The Host which he had so often'
gladly saluted, when the little cha-
pel of Ennisgarrett was bright with
candles and tinsel-gilt, Michael
Hooley, peasant, desired once ‘more,

as he lay dying. And Fath?r = Mur-
doch, who for nine years had said
the Masses of Ennisgarrett, heard

of his longing, and resolved to grant
it.

Wexford was taken, and Oliver’'s
men were thick on the country side,
and every priest carried his life in
as he lay dying. And Father Muyr-
blood had not yet come to the
steady coolness of old age, and, al-
beit he had not learnt to regard sud-
den death as a thing desirable, he
had not either learnt to be afraid
of it. He, had ever known in his
heart that a frocked priest can meet

his end like a warrior, and that,
when his hour came, he could in
himself show forth the fact. And
when in his hiding-place he heard

that Michael Hooley was about to
die, he knew that the hour was come
indeed. and went forth to it with
all calm.

Being a brave man and yet young,
he fell into the fault of most brave
men and was a little overbrave. He
trusted all to his shepherd disguise,
and left the hiding place 4at noon,
taking no man with him. There was
not one in that outlaw company but
would most gladly have gone with
him, and given his own life, had
need arisen, in his priest’s stead; but
the Father urged that peril, and not

safety, lay in numbers, and com-
manded them to let him depart
alone.

Hooley’s hut lay low in the vil-
lage; but the priest sought first to
what was left of the chapel, little
more than a ruin now, and-solitary
as the inner side of a grave, and
there he consecrated, not in haste,
and with no sign of fear, although
he divined that this viaticum for the
soul of Michael Hooley was to be
for his as well. And, as he prayed,
the thoughts which rose in his
heart were not the thoughts he had
always supposed would arise as a
preparation for death; but, Dbeing
brave man first and priest after-
wards, he left some element in his
bravery itseli—a preparation , for
death. And he remembered that there
is a saying of Musonius Rufus which
runs : ‘“Take the chance of dying
nobly whilst thou canst.”

He rose from his knees and looked
at the empty places, and peopled
them with ghosts, and as he went
down the narrow aisle between them
the voice in his brain closed the
sentence : “‘Lest, after a little, death
indeed come to thee, but a noble
death no more."”

So he went out into the hazy Oc-
tober afternoon.

The road to Ennisgarrett stretched
away downhill, and pleasantly, and
of no great length: and Father Mur-
doch stepped forward with good
heart and a cheerful countenance,
for., close under his shepherd’s coat,
he bore the Host.

Three of the Protector’s men came
up from Pnnisgarrett, walking their
horsés on the hill, and they met
with a sceming shepherd, just where
the road narrows before it  enters
the village, and is darkened on the
left hand by the copse. The army
was even then supposed on the
move for Ross, and none knew what
these men did in Ennisgarrett.

Despite the bitter havoc, the vil-
lage still held women—and whiskey;
and that man of God, the Lord Lieu-
tenant, was forced to ignore much
that happened beyond reach .of his
slern eyes.

However it might be, the troopers
Jooked sharply on the solitary way-
farer.

<‘Who art thou?’’ demanded one of
them, who was named Habbakuk
Veale, drawing rein and staring

through the haze into the priests’s
eves. As he gazed he saw only the
face of a man; but Father Murdoch,
gazing at him, saw death, riding on
a horse, as St. John in the Revela-
tion.

“Who art thou? And what business
takes thee to Ennisgarrett?” said
Trooper Habbakuk Veale, who had
drunk much, and was in mood to
challenge anything.

It was chiefly idle curiosity which
moved him to demand; but Father
Murdoch. trembling for what he bore
bencath his mantle. saw suspicion in
the soldier’s eye, piercing through
the cloth and reaching the Host it-
self.

‘I go.” he answered in a Voice
leagues calmer than his mind, ‘‘to
visit a friend who lies sick. Let me
pray you not to stay me."’

And he moved as if to go farther
§nto the haze of the dipping road ;
but Habbakik was minded to detain
him longer in conversation. §

“*Art, carrying,” said Habbakuk,
“gome . papist-charm to heal him in
his sickness? Thine eyes have a look
of something thou wouldst nceal
. y men. Yea,” cried Hab-
waxing cloquent, ‘‘and T
thee to straightway deliver
a worse thing comé upon

jot written there is no-

not be made

anything
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It chanced that one of these thres
troopers was an apostate, having
been trained in childhood in the
Catholic faith. And there was a tone
in this shepherd’s voice and a look
on his face that told him what man-
ner of shepherd was here, So, being
vet a little afraid of the holy things
he had forsworn, he spoke now to
Habbakuk Veale :

“Let the man go. We have already
wasted time enough.”’

