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PARTED ONCE.

So we two clasp hands once more Jamie,
Though our youth long since has passed ;
And none are by to sever us now—
Do you mind when we parted last ?
Do you mind the tears we shed, Jamie,
The tender cmbrace that clung?
‘We can look back now with a pity strange
On the grief when we were young.

But the burnie that trickled then, Jamie,
Has grown to a river deep, i

.And none can bridgs o’er the dark wide gulf
Where the hopes of childhood sleep,

The pale ghosts stand on the shore, Jamie,
And wail o’er what might have been,

But the world and its waves of greed and care
Too long have rolled between.

‘They said we were idle bairns, Jamie—
Too yonag to meet toil and pain;

Do you think in the City of Heaven, we two
Shall be children once again ?

And should we have been worss off, Jamie,
Had We risked that toil and care,

And learned high lessons of love and faith,
And helped each other to bear?

“There is gold on this withered breast, Jamie,
And gems in this thin, grey hair; .

But, oh! for the gowans you plucked me then,
In my tangled locks to wear! .

You bave lands in the far-off East, Jamie,
#nd ships on the treacherous'sea;

Ah! who can restore the treasures of youth,
And love to you——or to me?

REPARATION, .
A Story of the Reign of Louis XIV.

BY LADY GEORGIANA FULLERTON.

[The incident which forms the subject of the fol-
"1owing pages is related in M. dela Place’s © Pieces
 fateressantes et peu counues pour servir a I'Histoire,
"¢t & la Litteratore.”  The letter of the Marechal de

Villars is textually reproduced, and the (description
given of M. de P——'s character, sentiments and
-conduct is in strict accordance with the particulars
.contained in the above.mentioned nareative.]

" In obe of the largest and ‘most aristocratic-look-

. ing houses of the town of Calais, a fow friends. were
" assembled round the'dinher-table in the month of
' “September of the year 1709. Madame de St, Lo, the
" mistress of thehoiise, was doing the honors with that
“livelinoss of mannér, and agreeable flow of conver«
“sation peculisr ‘to tho Frénch nation. ~Her guests:
** were for the,most part military men, belonging to
the gnrrison of Calais, 'Some of tham'had been the
friends of ber lnte husband, a brave yotung: officer,

- who hid died o fiw years befors, in theflower of his | ..

:age, at the battle of Blenheim. Many strikiog anec-
" idotes ‘were rclated that day-of:the.campaigns in
" which theso gentlémen’ had been'engaged, under
- “TMarenne'and Boufflérs, Villérs and Vendome, The
- gxpressive and keonly Intelligent face of the young
- '}diteds evinced the deep‘interent: which she took in,
! fhess warlike reminiscences. ~Her eyes, which bad
“vthe “brilliancy, the softness,and the power which
" only balong ¥ to'n dark eye in woman,” alternately’
* # flaghed wWith fire, of melted into tenderness,’as the.
~ tarrible‘aud tonching scenes to which war:gives rige:
* " wera described by men who had fought by the side
‘of the hogband whoin' shie ‘had mouxned  with- the
“brave sorrow of d'soldier'siwile, SRR R
.. \When-the'death'f her young hero was announced
* fo her, 1iké'the widow.of one who, in our daye, fell
‘@8 the Crugadeé old. fighting for the holiest: of-
sho. st yat son to-het bosom,
plth:her tears, ex-
‘besnigoldier) . ..
1" tHa'love of military
£ he heart;dvery.fibre-in:
he thémoet.Heérfather and:

assher- hustand:thadibeen in
distingulshed officeta®in’Mare-
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nglef tha/gallant Combe de.P—, |
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chal Villars' regiment. She had sat on his knee in
hgnchﬂ.dhood, and listened for hours together to
his:stories of Bayard and Duguesclin; and she was
‘| Blwaya promising her little gon, that when peace
was made, ard his great-uncle returned to Calais,
he too should hear the same tales from his lips, and
learn what a French soldier can do for his king and
his conntry.

