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O'CONNER'S HERO.

John J. A Becket. in American Messengar of
the Sacred Heart.

0O'Conner let his hos drop as the sun
went down behind the Virginia moun-
tains, The great luminary's work
was over for the day and ec was his.
The sweat on his forehead dampened
the thick grey hair that straggled be-
jow the peak of his furzs cap. His
keen Irish eyes looked with pensive
wistfulness on the familiar view. How
many sunsets had he seen in the wil
derness! How many years it wes
since ha had sailed from Ireland for the
Western shore toward which his
countrymen so naturally drifc—eailed,
full of ignorance and hope. Ha had
achieved nothing very brilllant. This
small farm on the mountain side was
his and he had built a primitive cebin
on it with his own horny hands. He
geomed to have grown into the frag-
rant isolation of the airy region from
which he wrung his living. Now his
beard was pretty whité and his russet
skin was wrinkled.

But he was not thinking of the lone
ly belng he was as he siood wrapi in
thoughv in the sweet dusk, his spark
ling eyes, & film of abstractlon over
their brightness, peering into the
golden West. His soul was steeped 1o
a vislon famillar to his avid ideality
The Capitol roee in {its magnificent
mass, the Nation'’s flag fluttering from
its heights, swallows derting in and
out cf the arches where with grateful
irreverence they had built their nests
Beneath its sweiling dome, a sonorous
volce rang through the Senate Cham
ber, thrilling with the passionate
cogency of hisa hero's oratory. His
stout heart thumped anew with tes:e
perception of the scene. Tae young
Senator, Edward M:Carty, was his
ideal of the Irish patriot transplanted
to an alien but adopted land which
magnaunimously honored his worth 1a
the work shop of the Natiou's strongest
brains,

He had read of him: had sio
conned his speeche:: had grown fri
ly with the Indomitable ms
him

se of

188 of
8 of

iline
had approved the sweet
his heart and pletured with con .
eovdearing phases of his home lite. DBat
the old Irishinan was never s0 mwoved
y thought of him as when he cor jured
up the spectacle of his virile force
swaylng rows of Senators agape bs
fare the magic of his euasion.

[n the {l:sh, he had never cet eje3 on
him

Day by day, the craving to behold
him grew more iusistent. Senator from
this ** O'd Dominion State,” he lived in
a county not far away, and several
times, in November, had come to a
deer-stand in the adjacent county : but
poverty and fate aad kept Dominie
O'Connor from siaking his vision on
the face of the man who represented
him in the Senate. Once he had actu
ally started for the county seat to hear

)y L

1 | his idol speak ; but his cow got found

ered and he was too late for the barbe-
cue !

The cow and the patch of land with
the cabin were the sum total of his
earthly possessione, except the huge
Saint Bernard dog which he had found
one bleak morning, barking baside the
frozen form of his master, a young
Iinglishman gone astray in the moun-
tains. He had been haud in hand with
poverty, ever since he pattered around
on Irish bog, aud was as accusiomed to
her as a husband to the homely face of
i 2 gone Bat of late. st R
when ho let fall his hoe and contem-
plated, as he faced the dying sun, the
hero who had taken such hold upon his
simple soul, he felt a dumb resent-
ment at the lack of means
which barred him from a pilgrim
age to where he was, In his unthink-
ing resignation to a straitened lot,
this one desire stood up like a steel
thorn which made his heart bleed. He
sought to exercise this smouldering re-
belliousness by work, trylng to bury
the uplifting hope with the seed he cast
fnto the broken earth. Yet despite
him, he could not but aspire to the day
when he should look into the strong,
kindilag eyes of this man among men,

Oace to & barst of familiar nearness
to his hero, he had written to him with
& bold rcquest that he would send him
a few garden seeds! Then he had
walked to every traln for a week in
desperate fear that his audaclty would
reap naught but the humiliating chid
ing of the great Senator's silence. But
one morning he got a long snvelope
with “*U. 8 S.” on it fnblue. Fiush-
ing like a girl at the sight of it, O'Con-
ner opened the packet as if it were a
! personal message from an apostle. He
!lmd never known the full swelling of

nrido till he rasd the magnanimnne
words
Mr. Dominie O'Conner :

Dear Sir—It gives me pleasure to respond
to your modest request by sending you a
szood supply of garden seed : also some choice
fhwer seed. Perhaps I may be in your part
of the world next summer and shall look in
upon the ecrop.  Daniel Flannagan tells me
that you are from Tyrone, That is my fath-
er's county and I have a warm feeling for
every Irishman who hails from it,

Yours very truly,
Fpowarp MCCARTHY,

Nobody would have pitied the old
man for his barren lot could he have
seen into his gladsome soul as he
trudged vigorously back to his cabin.
With all

reverence, he tucked the
preclous missive from the hero
for whom his heart was niche, back of
The
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the benefit of his fellows, Dominic
0O'Conner and others.