“The man shall go, indeed,’”’ quoth
Habbakuk, blustering by reason of
drink and woman’s lips. ‘ Yet not
before I have tried if there be any
way of wickedness in him. Dismount
thou, Barzillai Johnson, and search
this shepherd.”

“Pismount thyself,’”’ replied Barzil-
lai with bilterness, ‘“for who made
thee a ruler over us?’’

Which thing, relating to an ever-
burning point between them, might
not, at any time, be judged irrele-
vant; yet, because of the lengthening
shadows, Habbakuk temporized. He
leaned from the saddle, and was
about to seize the shepherd by the
cloak, when Father Murdoch’s hand
went to his breast.

It was the work of an instant.
Habbakuk knew the desperate cour-
age of the wild Irish.

““The miscreant goes armed!’’ cried
he, and out flashed his pistol.

The priest fell, with a groan.

‘““Not too soon!”’ gasped Habba-
kuk, across the smoke, ‘‘for as the
Lord liveth, there was but a step
between me and death! Let him lie!
We will ride on.”

“‘Shall I not first dismount,’”’ said
James Mylam, the apostate, °‘ and
take his weapon from him?"’

““That is if he had a weapon,”’
said Barzillai Johnson, who hated
Habbakuk, and remembered with
calm thankfulness that Oliver was
stern in demanding explanation of
the death of strangers. And he and
Habbakuk rode on, wrangling ; but
James Mylam dismounted and bent
over the body of the priest.

As he opened his cloak his hand
came in contact with a little silver
box, and he trembled very much.

“I do not think,”” cried he to Hab-
bakuk, ‘‘that this man could have
had a weapon. You have killed a
priest.”’

‘“Has he anything on him of va-
lue?”’ demanded Habbakuk.

And the apostate answered, ‘No-
thing!”’
““Ah, well!”’ cried Habbakuk,

laughing aloud to conceal the fear of
death he had suffered; “‘if he be a
priest, he has said his last Mass."”
And he rode on, still wrangling with
Barzillai; but Father Murdoch’s ears
had caught the word, and he opened
his cyes and looked into the eyes of
James Mylam.

““What said that man of the
Mass?’’ asked Father Murdoch; and
his voice was very faint.

“That thou,”” answered Mylam,

speaking thickly, ‘‘hadst no more to
say.”'

The Father gazed at him serenely.
“Tt is false,”’ said Father Murdoch ;
“go thou and tell him so!”’ And he

clenched his hands over the little
silver box, thinking that it must
surely be snatched from him; but
Mylam had fallen on his knees. For
early beliefs reappear in us again
and again, and now he was mut-

tering mechanically the old saluta-
tion to the Host—'‘A thousand wel-
comes, Christ our Saviour!’’

But Murdoch’s eyes had closed
again, and he was to all appearance
dead. After a moment Mylam rose,
and drew the priest’s cloak softly
over the little silver box. He could
not have taken it now had it been
made of diamonds; but he had shak-
en off the awe of the moment, dnd
flung himsell ‘into the saddle and
rode after the others. Looking back,
he saw Father Murdoch lie still,
and wag fully assured that he was
now dead.

Habbakuk Veale and Barzillai
Johnson were already wrangling up-
on another matter. ;
Murdoch did not return to con-
science until some minutes after
their horses’ hoofs had died away.
He lay gathering his senses one by
one.

He had enough leechcraft to be
sure that he bled internally, and had
but a little while to’ Hve. Not an
hour perhaps, but tong cnough -to
reach Ennisgarrett, and lay the Host
on Michael Hooley's dying tongue.
For he had yet a Mass to say. So he
arose, and came, by the strength of
his will, into Ennisgarrett.

But whereas he had before borne
the Host secretly in fear, sO ROW
the calm delirium of death had come
upon him, and he held aloft the
little silver pyx in his two hands
over his head and gazed - straight
before him, like a man who sees a
holy sight. And he knew not it he
met any man on the skirts of' the
village, for he was conscious of no-
thing until he stood by Michael
Hooley’s bed. ¥ >

Michael Hooley opened his dying
eyes, and looked upon him and said:
““Is *it your blessed ghost, Father,
that God has sent to lead me into
paradise?’”’ For a lad had passed
priests’s dead body, and had - fled,
and told, the villagers; and to Mi-
reached.
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By the roadside, where it narrows
before it enters the village, , and is
shadowed on the right hand by the
corpses, he fell again; and this time
he rose no more. But, with the last
effort, he felt for the remaining
Host, and laid it on his tongue; and
at once he was in the little chapel,
where all was as before Oliver came,
and candles blazed, and incense-
smoke was thick.