# There was a kuock at the door, mother,” whis-
pered the child, who was sitting next her at table.
She did not attend to him, for at that moment one
of the.elderly officers by her side was given an
animated description of an engagement in which he
lad taken part under the walls of Namur., In a
-moment, however, & servant came in, and said to
her ia a low wcice, ¢ Madame, will you be good
enough to come for an instant into the parlor?”
She looked up with some astonishment, and saw by
his face that it was for a-matter of importance he
had thns summoned her ; and, making a hasty apol-
ogy to her guests, she rose and went into the draw-
ing.room. The candles had not yet been brought
in, and it was only by the light of the blazing logs
in the fireplace that she saw a man sitting on one
of the couches, with his face buried in his hands.
She tnrned to the servant who bad opened the door
for ber, and said, * Who is it?” but before he had
time to answer, tho stranger raised his head. “Good
heavens " she exclaimed. “Is it possible! Cau it
be you, dearest uncle?’ She came nearer, and
when she did so, the person she addressed stood up;
but wheu she wished to throw herself into his arms,
he folded them across his breast, and said, in a low
and feeble voice : ’

%Yes, I am that uncle you love, and have not
seen for 50 many years. Iam the man who, forty
years 2g0, was an ensign in one of the first regi.
ments in France, and aftcr many glorious exploits
and arduous labors, reached the rank of colonel in
that same regiment; who was esteemed by his
comrades, and honored with the confidence of hie
genzrals. Iam that man.”

There was something so cold, so unnatura! in the
manner of spenking, something so livid in the face,
and so baggard in the expression of the Count, that
his niece felt unable to utter u word, but kept gaz-
ing upon him with & silent, breathless anxicty.

# 1 have come,” he eaid at Jast, 4 to ask you fura
bed to.night in your house, and, above all things,
that you will not Iet any one know of my arrival."
“/'« Bat, for God's sake,” cried Madame de St. Lo,
in a painful state of agitation,” what bhas happened
to you, my dear, dear uncle? Why do you look so
strangely at me? Are.you ill ?”

41 am very tired,” .

These words, siruple as they were, had been ut-
tered in & mapner which deeply affected Madame
de St. Lo, She burst into tears,

#Try to be calm Eugenie. I cannot talk to you
now,” said M,deP——. “To-morrow you will
know all. In the meantime,let your servants show
me to a room in some obscure corner of your house,
and do you retun to your guests and entertain them
a8 well a8 you can.” '
Madame de St. Lo felt constrained to obey him ;
and with control over her own feelings which she
derived from her natural strength of character, and
the instinctive consciousness that something of more
than common importance was at stake on this oc-
casion, she disguised her emotion, and behaved
during the rest of the evening as if nothing had
happened to agitate and disturb her. Some of the
more observant of her guests perceived a change in
her countenarce when she returned to the dining-
room, and though she joined in conversation much
in the sume way as usual, that the smile which wus
wont to illuminate at times her pensive face was
not seed there again that evening,

It was an inexpressible relief to her when all the
company took their departure, and she could with-
draw to her owu room, She felt the need of col-
lecting her bewildered thoughts, and going over
again in her own mind the details of that brief and
painful interview, But it was fn vain she tried to
form tome conjecture as to the caure of her uncle's
strange words and manner; aud when she fell
asleep, her rest was disturbed by continual dreams,
in which she still beheld his dejected aad haggard
face. The next morning she awoke early, and on
being told that M. de P——bad been up some
time, she hastened to the drawing-room, and sent
to beg that he would come and speak to her.

When M. de P——came into the room, she
thooght him looking just as pale and ill as the pre-
oeeding day ; butthe expression of his face was less
rigid, and his manner more natural, though still
cold and formal, . Feeling it impossible to endure
aoy longer this suspense, and clasping her hands
together, she said, * My dear uncle, for God's sake,
tell me at once what has brought you kere, and why
your coming ‘is to.be kept & secret. .