It was the same spirit of ingenuous
loyalty and simple regard that led the
old Irishman to call his great dog, Mc
Carthy. A fit namesake, this noble
dumb thing which would wander forth
from the cabin when evening glow
signalled respite from toil, and, going
to his master'’s slde, would stand look
ing up with eloquent eyes for a word
of greeting. He would remain sup
portingly by, asthe old man's worehip-
ful fancy reared again in the golden
frame of the West, the majestic pile
within which his splend!d countryman
set the pulses of men astir. When he
felt the dew beueath his hand on the
tawny back of bis own loyal admirer,
OConner would stalk slowl® to the
cabin, light his pipe and continue his
devotions at the shrine of McCarthy.

Then came to him one day the acut
egt joy in his life of prose, which glit-
terad with such one-syllabled words of
poetry as love, truth, right, duty, hope.

ts source, his exemplar of humanity,
the man of Tyroue, §

A shadow fell across his threshold,

*Ig it you, Kathleen?"” he asked,
knowlng 1o well 1t was that he knocked
the ashes from his pipe againstthe ecd
of a flima epitting log betore he turned
his heuad to greos her with a gleam from
hig clenr biun eyes,

She came forward and took the rush-
bottomed chatr weioss from him, swing
ing round the rifls that huvg at ber
back to rest it on the floor, The same
hardy, guileless tyye as himself, his
old time neighbor was such & Diana in
bomespun that he gave no special heed
to the weapon she bore. Her gray eyes
considered the compact figure, siightly
bending forward in tranquil expecta-
tion. After a moment, she spcke

““The Senator’s ben at the house.”

¢ O'Conner let his ques:ion fall slow-
ly: ‘*Ben and gons?’

Yes. He was at the Court House,
'nd ouly stopped for dinnexr. I wan
10 come for you Dominic.” 5She spoke

slowly, administering the disappoint
ment in sympathetic mitigation. ‘I
would have, if the horge badn’t gone
to the mill, 'nd he could't wait.”

His left hand rubved his hsavy eye
brow in an abgent sort of way.
he oneat hig ¢

Thnen
pty pipe two or thres
times against the palm of his hand.

‘“ Ho sent you this,” said Kathleen,
sitting up and holding the rifls erect.

‘* Sent me—that !”

Hs roge alertly, strode forward jand
arasped it

“Yes,” sald KKathleen with full ap
preciation. ‘‘Please give that to my
good friend, O Conner,” says he,
* with my respects. And tell him it's
a gun fic for & man from Ty rone.”

*“ With his respects,” muttered the
old man. ‘‘McCarthy ! He held the
gun ag if it were a new born infaut.

“* Aud will you be afier locking at
the stock of it,” cried Kathleen, warm

ing up. ** He made that himself!
Cut the wooed, dried it, and carved
them pretty things on it. He even

drilled the screw holes with his own
hand, do you micd? *Give it to Mr.
O'Conner, with my respects. My best
respeets.’ Those be his exact words.”

“Bast? Did he say his besit res-
pects, Kathleen ?"" demanded O'Conner
with gravity.

‘‘ Ho did that, Dominic ; for [ know
I thought the eloquence of him ! Sare,
I don’t thivk the City of New York
could show & better gun nor that.”

She ran her fingers over the glisten-
ing walnut and the incised pattern en
the stock. MeCarthy stood back with
it, a litile jealously

‘“Thank you, my good girl, for
bringing me the likes of that. It's
long I've been thirsting for a sight of
his face and to hear him speak with
the music of his voice. The day must
come when I shall. Bat it's not com-
plainin’ I am when the great Edward
McCarthy sends me a rifla fit for an
Imperor, With *his best respects.’
You didn't put in the *best,’ did you,
Kathleen ?"

‘‘ The saints forbid, Dominic O'Con
ner. Would I be addin’ words of my
own Invintion to the specch of him,
tha: flows like wild honey ? Shure, if
I could say it like him, man dear, it
wonld sound more than ‘best.’ An’'
now I'll be goin’ to leave you alone
with the gun to get used to it "

O'Conner made no effort to detain
her. Kathleen and the gun were too
much company for him as yet. When
she had gone, he sat down and ex-
amined every inch of iiv; turned it
around, fingered it, held it, aimed it
at an imaginary eagle, and loved fit;
until the huge log burned through
and the ends fell together with a soft
crash. He rose with a long inflation
of his chest and placed it carefully on
his cot. Then like a good old child,
knelt down, sald his prayers, and as
the dawn was blotting out the stars got
into bed. He went to sleep with his
hand on the rifla lying at his side, on
the groy blanket.