His people, crowding about the
chancel-step, seemed to desire of him
the sacrament, but he kmew — not
knowing why—that they had come
too late. And stretching out his
hand, he dismissed .them, saying :
“Ite : missa est!’

In a little time came stragglers
out of Ennisgarrett full of fear and
hope at Michael looley's tale. And
when they found their priest, lying
dead, with the empty pyx upon his
heart, they knew how the ghost of
Father Murdoch had found no rest in
paradise till it had borne to the
longing of Michael Hooley the Body
of Christ the Lord.—G. M. Went, in
Temple Bar.

SCROFULA THE CAUSE.

Eczema, catarrh, hip disease, whitle
swelling, and even consumption have
their origin in scrofulous conditions.
With the slightest taint of scrofula in
the blood, there is no safety. The
remedy for this disease in all its
forms is Hood’s Sarsaparilla, which
goes to the root of the trouble and
expels all impuritics and disease
germs from the blood.

The best family cathartic is Hood's
Pills.

TALES TOLD BY HANDWRITING

The stories of many cases in the
solving of which handwriting has
played a prominent part read like
romances, says a writer in an Amer-
ican magazine.

A few years ago a committee from
a church brought to the office of the
writer several letters written and
mailed on different dates from vari-
ous cities calling the pastor of their
church to fields of greater usefulness
—at larger salaries—each letter of-
fering a few hundred dollars more
than the preceding one. Upon re-
ceipt of each call, a committee meet-
ing was held and the pastor’s sal-
ary raised to meet the offer of the
call. The fourth call within a year
caused the committee to decide that
they had reached their limit — and

also aroused suspicion. When the
documents were brought to the
writer's office two questions  ‘Wwere
asked : First, are, or are not, the

four letters in one handwriting, and,
second, are they in the handwriting
of the person who wrote the stand-
ards (afterward admitted to be the
pastor) ? It was decided that all
four ‘“‘calls’”’ were written by the
same person—and he the pastor. It
was decided to let him take the last
call.

“Billy’* Woodward, alias ‘ Big
Hawlev ** the prince of gamblers and
blackmailers, who boasted on the
witness-stand that he was ‘37 ye
old and had been arrested 7
times, but never convicted once,”
convicted that time—the thir-
ty-eighth—and by his handwriting.
This conviction was for blackmail in
endeavoring to frighten a wealthy

and honorable gentleman into pay-
ing $100,000. Woodward always
‘‘played for large stakes,’' as he ex-

pressed it. He admitted that in
three months he cheated his victims
of over $1,000,000. Arrested time
and time again, he wriggled out of
the clutches of the law by various
means—once on an alibi, proving
that he was in jail in one town on
the day he was charged with a rob-
bery in another city.

Several vears ago the New York
courts brought to light a story
which equaled in interest the tales
of Dumas, Scott or Stevenson. A
Boston newspaper writer and art
eritic of prominence and family,
owing to the alleged discovery that
he was using his paper to “pull ”’
and ‘‘bear’’ the stocks in which he
himself was speculating at the same
time, left Boston in 1854. He took

PITY AND BEAUTY

The most beautiful thing,
in the world, is' the baby,
all dimples and joy. The
most pitiful thing is thatsame
baby, thin and in pain.

The dimples and joy have
gone, and left hollows and fear,
It is fat that is gone; gone
with it, comfort and color and
curve; all but pity and love.
The little one gets no fat
from her food: has had

called, possessed

the cheapest Bowery mee

hang around restaurants and
scraps  and leavings.. Clothes
never bought, and was always clad
in filthy rags. His ons absorbing
passion was music, and it was the
one thing~for which he would spend
money. He would beg admisgion and
try to induce well-dressed auditors
to pay his way in, but if these
schemes failed, as a last resort, he
would pay for the cheapest seat in
the house. ke
One cold day in the middle of De-
cember, 1885, the ‘‘Miser’’ was run
over by a cab. When he was taken
to the hospital it was found that he
had no underwear, no shirt, no vest
—only the ragged coat that he had
worn for twenty years. He begged
to be taken ‘‘home’’—and such a
home—a squalid garret. Here " he
died a few days later.