- # Bugenie, I will tell you the truth, though it will
inuke you despise, and perhaps hate, me. But
henceforward it is not for such a one a8 I to shrink
from ghame; the days are gone by for that; I muet
‘inure myself to bear it.” . ’
# Shame I" murmured Madame de St. Lo, with
incredulous but nervous smile,

.. -# Do not smile,” said ‘M. de P—m-, covering his
oyes with his hand ; ¢ but histen to me as calmly as
you can. _What I'said just now is true. Ihave be-
lied the whole of my past life, I have Lecome that
thing which for more than forty years I had looked.
‘upon with unutterable scorn ; I have proved myself
‘n coward,’”” - " .10 o e .
- Thig is painful ‘jesting,” oxclaimed Madame do
Bt. Lo, with a heightened: color, and in un agitated
‘tonie of voide, ... T L. s

an

{--u.It'is ﬁo_-jést,’-’-vsaid M.'de P——.: “Thank God

that ¥ou cannot hear without emotion what never-
‘thelees, nust be'told. - Thaok God.for what you will
‘suffer when you know the whole truth, - Eugonie,. I

{'wasg born'in thigold city, which our ancestors. have;
"60 many -times:valiantly.defended. . I belong to.a.

family whose honor hds néver known a stain. Ihave
‘gone tkrough: ten .campaigns; and. fought thirteen
‘battles.:I-lod.the forlorn:hope.at Lille; was wound-
for dead at; Rn.mi(l)ljes.

| rénder me this' gervice

my heart to beat faster ; never had I felt the slight-
est emotion on the field of battle: but that day for
the firat time the strange, dreadful faintness which
men call fear came upon me. It was new ; it took
me by surprise. God only knows if at that mo-
ment I was mad or only bewildered. It matters
not; I fled. The old soldier with the Croix de St,
Louis on his breast, and thc marks of glorivus
wounds on his forehend, turncd his back on the
enemy, deserted his post, fled like a dastard from
the field, and did not recover his senses till three
hours afterwards, when he stood alone, far from his
comrades, far from his post, for ever removed from
the past, alone with a blight on his soul and a stain
on his name. Yes, you may well weep, poor child;
but tears can never wash away that blot.”

% 0 God! O God I” cried Madamede St. Lo, wring-
ing her bands, * what can have brought this dread-
ful trial upon you, my poor uncle ?*

The old man took his band off his eyes, and look-
ing steadfastly at her, he said, in a voice so low
that she could hardly catch the sound, but which,
nevertheless, seemed to thrill through her soul,
 Pride”

“Who would ever have thought it!” she ¢jacu-
lated, aimost suffocated by her sobs.

% Not you,” be snid in the same way. “ Not men.
God only. And now let me finish what I had to
say. Icame hero last night with the intention of
asking you to give me onc night's lodging, and
then to assist mc in going over to England, where,
under a feigned name, I could hide my shame and
live in obscurity., But during thr calm hours of
the night, a chaoge came over me. Why should I
shrink from the penalty due to my crime? How
can I expiate the offence I have committed so well
a8 by survendering myself to be tried as a deserter,
and submitting to the sentence of death which I
justly deserve ? I have sent a letter this morning
to the Marechal de Villars, informing bim that I
await the appointment of n court-martinl, and will
appear before it whenever he sends me his orders
to that effect.” :

“You have not yet despatched that letter I cried
Madame de St. Lo, greatly agitated. “For Heaven's
sake, revert to your first intention, and go over to
England.” <o -

A flush passed over the bronzed face of the old
soldier. “Eugenie,” he said, “dn not make me
feel my crime too deeply. Do not give me reason
to think that my bascness bas lowered in your
wind the standard of duty and of honor. Do you
not see that the only way, not to efface, for that
can never be, but in some measure to expiate my
guilt, is to abide my sentence, and suffer death at
the hands of my brave comrades? Do not weep 50
bitterly, my dear child. Last night you would
have done well to weep over the fate of the de-
graded being Lefore you; but since that letter has
gone, I feel better able to look you in the fuce, and
the weight on my breast is somewhat Jightened ;
but it will only be removed when I stand iu front
of the guns on the day of my execution. Then and
there for the first time I sball breathe freely since
the hour in which I fell. Tell me, my child, that
you feel this as I do.”