It was a sharp, clear morning, when
O'Conner stood. fully dres.ed in his
‘‘best clothes " for a journey. He
wore his mountain boots and had a
graen woolen cloth around his nack.
¢ McCarthy,” walted with Interest for
the break into the outer woild. When
he reached the door of his cabin, the
old man paused and looked up the
road. A dry creak had prepared him
for the spectacle ot Kathleen, sitting
in an ox cart, wrapped up, like a
mummy, in swathings against the
cold, and urging forward a supcrann:
uated pair of oxen, whose rufii:d fur
showed dingily in the fresh brilliancy
of the wintry weather.

‘*Can 1 do anything for you to day,
Dominic?" the called, as the steaming
steers came to a halt, ‘['m goin’ to
town."

** Then it's meself you can take with
you, my girl," he replied briskly.
His foot was already on the wheel and

as 8oon as he was settled, he helped in

¢* McCarthy,” who lay down over Kath-
leen's feet as if in chivairous devotion
to the sex.

*To town, is it ?" she cried, goad-
ing her reluctant team to more heated
exertion. ‘*‘Shurs, you wasn't mean-
fng to walk it, Dominic! You'd be
frczen before you got there ”

** Kathleen, my brother, Mike, in
Calitorny, is dead -~ God rest his sou! !
—and his 'awyer man has sent me a
eheck for £100 "

“ A hunared dollars ! Whatever
wlll von be afier dolog withis?”

“T'm golng to Washington to see
Edward M:Carthy,” he replied with
guiet exulation.

Kathleen gasped at the audaclty and
expence of it

“Yes, " sald the old man, ralsing his
hend ; *It's a long night that has no
sunrise, acushla. My sun is rising
and will shine on the head of one of
th’ Almjghty's finest make for me to
see his blessed face. I'm taking him
the best thing I have in the world, the
good dog there. It's long ago he'd
have had him, only for the money it
took to send him. Sure, Kathleen,
mouey can't do much, but what it can,
it does powerful well.”

Kathleen snuggled her feet under
the great dog’s side with a new appre
ciation of its warmth, The wind
whisiled and blew the fine particles
into their faces, until they glistened
like frosted pipkins. They fared on
in silence, the cart groaning. a thin
steam rising from the oxen. O.ice a
shot rang out and a deer flaw across
the road and dashed into theé woods.
O'Conner urged the oxen incessantly,
Ha was getting too elowly to his goul
afiter the long waiting. He was so
lost in picturing the event of the near
fature that he did not notice how qulet
the and his companion were. Kath-
leen set him down at last to wait yet a
little longer for the train which should
whirl him to Washington. It was too
cold to linger to see him start, but she

1 A hanls

ap throo times et tho

gturdy figure striding up and dewn on
the swall plavform, ** McCarthy '’
siouching at his heels with jovial pati-
O'Counner did not ses her, His
eyes were track

kington !

When OCinter made his way ont of

end

the station, he behsld the stretehes of
the beautiful city sheeted in dazz'lng

white. Had he tound it buried in
blackuess that left nothing vieibie, he
would have loved ite hospitadble charm:
for he had no thought save of him
whom it held for his coming.

“ Deive me to the Capitol as fast as
you can get there,” he #aid to the first
cabman he met, and clambered in, the
Saint Barnard crowding jealously in
after him.

He had not tasted food or druck any-
thing since he left his cabin, but he
felt no hungoer gave that of his greedy
soul, and scarceiy heeded the biting
cold, Ho breathed a little heavily as
he felt how near he was to his heart’s
desira, Should he fail now ? Buthe
could not, for he had stepped out and
there was the Capitol bafore him, not a
dream, bus solld reality. Still, his
hand trembled slightly as he peid the
cabman.

The Capltol loomed grander than he
had ever fancled it. Its imposing
maes of pillared height and soaring
dome seemed as if It had sprung into
the upper blue, born of the white
earth. A crowd of mufli2d men and
women were decorously making their
way up the long steps. Perhaps Me-
Carthy was to speak today, and they
were thronging to hear him. He
would like to see him first, as he had
80 often pictured him ; his spare, weli-
knit figure, drawn to his full height,
hig Calt fire kindling the souls of his
adopted countrymen by passionate
pleas for their national interests.

A lady gave a curious glance at the
eager, roughly-clad Irishman, with the
beaming face, as he pressed forward,
the great dog slouching close at his
heels. O'Couner saw no one individu-
ally. Hos only knew that there were
many pligrims to the nsational shrine.