A lawyer produced an old power of
attorney given him by the ‘‘Miser.”
It was a document which gave abso-
lute power to the attorney. This at-
torney claimed that the deceased had
promised to leave all of his property

to his ‘‘dearest friend’’ — naming
the lawyer. He had witnesses to
prove this; claimed that the old

miser’s trunk had been rifled and a
will = leaving the property to him
(the lawyer) stolen.

A friend of the deceased remember-
ed that the ‘‘Miser’’ had left a bun-
dle of papers, tied up in a large red

bandana handkerchief, in his care
nearly twenty years before. The
package was taken from the ' safe,

opened and found to contain nearly
$400,000. The Metropolitan Bank in-
formed the authorities that it held
$40,000 more in the samne name
which had been idle for nearly twen-
ty years. A large amount in ready
cash was found in the hair-covered
trunk in the attic. It is not too
much to suppose that he was worth
from $1,000,000 to $2,000,000 when
he died.

Upon this discovery the lawyer re-
doubled his efforts, and the power
of attorney was mainly relied on to
prove his contentions. An expert ex-
amination of the document brought
to light that several lines had been
added to it after it had been signed,
and these added lines made it un-
limited instead of limited as it read
originally. The handwriting and ink
in the added lines were different from
the originals and in some places the
added writing overlappeéd the signa-
ture—thus proving that this writing
was made after the signature. The
expert proof was so clear that the
claimant lost his case and the pro-
perty went to the heirs.

NOTES FOR FARMERS.

HIRED MAN PROBLEM. — The
dairy farmers, representing all sec-
tions of the country, have recently,
through your valuable paper, dis-

cussed the question of hired help, but
so far I have seen nothing from the
hired man himself, says a writer to
an agricultural newspaper.
There has been & wonderful simi-
larity in the various letters, al-
though other “conditions must vary
‘greatly; briefly summarized, there is
a lack of steady, intelligent help ;
there are long hours . even at the
best, and we find there is little ten-
dency to discriminate in the matter
of wages between the better class
of help and the poorer. There is sel-
dom the incemtive of better wages to
encourage a man to do his best.
Then we have an answer to the
question : “Why don’t the boys stay
on the farm?’’ The two problems
are clogely connected; solve one and
you have solved both.

Tn all dairy sections, much the
same conditions exist ; as the boy
grows up, he sees but little to en-

courage him to stay on the farm ;
his father is in many cases just in
the prime of life, and not ready to
hand: over ‘the reins to his son; he
has ambitions of his own; yet per-
haps there are young sons, and some
of them must of necessity look for
employment elsewhere than on the
home farm. . 5

The son of the man, who in early
life went west, took up ~government
Jand and made a home for himself
and family, finds the available gov-
ernment Jand long ago taken up; he
at least cannot follow in his fa-
ther’s footsteps. The man whose fa-
ther divided his ancestral estate
among his sons knows that the most
intense of intensive culture would
not permit of further subdivision,
and his sons must go -out into the
world and find places for themselves.

A farmer’'s son can seldom buy a
farm for himself for he has nothing
to buy with; he may run in debt for
one it is true; many do; some suc-
ceed after a lifetime of labor and
worry in paying for it, others fail.
Any young man that burdens himself

m | is. spoiled
‘ 'k br something vlse
l,vlv:ﬂch he is ndt adapted and has
Each scason'as. the hoys leave th
farm, good hired help becomes more
scarce; the poorest help remains, and |

are taken often by the most ignor-
ant class of foreigners, the men who
can get employment at nothing else,
tramps and those whose appetite for
strong drink has kopt them always
at the foot of the ladder; men who
have becn laborers all their lives
and will Be to the end of the chap-
ter; mere wandering wrecks . of hu-
manity, ignorant and without en-
ergy, whose sole ambition is to see
the sun set on hay day; fypical men
with hoes who grieve not and never

hope, and yet these are paid the
samme wages as the better class.
Would it not be better to offer

some inducement, either better wages
or special privileges to those most
faithful and showing the most inter-
est in their work? 4
The owner of DBriarclif Farms, so
says the ‘‘Country Gentleman,”’ of-
fers prizes to the men who do the
best work and keep their tools,
teams and barns in the best condi-
tion. The motto for the men thers
is @

“If a cobbler by trade, I'll make it
my pride the very best cobbler to
be;

If only a tinker, then no tinker on

earth shall mend an old kettle

like me."”’

It is possible that if there was
more of the ‘‘milk of human Kkind-
ness’’ in some dairies, there would
be more milk of another kind.

To the boys who are thinking of
leaving the farm because of the rea-
sons offered, I have a suggestion to
offer.