M.dame de St. Lo threw her arms round her
uncle’s neck and murmured, # I do feel it; but it
breaks my heart.”

“ God bless you for those kind words, Eugenie,
And now you will help me to prepare for death, 1
have not had much time to attend to my religions
duties of late; but yon will lend me a prayer-boael,
and the old Cure of St, Jacques—is be yet alive 2—
will come and see me if you ask him. Idid not
think to have felt so much peace again on earth as
I do now.”

During the next few days Madnme de St. Lo's
friends were struck with ler altered appearance.—
She mude grent efforts to appear cheerful when in
company, but it was easy to see that some mysteri-
ous sorrow was oppressing her. She turned pale
if the door-bell rung, aud trembled like o leaf
whenever the lettors were brought in. At last
thero came one directed to her uncle, on the cover
of which was the name of the Marechal de Villars.
She kuelt down for a moment to say a short prayer,
and then carried it up to the room which M. de
P had never loft since the day of his arrival.

# Ah1 it is come,” he suid as he saw her enter
with” e missive in her band. He read it slowly
through, and then lifting up his eyes to heaven, he
said, “ My God, not my will, but Thine be done "
He held out'the letter to his niece. It was as fol-
lows :— .

# It is no doubt at once affiicting and humbling
to human nature that a man who for fortv years
never failed in- courage should so suddenly have
proved untrue to himself and unfuithful to the
most sacred of duties. But it is also cousoling to
see that man, the very moment after his deplorable
fall, offer to ntone for it by the only.meansin his
power—the voluntary surrender of his life in ex-
piation of bis fault, and reparation of the ead ex-
ample he has bad the misfortune to give. '

« These are my own feelings, my poor triend;
they are also those of all our brave officers. We
cannot palliate your offence, or absolve you from
the disgrace atiached tg so flagrant a violation of
duty ; but we pity you with all our hearts, and de-
cline to sit in judgment on one why offurs to make
_every reparation in his power for nn act which is
sufficiently atoned ‘for by his own bitter remorse.—
'Accept, therefoie, my kind wishes and those of ail
your old friends. ' May heaven and the lapse of
time nssuage yotr sorrow for' a misfortune which
has been almost as great to us it has been to you.

© ... % (Signed) B T SR

© . " «Tpg MARECHAL DE :VILLARS.
¢ Du Quesriay, the 26th of September, 1709." -
. #Eogenio said M, de P———, when she had
finished . reading. this letter, * give o that box
which is: standing . near you, and. some’ writing'
-paper’.- Ho opened the’box and took out of it his
.Croix de St. Louis, and gazed upon it till the stcong
tide of human passion and grief.could no longer be
repressed.. For'an instant he struggled withit; aod
.then the' pent-up anguish of s brokenheart burst its

] 1

7| bonds and found ‘vent in' . flood of burning tears.

Meadding de St. Lo’ threw heiself inito his atms; and:

. | for'a Tong sime both wept together-in silence.’ -
a0, | Pt it up,’ he sald’; «fold it

Papér ; nudmow.

belp me-to unbuckle my sword.. Your,little.huud.
nied; to play with ite hilt'in’ o';‘rg ‘days; theyican:
W, 3,

Ry

“Your,little hauds !