In his doubt as to wherc he should
go, he followed the throng, which
swept him ioto the rotunda. Then,
still following a stream of people, he
found himself at the door of the Sen
ate. Oh, these city folk! It irked
him to see their sad faces, suich as the
mountaing did not show. He hoped
McCarthy's would not wear that con-
strained expression. There was a
glow in his heart and a glitter in his
eye. He was here, whare Edward Mc:
Carthy won his glory and did his
good.

A guard stooped him to ask about
the dog. As O'Cooner was trying to
explain why he had brought him, his
fear of delay or frustration making
him awkward and diffidlent, someone
approached wearing the purple robe
and cape of a Bishop.

‘‘Can I do anything for you, my
good man ?" he asked considerately.
*‘ You can, Your Lordship,” he ans-

wered with blunt trustfalness. ‘‘I
want to see Senator McCarthy, Ed-
ward McCarthy, Your Lordehip. I've
brought the dog for him. I've never

seen him, but it's long that I've de-
sired to. He'll know me, Your Lord:
ehip, if you'll only tell him Dominic
O'Conner is here to see him and shake
his hand. With his best respects,
Your Lordship "

The Bishop's face grew grave be-
fore the childlike assurance and joy in
that of the old Irishman, whose blue
eyes quivered with supplication.

‘“My son,” he said with slow gentle-
ness, ‘I fear you will not find the
Sanator can greet you as you hope.
All of this throng of people are come
here to-day to see him."

Then, as the rugged face reflected
only pride at this homage to his hero,
the prelate went on quickly and with |

unction : ‘‘But you will see him as |
God has willed you should. Remem-

ber that, my son. These citizens are
here to see how the Nation honors the
noble man who i8 dead in her service.
Go iu with them, Mr. O'Conner, and
look at him. It will give you peace if
not the joy you were counting on. "

The staunch cld man stood, numbed
by the blow, his face sceming to
shrivel. Osly a moment. He
stralghtened up, in the pathetic re-
signation of one who takes sorrow from
the hand of the Lord iustead of repuls-
ing it with a curee.

1 am gorry. God rest him !"”

The Bishop put his hund on the hard
arm and guided him into the Ssoate
Chamber where the youog Sanator lay
in state Upder his guldances, OCon
ner drew pear the casket, bent for
ward and eaw McCarthy. Hs had
dreamed that he would behold him in
some flight of burning oratory, his
goul flashing through look, word and
gesture, ag the exuberant passion of
his sincerity swept his auditors on to
the goal he set before them. Instead,
he saw a noble face with death's calm
upon it : veiled eyes, closed lips and
hushed repose giving tribute, as it
were, to a mightler eloquence than
his own. As O'Conner looked upon
him, through thg cool perfume of the
white roses strewn on the cacket’s lid
and the delicate breath of the violets
massed on the black s'eps came a
warm whiff from the melting candles
whore spears of flame fluttered above
the dead. It swept O'Conner back to
the days when a rugged, barefooted
lad, he has served the Mass in Tyrone
Two hot, big tears gathered in hls
eyes, rolled down his weather-beaten
cheeks and splashed upon the black
cloth.

(01, the boyish lock of him ! And
the folded hands after the geod work !’

He spoke the words audibly, in a
smothered voice, forgetful of &1l but
McCarthy and himseif. He stretched
forth his callvused hand and gave a
fatherly strcke to the fine, browun
hair that averhung the broad brow
Then he fell back into the crowd and
gsank upon his knees to pray for
soul of him w o warm, friend
grasp be had hoped to know ere this

The Bishop had not lost sight of him,
and now brought up a friend of the
dead Sepator who took O'Conner to a
good place on the Sonate floor, After
a little, he saw the President and the
legislators of the Nation file into th
large, gevere room to reuder trioute to
their brother statesman who had been
called, leaving tte plongh with its
share buried in the unfinished furrow
Then followed the Scnator’s family
and a stream of surpliced altar boys,
the assisting clergy apnd the Bishop.
The remains were blessed and the
Bishop spoke a few telling words on
the man, good aad true to his avery
trust, whom the country greived for,
cut off in his energetic prime.

Asin a dream, O'Conner saw the cas
ket uplifted and borne away, aud the
denge crowd silently melt after it, leav-
tng him alone in the great, empty hall
which had been the scene of his hero's
activity. Again the friendly prelate
came to this unique meurner who had
come in glad heartedness to meet the
living, and had found greeting of the
dead

“This is & bunch of violets I took
from those they had piled around his
coffin, thinking you might like them,
Mr. O'Conner,” he said.

