 0 Pilgrim, if you bring me from the far-off

lands a &ign,
Lo:lil: be noge token still of the Green Old
Land once mine;
A sgon rr?_m tt.l.xe shores of Ireland wouid be
earer far to me
Than gll the winea of the Rhineland, or the
art of Italle.”

Dinner was dome. I rose and with
many a cheery word of good-by to thegra-
cious-hearted and noble-souled Irish-
woman, who was one of our first pioneers
in Catholic American literaturs, and
whose faith was at the bottom of her
every written word.

My last sight of her was from a Mon-
treal platform, while reading one of my
Adirondack sketches, The sweet, moth-
erly face was nodding approval. A few
hours after I was hurrying t0 my hermi-
tage, in the bleak but loving Adiron-
dacks,

WALTER LECKY,
In the Catholic News.

A NEW CONVENT

AT ODTREMONT—A HANDSOME BTRUCTURE
T0 BE ERECIED.

The Ladies of the Holy Name of Jesus
and Mary (Hochelaga Convent) have de-
cided to shortly abandon their present
quarters at Hochelaga, and to build
handsome quarters on their new pro-
perty at Outremont, where they have
acquired a very large farm for the pur-
pose. The building, it is said, will do
honor to the locality and will be six
stories in height and fitted with all the
latest improvements. The building will
coat about $150,000, and will be built of
Canadian stone with fire proof divi-
sions.

-

DEATH OF AN URSULINE.

Died at the Ursuline Academy, Cleve-
land, April 16, Sr. M, Benedict (El zrbeth
Bowan.) The immediate cause of death
was paralysis. Deceased was born in
Ireland, came to Cleveland wiih her par-
ents when young and entered the con-
vent at the age of nineteen. She spent
thirty years of her life in serving the
Lord in the religicus life.

The Solemn Requiem Masgs was cele-
brated in the convent cbapel on Thurs-
day, 8 o'clock. After Mass the remains
were taken t¢ Villa Aogels, Nottingham,
0., and entombed 1n ‘the Uisuline burial
vault.

—-——

“ AMERICA
" Walter Lecky, a sparkling, compara-
tively new Catholic literary luminary
BAYS :

A letter from Rome informs me of the
arrival of that “amorphous, common-
place, grammarless, idealess twaddle,”
* America,” written by the Rev. S8amuel
F.Bmith. The colossal egotism of this
divine is seen in this sentence. He (ihe
Rev. Bmith)  “trusts” that his
unspeakably bad production, “America,”
‘ might inspire in the oppressed people
of Europe a saving patriotlam and a love
of liberty.” Itis safe to say that “ Am-
erica” will remain untransiated, and
hence its liberty-inspiring ideas be pigeon-
holed in the Vatican.”"—FEzchange.

SARSFIELD OFFICERS.

Sarsfield Court, No. 133, C.O.F, at &
recent meeting elected the following offi-
ce1s for the ensuing term : Chas. Burns,
chief ranger; R. J. Brogan, vice-chief
raoger ; A, E, O'Neale, recording secre-
tary ; P.T. Brennan, financialsecretary,
pro tem ; M. Kasman, trasorer T,
Cougher, B. Feeney, and F.M. Feron,
trustees ; J. A, McDonald, medical ex-
aminer; B, Feeney, alternate ; J, Callen,
marshal ; J. Guertin, delegate. -

—-——
BLESSED THE SEEDS,

On Thursdey morning at the
Cathedral, His Grace Archbishop Fabre
officiated at the blessing of the seeds,
which always is a feature of St. Mark’s
Day, The ceremonics were interesting
;fd concluded with the celebration of

g8,

Babies

and rapidly growing children
derive more benefit from Scott's
Emulsion, than all the rest of the

food they eat. Its nourishing

powers are felt almost immed;.
ately. Babies and children thrive
on Scott's Emulsion when g
other form of food is assimiluted,

Scott’s

stimulates the apupetite, enriches
the bIOGd, overcoren wastic roond
gives strength t> &ll who trel
For Coughs, Cclds, Sera Throat, Bren.
chitis, Wea% Lunws, tinaciation, Cone.
sumption, Blocd Uiscases oad ait Forms
of Wasting, Sox?for procrliel Jies
Scoll & Bowne, Belleililo. Al D uugivis, 200

GONFECTIONERY.

Qakes and Fastry, fresh daily,
Candies in great variety.
All our own manufacture,

MADE DISHES, for Parties:

Ice Cream, Jellies, Russes, etc

Wedding Caked a specialty.
Luncheon and Dining Roome,

CHARLES ALEXANDER,

219 St. James &trcet,

L3,

UN-NERVED, TIRED

Peopls and invalids will find in
CATPBELL’S QUININE WINE
A pleasant restorative and appetizer. Pure
and wholesome, it has stood the test of years,
Prepared only by E. CAMPEELL & Co,,
Beware of Imitations. MONTREAL,

—MONTREAL—

Gity and District Savings Bank,

The ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING uf the
Shareholders of thla Bank wlil be held atits
office, 51, James atreet, on

TUESDAY, the 7th MAY NEXT, at
ONE o’clock p.m.,

for the reception of the annual report and
statements aod the election of directors.
By order of the Board,
HY. BARBEAU, Manager.
Montreal, 27th March, 4883, 884

WM. NS,

EEns The old reliable Seed housze,
This is the place (o get gen-

uine good Seeds and now
WM. EVANS,

is the time.  Order vatly,
Cor.McGill & Foundling Streets

GEO. R. HEASLEY,

PICTURE FRAMER, &c.‘,
Plctures, Photo Albums, Baby Carriages
Lamps, Clothes Wringers, &c.

Cheap for Cagh, or Weekly and Monthly Plan.

2087 ST, CATHERINE ST,
2 doors East of Bleury.

CENTRAL MILLINERY ROOMS

Latest novelties in Milinery from Paris,
New York and London.

Inspection Respectfully Invited.
178 BLEURY STREET

TILOTUR!

Best Hiawatha Flour,

$3.95 a Barrel.

Best Oreamery Butter......28¢ per lg.
Ohoice Dairy Butter.........20¢ per 1b.

OPEN EVENINGS.

J. L. GREVIER, 809 St. James Street
J. K. MACDONALD,

11
tical HOUBE and STEAMBOAT Be
hP::o :.a%:eneml MAOCHINIST, Blackamllt]l;.
Locksmith, etc. Eleotric Lighting, B'nae 18
Warehonse Telephones, eic. Carpen e
and Builders’ Work to order, 762 g
704 Craig Street, west ol Victoria 504
MONTREAL. Bell Telephone 2521.