Fa Jot me look:at |

it once more; let me hold it one moment in my
hand, ag I was wont to do before my fall. 'Take it
away now. Send it with my cross to M. de Villars,
and tell him, Eugenie, that I accopt the permission
to live as the severe but just chastisement of my
crime,”

From that day forward M, de P. considered
his pardon as his sentence. He condemned him-
self to a long, patient martyrdom of incessant
humiliation. He continued to live in that old
town of Calais, where he had been Lorn, which was
the scene of so many glorious associutions, and
where & numerouns garrison was also stationed. He
shruok not fronr the eyes of men, for the scornful
elance, the jeer and the pitying smile were part of
his sentence, part of his expiation. He walked on
the rampart when the soldiers were Jounging about,
and passed before the barracks whers the officers
were standing, with his uniform cn, but no swerd
at his side, and no cross on his breast. He went
into the parish church and sat on tho poor beaches
with the women and the children, When the
military Mass was snid, and the soldiers ut the mo-
ment of the elevation presented arms, his grey
bead was bowed down to the ground in humble
prostration,

Madame de St. Lo clung to the solitary old man
like Ruth to Nnomi. In spite of his remonstances,
she joined him in his walks, and knelt beside him
in cburch. She placed her child ou his knee, and
taught him to love and honor his kinsman,

One day the boy pointed with his little tinger to
the part of his coat where the cross should have
been, and said, “ Why is there no cross there ?” and
as if that idea had sugpested another—* and why is
there no sword here ™ he added, touching his
uacle’s belt.

There was a momentary struggle in the Count’s
heart, and o dark shade pnssed over his face ; but
he had made a vow never to shrink from shame,
and to driok t» the dregs the cup of humiliation.—
Ho bad braved the scorn of men; ho would not fal-
ter now before a child's innocent gaze. “ My boy,”
be enid, “ once I was proud, and I trusted in my
owa strength and couruge; and then there came o
day when God took them both away from me: and
in that day I ran away from the field of battle, and
became a wretched coward, who can never agiin
carry a sword, nor wear the cross of a true soldier.”

The child locked up into the old man's face, and
his cheeks glowed like fire. * Cowards do nol
speak the truth,” he snid. ® It is bravo of you te
s8y you ran away.”

As time went on the eged soldier ceased to be
scornful. The words which were whispered in his
bearing a8 he passed along the streets on his way
to the church were words of kindness. Compassion
first, and then reverence, sprung up in the hearts of
men for onc who had so bravely and so meckly
borue the long angnish of shame. The courage of
that long and humble expiation began to be appre-
ciated, In the streets and on the rampnrts of
Calaig, stripped of his cross and of his sword, he
was, in the eyes of God, and at last in those of mcn
also, a greater hero than the soldier of Blenheim
and of Ramillies, than the leader of the forlorn hope
on the battlements of Lille,

The editor of the * Pieces Interessantes” men-
tions in a note affixed to this anccdote, that he re-
membered having oftern scen in his youth M. de
p at Calais, and that his sorrowtul and touching
aspect had remuined deeply impressed on his ve-
collection,

CARDINAL MACCLOSKEY AND THE
CATHOLIC U'NLIA\7']§E_§SITY OF IRE-

The following is the address presented by the
Rector on behalf of the Catholic Univereity of Ire-
lnn;i to Cardinal MacCloskey, with his Eminence's
reply :—

% May it please your Eminence,—The dignity of
Prince of the Church, to which it has recently plens-
ed the Holy Father to elevate you, would naturally
call forth from any institution like ours congintula-
tions full of affuctionnte respect, to whatever race
and whatever land their illustrious object might
trace back hie origin, But if these feelings would,
as & matter of course, be manifested by cvery such
soctety which your Eminence might honour with
your presence, how much more by a University
founded by that venerable and beloved hand which
has 5o long been raised to bless the carth, and from
which is derived your own exalted rank in the
Church of God ; how much more by a university
which has been planted by Pope Pius IX. in the
heart of the Catholic people of Ireland, and which
may claim to tenresentthat people, when a Carainal
of Irish descent has come to visit that ancient
island where his fathers lived and died, beariug in
successive generations their unfaltering witness to
the faith. But in this recollection, deep asit is,
we are far from exhausting the interest we fecl on.
this vigit of your Eminence to Ireland.