“Yas, Ido. Thank Your Lordship,”
he replied haltingly. ‘‘I wouild, in-
deed.”

He grasped thom, rose stifiiy aud
bowing to the Bishop with uncouth
dignity, moved slowly out of the echo
ing chamber. As he abstractedly de-
scended the long flight of steps he had
mounted g0 short a time before in
fevered expectancy he raised the
bunch of violets to his face and drew
comfort from their chill perfume
Oace he paused and looked back, not
knowing why. The Saint Bernard
rubbed his head against his leg and
raised his eyesinquiringly. It recalled
him. Ha let the hand which held the
flowers fall for a moment on the dog's
maselve head, and gathering the mute
sympathy in his eyes, patted him.
Then he turned and went down the
rest of the steps.

Bafore he left it all, he wheeled slow-
ly about and leoked up. High in the
air, from the top of the Capitol, taut in
the strong wiud but with ripples as of
life through its red and white and blue,
flaw the Siars and Stripes —Fiag of the
Nation, for which and beneath which
McCarthy had worked out his destiny.
The Senator was dead, before his time :
but thanks to him and his like, the
flag would never die !

O Conner is back in his mountains,
as deep a peace as ever in his soul,
and a glory which no man shall take
from him. Whether he hoes his field,
or peers into the dying day, or smokes,
pensive at his bare hearth, the old dog
drowsing at his feet, he still looks for-
ward to seeing McCarthy's face and
hearing his mellow voice, one day.

il
IAN MACLAREN AND THE CRU-
CIFIX.

‘‘Tan Maclaren " is the pen name cf
Rev. Dr. Watson, a Presbyterian min-
ister of Liverpool. In The Potter's
Wheel he writes :

‘‘ When one enters the dimness of a
foreign cathedral he sees nothing
clearly for a while, save that there is
a light from the eastern window and it
is shining over a Figure raised high
above the choir. As one's eyes grow
accustomed to the gloom, he identifies
the crucifix repeated in every side of
the chapel, and marks that to this Suf-
ferer all kneel in their trouble and are

comforted. From age to age the
shadow hangs heavy on life, and men
walk softly in the holy place ; butever
the crucifix faces them, and they are
drawn to His feet and goodnass by the
invitation of the plerced Hands."

ST. PATRICK'S DAY

—
In Perth.

St, Patrick’s Day, 1900, was right roya
ebrated in Perth,  Flags were 1} £
the public buildings, the slores wore speciq)

:d and everyone s 1 10 be weariy {:'ly
K regardless of ereed or n mumuk p
s8ed were celebrated in the chuye !

Ay col.
ying from g))

nthe Baviist ac 8 and 1 . 0f 8G
being o High Mass, A tre 1 t,..‘llv -
ODRregation by the zealons .

L An the form of 4 jo ';l:.

#u.D DO, M, T,

; L The Rev,
was listened 1o with raptattention wyd \3::1‘

wble and eloauent address touched the hegp

of all present. Ho took for his text (he {) Arlg
ing: “ Ye are a chosen generation, 4 o e
priesthood, an holy nation, & peculjar
that ye should shew forth the prais
who hath called vou out of darknes

marvellous light.” (36 |

», i
eter, 2nd chap

3
er 9k

» text which I have just quoted
tinued the Rev. Father, is one
ate for to day and one very
applied to the Irish race,
ary occagion —it was no o-dinary 1
bration—it was no ordinary Mass
celebrated this day; but it was arp
dear to every lrish heart, an o
which 80 many pious souls, an oc
80 many cxiles of Krin asseimble 10
and do honor to their patron saint
St Patrick  What a great honor i1 v
man Lo be able to elaim Irish ¢ xtra
abie to truthfuliy boast of Irish blood
veins, to have the hovor of being a
of that great nation of which S,
the father, Glory, honor and praise t
Patrick, one of the greatest saints of the
of God.  What has made Ireland the
s to day but herad herence to the o
teachings of St, Patrick that faith w
justly earned for her the title of *1
of Saints,” that glory of her faith he
honor, the glory of her national vi

one
Very appropri.
_ApDropriaie when
To-day was noordin

)

12 whict
Irishmen the bravest, and 1,‘\».‘
v 3 purest women in the worly AII\"
The learned lecturer next procecded 1o dis
cuss the life of St. Patrick. Taken prisoner on
vhe shores of France his captors carried hic; 1o
Ireland. Pe was then awed sixio Yeurs,
During his sojourn in Irelar ged
in the humble pursuitsof a \ping
from his captors he returned AL T
country where he began prepa the
great work | was destined Lo carry ou He
prepared for y priesthood, After being or
dained a Priest of God he was sho er
raised to the exalted station of a Bishop
thus prepared he returned to Irgland 1o pr
to her people in a wanner so beau
summed up in the text ** You shall ku
truth and the truth shall set you f
Pairick —was no longer a bondsman b
M j He can ith hu
he came with the spirit of pray s h )
preach by word and example The g G
and the salvation of uls. Whata
k's preaching and tha ot 3 of
1 i L
in th n
gt of