The farms of the future will be
mostly very large farms and very
small ones; the number of medium

size decreasing, as they are purchas-
ed by men of wealth and consolidat-
ed. On these farms there is a grow-
ing demand for men, and preferably
young men, to take charge of the
various departments; men who have
made a specialty of one line of farm
work; to such men are paid good
wages that will compare favorably
with the gross earnings of the ma-
jority of young men in the city. The
boy on the farm has a very good op-
portunity to take some one line of
work and make a specialty of it.
Most boys have a fancy for some
particular branch of farming; if they
would cultivate this, procuring books
and papers on the subject, observing
and experimenting constantly they
would find their services in demand
at considerably above the wages
paid the ordinary farm help and con-
siderably lighter work.

. Gardening, dairying, poultry man-
agement, horticulture and various
other branches, are of enough im-
portance to warrant a _\'()un;‘: man in
choosing one of them as a profes-
sion; it will require a great deal of
thought and studyv, but winter even-

ings spent in this way will be
‘“casting bread upon the water,"
which as P. T. Barnum used to
say, ‘“‘will after many days come

back buttered.””

My own experience has been along
these lines that I have suggested. 1
served my apprenticeship in my
chosen calling, dairying, on the home
farm, reading, studying and observ-
ing for several years; a course at a
dairy school fitted me for a fairly
good position as dairyman on a
large farm, with remunerative wages

and a better prospect of higher
wages than of being struck by light-
ning.

There is much yet to be learned; a
lifetime ,is not sufficient to learn all
that may be learned along any one
line, but the underlying principles
may be easily acquired.

Forget  the city with its attrac-
tions, boys, and leave it to the
ignoramus and the dullard to ‘‘hew
the wood and draw the water.” Use
yvour brains upon the farm, instead
of in the city to achieve that which
are all seeking, success.

———————

LORD RUSSELL’S VIEW OF A
WITNESS.

“(Oross-examination,’”’  says Lord
Russell, “rarvely hurts a really hon-~
est witness. People think that any-
thing can be done by cross-cxamina-~
tion: but, as a matter of fact, if &
witness is honest, it can do very lit-
tle. Speaking for myself,” I can say
that T never rise to ¢ross-examine a
witness with any heart or interest
unless, from something T know of
him from my brief or from his de-
meanor in the box, T have reason to
believe that he is not telling the
truth.’'—Gerald " Stephens, ‘in Dona~

with debt, takes upon his shoulders
a heavy 1oad, invites trouble to be-
come his. -closest ~companion, and
takos chances that few ~would as-
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New
Publications.

FOR SALE BY

17 8. Broadway,

St.Lounis, Me.

BECKER, REV. WM., 8.J.—Christian
Education, or the Duties of Par-
ents. Rendered from the German in-
to English by a Priest of the Dio~
cese of Cleveland, 12mo. 424 pawes,
Cloth, $1.25 net.

BELLORD, RT. REV. JAMES, D.D.
—Titular Bishop of Melevis, Viocar
Apostolic o1 Givraltar. Ontlines of

Meditations. Extracted from the
Meditations of Dr. John Michael
Kroust, S.J,, 18 mo. 16 and 180

pages. Cloth— .40 net.

R

KUEMMEL KONRAD.—In the Turk-
ish Camp and Other Stories. From
the German by Mary Richarde
iray. 18mo. 136 pages. . Cloth, spe-
cial cover design.— .50.

HAMON, E., 8.J.,, BEYOND THE
GRAVE.— From the French. By
Anna T. Sadlier. With the ‘‘Impri-
matur’’ of the Rt. Rev. John Jos-
eph Kain, Archbishop of 8t. Louis.
12mo. (810 pages)! Fine cloth, ~ilt
title on cover and back, net $1.
*“, . . This book .s a treasure of
spiritual truths—the most consol-
ing ones. - A few moments given te
the reading of the -work woulm
lighten our crosses considerably."”
(The Carmelite Review, Niagara
Falls, Ont.. 1898, No. 6.)

PATENT REPORT.

The report of the United States
Commissioner of Patents, just print-
ed, shows that 88,987 applications
for patents, 2,400 applications for
designs, 106 applications for rei
sués, 2,059 applications for regis-
tration of trade-marks, 629 applica-
tions for registration of labels, and
143 applications for registration of
prints were filed in 1899. There were
~u,s~v patents granted, including de-
signs. 92 patents reissued, 1,649
trade-marks registered, and 511 la-
bels and 100 prints. The number of
patents that expired was 18,185.
The number of allowed applications
awaiting the payment of final fees
that were
\yment of the final
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