“In addressing the first American prelate who
has been raised to the purple, we cannot yield even
to your own fellow-citizens in the just pride and
sympathy which belong to the occasion; because
to the Catholic people of Ircland, America is, in
no metaphorical seuse,an extension of their own
lund ; it is & region whers almost every family
amougst us hag kinsfolk, who have thers found
happier, if not dearer, hearths and homes than Ire-
lund could:give them in the days of her mourning,
and from which help came to her with a lavish hand
in her sorest need. . The majority of the hundreds
of thousands.under the spiritual sway of your Em-’
inence; in the renowned city and state of New York'
belong to Ircland by birth or descent ;fmaby,q;){‘,
them, when friendless and homeless, have found’in,
.you a-protector and father ; and all have experienced
your pastoral.'care in:the abundant incremse of
spiritual -blessings, during your Episcopate. But

DLotb your Eminence and they have a peculiar claim

to the expression:on the part of the  Catholic. Uni:
versity. of Ireland, of a profound sense of: gratitude,
for. the generosity. and . kindness . with’® whith you.
bave remembered - to assist - by.'yonr benefactions
-our instution in the years of itg early struggles, and
“up:to the'present moment.’.:Our; University . Jooks
for support, not.to.inherit wealth - or Btate : favour,’
+not to the zealjand charit; atbolic: peopl
.even the - humblast, = An

c- | people proved thels Bympa

laity, milllons of whom we rejoice to call our bro-
thers in blood #s well as in religion, and to whom,
represented so nobly, as they are on this occasion,.
by the first American Cardinal, we desire to present
our grateful acknowledgment and thanks,

% With this tribute of gratitude wo conclude our
address of congratulation, wishing your Eminence
‘God speed’ in yonr voynge homewards to your
native land, In the great Republic of which yon
are a citizen, rcligion enjoys, now as of old, a large
mcasure of that liberty which is her right, and
which, unhappily, is denied her at times, and- even
in our days,in older countries. The very circum-
stances of the institution in which wo are agsembled
veminds us that Catbolic University education: is
untrammelled in the United States. Muay it please
Almighty God to graat your Emincuce meany. and
presperous years of uscfulnces in the high office
and dignity to which He has.called you by the voice
of His Vicar upon earth, that you may guide His
Church in America through the paths of .liberty to
the honour which is her due ; may He long continue
to give to your own New York in you a pastor ace-
cording to His own heart; and may He, the Prince
of Pastors, grant you an eternal reward. herenftor,”

The Rector, after reading the address, said his
Eminence bad specially requeated that his reply
might e latened to silently urd without any de-
monstration whatever.