» faithful have 1
to Almighty God, Y
ving monumen's of all

flourishea ; still that faith W, an L gn
out good and evil report Jreland was )
her faith., Look at her to-day. Look at ber in
Jhe past centuriess  Irish missiona wers
everywhere going forth to teach thu uth
which had been instilled into them by Su, Pat
rick. Irish immigrants were forced 3

hometoleaveeveryt qarand dear toth

to wander into foreig: 0 build u

which would b » he

had lefr, What yearni and sig

caused ! Picture 10 your i
pr and joy of fond parents ashe turn
tear beditnmed eyes 1o bid good by
fond parents, these Kind and lov
and sisters, whonlas ! toooften it has h
ne wasgazing upon for the last tim It w
that lrish faith which helped to lig
heart he earncsily expected to me gain
not on this earth surely in Heaven, iha ve
of rest Other virtues of St Patii
were his pesance and prayer, ¢ I
marked characieristics of the Irish peogp h
world cver. If, as it has been said, * (
seth those whom He loves” thes
& sonclude that God loves the Iri
with an unbounded love, for was th
race s0 perseculed ! No never! One of the
groat secrets of Irelands spiritual siren
ner obedience and respect to her pries
Bishops. In extolling the Irish race
1 lecturer said he could not do be
inote the words of Reverend r
vhich so beautifully summed u

jal

ored of I 1d'8gre %
we not bs proud of her he says: Ha
wronged any person — Nevere Has

oppressed any person—Never. Has she ever
plundered any people -Never, Has she ever
taken away the liberty of any psople -Never.

Has she ever shed any blood unjustly —Never
No, he continued, it can never be said of Ireland
that she ruled by the sword, never except it
was for the honor of God and the alter of the
Nation. In conclusion he exhoried his hearers
1o revere and perpetuate the memory of St
Patrick, to practice the holy faith which he
had implanted in that green 1sle,and by so doing
they would become an honor Lo themselves, an
honor to their country and a source of oy #
consolation to their Heavenly Fathe
would one day reward them with the ¢
eternal bliss, and which was a bl
wished them all in the Name of the ¥
and of th2 Son and of tne Holy Ghost.
Tosay that Very Rev, Dr. Constantin
dress made a profound impression on his |
lacing it mildly. Heisapowerfn
dignified speaker, possessed of vast intelle
ual power, a quick sensibility, a rich and for
vid imagination, a copious vocabulary, and
clearly shows a full mastery over his su 3
I'he congregation of St John the Bavotist will
eagerly look fo rd to a return of Very Hev
Dr. Constaniinean at any early date
In the evening a grand concert under the
auspices of the trustees of the Separate school
was held in the town hall. Notwithsianding
the inclemnency of the weather the hall was
packed to overflowing.  All classes and creeas,
irrespective of nationality, turned out on this
occasion to do honor to Ireland and Irishmen
whose prowess had so recently been so bril
liantly exemplified. A fine programime con
sisting of voeal and instrumental music, mill
tary drills by the children of the Separaie
school and choruses had been prepared and
each number was carried out to the letter. A

pleasing feature of the evening was the drill
and singing by the boys. Nothing approach-
in P

th before, and

ing it has ever been see!
the gnod Sistors of Charit or whose guid-
ance they were taught,de: @ great praise for
the manner in which the pupils acquitted
themselves. Mr. Mclnerny, M. P’ of Kent, N.
B.. was to have delivered an address, but ow-
ing to his serious illness a treat in thatline was
missed. Mr. Clancy, M. P., of Bothwell, gaid
a few words in Mr. McIanerny’s behalf and also
on **The Day We Celebrate.” Mr, Clancy, con-
sidering the very shortnotice hereceived, made
a very able address,and though it was his first
time to ever visit Perth,the unpression created
was such as to insure him a cordial reception
should he ever decide to revisit the town. |

Mayor J. A, Stewar: ably fliled the position
of chairman during the evening. The singing
of the National Anthem brought a very de:
lighttul evening to a close.

In Toronto.

HON. F. P. LATCHFORD'S SPEECH IN TORONTO

In the Pavillion; Toronto, on the 17th, a con-
cert was given by the I. C. B. U. on which
occation, also, the following brilliant address
wns delivered by the Hon. Frank R. Lateb:
ford, Minister of Public Works:
Wherever the Celt is to be found—and where
is the land throughout the earth that is not
filled our labora’ his pulse beats on 8.
Patrick’s Day with w livelier thrill, as he recalls
the memories, sweet, sud, and glorious, ”“"
cluster round the lKKmerald Isle in the Atlantic,
and the race that, gpringing from its woil, v“\t“
wafted by adversily to the ends of tho earth,
has everywhere germinated and taken rnnl'.
and sprond and biossomed in achievement, nb
times in the glory of the battlefield, and mort
often in the not less heroic deeds of common
life. That we are to-night, here in S)\nml l.\l'ﬂ
a new nation, celebrating the festival of St
Patrick. needs no explanacion, no excuse. \ :l
are not decrying any land, orany class or (lgl'J
in any land. We revive no bitter memoriess
though there are many which must come r;utrgu
ing up in our minds, when we think 0

land of our fathers. The music, Wwhich W&

el v Tre

F
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tened to with so much pleasure, and to
?;:::g::ymem of which 1 am sure you will be
lad to return, breathes no offence, expresses
no epithel reminescent of oppression and tor-
ture, nor by any offensive implication does it
indicate that any part of the community is to
be brought to battie and slanghtered, and made
to lie down or lie under any particular musical
or unmusical instrument, 1trecalls no memory
of civil war, of sectional or racial strife ; no re-
buke to the loyalty of men, who foolishly per-
haps, but still bravely, fougnt and bled for an
Irieh king, who was all unworthy of their de-
votion. ‘True that music recalls the ancient
honor and glory of that dear livtle isle across
the sen, snd expresses the hope which so many
of us feel that the hour of her dehverance will
not be muc h longer deferred. 1t is as distine-
rively national a8 the duy we celebrate, The
gmile and tear are in it the warm lay of love
and the light note of gladness. breathing at one
moment the song of aesirc, and at another
pouring the full tide of the patriotic heart, with
ever the recurring note of sndness in the most
joyous strain and ever the thrilling chord of
n

‘glﬁ; meeting demonstrates that in one re-
gpect al least there is a race in this country,
and in every other country where a celebra-
tion is heid 1o-night, that 1s «hnumv-l‘.um aif-
ferent from oLher races. But Ll[la difference is
in the very nature of things. ‘Throughout the
whole universe diversity is the rule, likeness
the exception, No two leaves of the innumer
able miliions that give n beauty and glory Lo
cur forests, are alike. Yet even when most
diversity prevails do they most harmoniously
blend to form the Autumn landscape, and all
are firmly rooted in Canadian xoil.  And if the
variety which we seck and admire in individ
uals 18 part of God's plan, and we caonot
doubt it. the differences which arise from the
sum of the individual characteristics  which
distinguish one race from another are part of
the same design,  Tne same divine plan which
produced oraer and chaos and beauty and
harmony out ot diversily, has operated to
brivg about the differences which exist among
races and natons and we should be waniing
in the faith once delivercd we the saints and
transmitted 10 us unimpaired, if we did no
believe that a nationality which has been pre-
served through long centuries of glory. ns well
as long centuries of shame, must not be suf
fered to sink into ¢ blivien

No people, ancient or modern, have greater
reason to be grateful than the Irish for the
blessings which under heaven they received

rom St. Patrick. His virtues and the faith
which he founded and which we have Kept
have beer expatiated upon in our churches
today. It is not for me to dweli upon them

here, and 1 shall not n
hose virtues and to tha
of the highest characieris
spirituality, that closenc

an say that to
th do we owe one
s of our race —nur
¢ invisible

world around us, which while may and
somet'mes does through ignorance degeneraly
into superstition, 18 yet not thout beauly
even in 1ts errors, while Uways sublime in 118
sady apprebension of divine truth. 1o the
1es which his teaching and the faith be

jeveloprd and sustained. we owe that
1l and moral vigor, thal strength of body

men
and mind. which through centurics of persecu
tion vreserved our race, and is to-day 1 [!m;k
1 may safely claim the informing spirit of U

nation and mighty empire which
been and are 8o great a part.