IHis Eminence Cardinal MacCloskey, in replying
said :—My Lords, respected Professors, and St.u-'
dents of the Cutholic  University of Ireland,—If1I
rise to perform what I fedl to be a duty incumbent
on me, to say at least a few words of thanks in re-
sponse to the nddress that hne just Leen presented
to me, I beg to sny in the beginning that I did not
come with any intention to make either o set dis-
course or to enter at length into a discussion of
the (uestions that have been alluded to, and which
would ovcupy more time and more prepuration than
I cm prepared to give todo proper justics to them.
I wish just to express my sense of gratitude to his
Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop of Dublin, to
your respected president, and to your profwssors,
for the great honour they have done me, and for tho
privilege thatI bave been sllowed to enjoy in being
present at the commencements of your academic
year. I have come as an interested fricnd and
spectator, and I have had to confess to.the most
rev. president that although attending commence-
meats und exhibitions of universitics and colleges
at Llome many and many & time, yet I have not
been accustomed to the sort of demonstration that
seems to Tise up fo Apontuneously in Irish hearts
either of approval or reprobutiou—(sitghit applause
and laughter) and it becomes to me only a sourco
of embarrassment whenever it s given, as it has
been given here this afternoon, in - whatever sense
or in whatever spirit. Therefore T am thankful
that whatever words I bave spoken, or may spiak
are listened to with respectful silence. I c-mnob.
suffictently sry how grateful I am for the wordg of
cordial sympathy and cungratulation shat have been
addressed to me on thismy first visit to the Uni-
versity of Dublin—words that are the more grateful
to me when I consider the source from which they
came, and when 1 consider the spirit by which they
have been prompted I know that generally the
words that come from tho lips of Irisinnen are sup-
posed to come frum theirhearts. The words thut
have heen gpoken, while they do hononr to me, I
must be permitted tosny do houour also ta your-
eelves, because they manifest clearly and fully that
they come from hearts animated by the spirit of
true Catholic faith, and from those who are proud
to cnll themselves devoted and loynl children of
our Holy Father Pius IX, (Applause.) Whatever
honour has Leen implied as given to me I consider
as truly given to the Head of the Cutholic Church.
He has been pleased to honunr me, vl unworthy as
I am, acd you for that reason have been pleased to
do me honour, and if yon rejoree with those who
are my own flock at home it is Lerausa you sympa-
thise with what isthe act of the Ioly [Father to
show his lovo for the Church of Anwriea, I will
sny, oot only for the Church of Americs, but for
the whole people of America, to shuw rhe honour
in which he holds them, and how it counsoleshis
heart in these days of 8o much surrow and tribula-
tion fur the Church to turn hia eycs to the country
at least whera that Church is free, and where the
people—be they Protestant or be they Ca holic—Jive
together in harmony, pursue their various ways,
exercise their religion, build up thefr colleges and
their universitirs with the utmost freedom, and
enjoy equal rights, a8 far especially as rrgurds the-
bigher education. When years ago thut glorious
Pontiff was pleascd to confer upon the Irish people
an honour which they hrd never enjoyed before by
giving them a Cardinal according to their own
hearts as well as according to his own, every Cathe
olic heart in Ireland overflowed with juy, as also, I
may say, every Catholic heart in America sympathi-
sed with you to ‘the full. And if now the Hely
Father hus gone further and rtaised to that ¢ xalied
dignity a prelate of the American Church, -and re-
joiced the benrts ofall his Catholic children in $hat
far-off land, you now in turn’ sympathise with them
and unite your rejoicing with theirs, sud justly so,
for the reason that has been stated—that partieular-
ly in the diocese over which it is my ‘honour to
preside onr Catliolic people are by 'fur in, largest
numbers of your own race and .your own kindred.
Not only many, but most of them, ‘have beén born
on this fruitful Catholic Irish soil, aud when thex
went across the sea they carried ‘the faith deop in.
their hearts, and becoming -citizens_of that gresty
young, and flourisbing Republic thiy became citi-
zens with'all their bonrte'algo, " I: can say- ‘without
contradiction; that no- American ‘bora upon-tho soil

of América—no American’counting back his ‘Ame~

rican ‘ancestry for generations; cas ¢kim to be mova

devotedly - attached to the institutions “of " America
than .the Irish adopted’ citizen.: But ‘thoush, ss
events have proved, they ‘are “ready | by 'werd and
deed, by arm and by evory way.in''theic‘power to
gustain those institution, still; as nitich:as they love

their'adopted contry, they have not ost ‘ouo jot of

‘their 1ove for the dear -old:'la

ey > vojoice/to

see the many useful institutions thiat: 'are” growing - "
“ap around you,aid I'am'glad:to ;'Bb‘ibl‘éiﬁé télliyou'
great’ work of

héw deeply we sympathis

hdw deeply we & 1th /i
the Catholic: University ' this wtyvo

clt;

fiDiblin. " Our;
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