The glory of theempire isin alarge part ours
Nar have wa now iust entered on the siage
Wellington., when compelhngihesigning ol the
Kmancipation Act, by what a good loyal Kng

we have

lishman has cailed ** The fourth of the fool
and the bigots *ealled George'” reminded hi
govereign that W aterloo had nol been won, an

the freedom all Kurope has secured against th
imperialism of Napoleon, but €or His Majesty
Irish troope.  The recognition of our share i
her progress has been latein arrivine. 1t come
not from the statesmen who now conirol Lh
destimes of Great Britain id  Ireland, bu
from Great Britain and lIreland’s Quaeer
Her womanly heart, no doubt, was stirred t
its depths a year ago when she learved tha
geveral of her brave Irish soldiers were cor
demmned to degradation and punishment b
cause they dared to wear the sham
the news came to her of |
deeds done by men of Irisl
the flag, which bears on it the
Patrick, [she resolved that never more

e of her ve soldiers suffer for th
showing. not that he was a mem

but tha as an Irishman

ha t ce

anc

Ib

her visit to her
wipe oul forever the
ion, which disg

legisla

'S
iinistration of
nlam that her w

usiastic than it wounld b
i dominions, which Irish v
1o extend so wide, that,tou
“Lay hold with the wings of the morning
Aud flop round the carth till your ae

Butyou can't get away from the L
they play

And the blocming red flag overhead.
No part of the British Empire has more
loyally in its highe sense than have t
sof Ireland.  You all remember Moord
» which is exp sed in the national ¢
nspires us to-day, " Contempt on 1
. We have ever loved freedo
10 men had les< reason to be loy
have bzen more loya 3 N0

v reverence for aut

more forgiving, none more g
Eongland, the Empire, fhe

1, owes so much 1o Irisi
, in the councils of the ;
velopment of the lawsand n
wWe Aare roud; so mu¢ 1 wisdom
the cour much to Irish valor on the fi
of batt! use the Ce

mperament |

nations, the Empire ani its glory belong

large part. to us, and we cannot, we will

f r own. No body of n
shall exclude us that all the gio
all the achieve » Anglo Sax
dom, Not wealone b tiish cousl

and the Manxmen who sp
fathers, some form of the ]
have contributed to this glor They are
more Anglo Saxons than  are Slavs
Germans,—and it is well to remember this
these days when beginning with the Span
American war, such mixed peoples as Am
cans and Canadians are spoken of as Ao
Saxons, It is well to understand that, w
there 1s no man of Irigh birth or descent in |
land whe does not glory in his Canac
citizenship, there is not one among us whoi
can be an Anglo Saxon  Whichof us by tal
thought can add to his stature one cubit .
man cannot become what he isnot. A Fre)
man can as easily become a German asan I
man can become an Anglo-Saxon, I am
there is no wish on the part of any of the 1
race in this country or elsewhere (o be
thing but Irish.

Mr. Latenford here related an anecdot
illustrate an Irishman’s pride of nationa
During the Spanish-American war an It
and a German were discussing in New
the prowess of thedifferent nationalities
German asked the Italian if he were n
Italian what would he wish to be. The
10 replied that he wonld wish to bean
lishman, The Italiann put the same guel
the German, who replied that he would 1
Anglo-Saxon. This introduced an issue W
promised to baffle their ability to sim)
when, observing an frishman across the s
1;11'3 called him over and appealed to
thus @

*Pat, if you were not an Irishman,
would you be ?* ** If I were not an Irishn
was Pat's ready response, ' shure 1%

ashamed of myself,
" That which we are we are | :
Ve cqual temper of ietoic Giaiis,
Not “weak by time or fate but strong i
“To strive, Lo seek, to find and not yield.

Men of Trish birth, whether in Cana
elsewhere thronghout the world can no
become Anglo Saxons than they n be
Doukabors.  We should be ashamed bofol
world, if we pretended to be what we ar
We only need to be what it is open Lo al
here 10 be true Canadians. ‘The hes
which has come down to us through g
tion after generation of sturdy manhoo
pure womanhood we pride in and shal
serve here amid the snows of Canada
diminished vigor, True .we speak the
Kuage of Kngland, and although we ha
really learned it, we speak it fairly we
was foreign 1o our people, yet with
brightness, which ig one of their charac
lics, they soon copquered it and becal
masters,

But why speak of the Irish names tha
added new Jusire to the language and
ture of England, new principles (o he:
08ophy, new rights to her consiitution, W
1o hor ¢ouncils, vigor to her arms ¢ Iris
are to day foremost in the tlercest batile
by their gide and worthy of their
companionship fight men of our race i
the other races that unite to form the
of Canada. Nor are Irishmen in the
only, still, as Winston Churchill says ** !
estinfantry in the world, cheerful, dig
magnificent,” but leading and directi
movements of all of the groatest arni
modern 1ymes, Names that will shine
e8tin the history of the closing year,
Dineteenth century are the names nf Iris
White, Kitchener. French, Kelly-Kenn)
er's, They are ours, as are the fightin

ey lead to victory after victory. e




