(i

r‘.‘\\ " b
1?
it
Bt
i
Eig
i
Hid

i

3 ’4‘
il
A‘s i

L i ,5
| H
, <! ‘ &
il
s

'

THE CATHOLIC RECORD

MARCH 4, 189,

single
I\ unicy
distances

wheel,

as common

bicycle,

Kxpert bicyclists
have already suc-
ceeded in riding a

cle, for short
In years
Wl 1o come the unicy-

{ cle may become

mode of loc
motion as
Only a

or

SOLITARY ISLAND.

A STORY OF THE ST, LAWRENCE,
By John Talbot Smith, author of ‘' Brother
Azarias,” *A Woman of Culture,” His

Honor the Mayor,” **Saranac,” ete.

CHAPTER X
“Not until two weeks ago, when a

Plew years a0 | heavy sadness disturbed him which he
Do ehed at | could not shake off. At that time he was
tl idea that not aware of the presence of hig murderer.
01 the world | He must have discovered it suddenly and
—would shortly | frightfally for his usual prudence and
be awheel sagacity to have deserted him at a eritic-
e SOk 8 al moment. 1lis end is wrapped in mys-
B wiitd § - 4 progross St | tery, as was his life, aud 1 believe he pre-
RN ¥ - i nronounced infn_wl to have it go. .
consump n inet ) Fo-day I'here was for a short space a little
. le 1 1 gsolemn thinking.
disca “1 found 2 handkerchief in the old
Di cabin the time the Count Behrenski and
7 st I were here together,’ said Florian, ‘' It
. t had a faint monogram, ‘W’="
th “It was Mrs. Wallace's,” interrnpted
It y priest.  “She stole to the island that
t night to wara him of the presence of the
stores the | Connt, and to bid him beware of mec ting
A s your friend."”
o § : “And there is nothing farther known
t e 1iv of his hidden life; vno letters, no scraps,
| no familiar insights, nothing to show what
! the mau was nuder al fortunes, to
ot miuke one feel that he v—father.”
- s : . s I'he last words came 4 {
3:{1{!,‘, 1" 8 i e £ { S were answered by a cart nod from the
of a littl | rofit I<.rv, . " o AT
. I have his last letter,”” he replied ; “it
iite 3 - - Fast Inckinson. | was written for yon to read in the event
months 1 1 I ! of | of his death. And Paunl Rossiter may tell
getting ! you things whico he has not told to me,
ot i S ' More than that—" i
empty 1 \ | A shrug of the shoulders finished the
a 9 Good temper sentence. s oy X
Dr E—”u rce S miat “ Linda had some ideaof it,” continued
. e i the Pers, “and it made her very happy in
and good health is largelya ¥ o dying. Perhaps his old confessor might
‘y‘.‘;’;vn Th be able to give you a glimpse of his in-
and sj ! terior life. 1doubt it, however. Itseems
:f:i'.,', o . to have been a sanctuary into which
cathartic angels only could ente
gripe. bt “ You have, then, so high an opinion of

THE NIGHT CLERK'S STORY.

A FACE LIKE CHALK.

A very bad attack of the Grippe one

winter left my system in

year ago last

very wealk state

and my nervous system

his life,” said Rath gratefally. The Pere
bowed and said nothing for a few minu-
tes, but, as if regretting his moroseness,
L.e went on to say :

“ Ho was a martyr to his religious con-
victions, of course. Ha could have easily
WOl his vmperor by embrac-
a | ing the Greek religion, and, had he been a
less tender father, might have lived in

lavor ol

completely rung. After getting over | comparative comfort. The fear of bring-
the dar stage of the disease I |ing upon his children the sufferings he
paturally « d to gain strength, but, | had esdured made him self-forgetful.”
uni nately, did not do so. On the “If yon will let me have the letter you
con , my blood became weaker. I |spoke of,’ said Florian, who had been in-
daily nprth and vitality, and my | quilging in a reverie, “I will be going.
nes I me S0 v thatit | The hour is late, and the island is a good
w ¢ ) . ring b distance ofl.”” The Pere silently handed
! Llost ag him a package, and rose as il to end a
1 me, the v : rather digtastelul interview.
< : “1 hope,” said Ruth, “that you are not
; going to bury yourself in that dreary soli-
tude. Bafore you return to New York we
¢ wonld be happy to Lave you stop with us
a few days.”
s “Aud now that the cold weather is
’ here,” said the Squire, who felt himself on
th familiar ground for the first time that
= ' | evening, *you’ll be apt to stick there'if
h_' the ice came on too thin to bear ye and
l\" too thick for a boat. So yon had betier
: ; ! make @ raove double quick. And now see
1 here, yry, you ain’t doing the right thi g
<.y by the party and by yourself. Youn ought
1 to be in New York making cover for what
2 is left of your hay. Your father was a
i good man, but the best man that ever
b died wasn't qnite worth half the fuse made
i over him.’
i 3 Florian received this lecture as pleasant
and \ badinage, nor did he make any reply to
W i I Ruth's kindly invitation, bat, wighing
tra | toem all good-night, politely withdrew
an and made his way across the river in a
), dreary unsettled wa) if he had started
) for no place and forgotten the harbor L e
1 . | bad left. He was very eager to know
' 1 | ! gomething of the real life of his father, and
| SOLIOW bitter at 1self lefo ont
dn \ ( 8o regularly in the cold. 'l
by ) WA ) g | ¢ aud w.al one kne
n $h i sty
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gave Immedia

re 1 in mock an- York in the morni
“Thank wen,” murmured Barb
always wi fier you, you poor m ¢1 shall be there ahead of him,”
pathe y do wi v ‘\-; to Pau v ) 1o
Oi outsiders and n 18
e 1 v iesoms for a fow :
f 1 1t 1n his sual liouse is vo! m ],
r-ul-lac ' ur n never & 1 on 1 the w 1 n a
1 na 1 tow A n

en the isla \ rea o i y | ' t riel er Lt

1 o1 | \ lus | I'll halp you n 1 {

N Pl : l“ : » : : ; 1 v 1 1 ¢ f ¢ t 1 ; |Yv 1 ) 1 I
.[ f X | . ire, 1. i : ,’ “. Y t1 wwared a ‘:"1‘1 8 | ““ n ng migh

‘ \ | Pauan : g : v
fathe | I P y dubic bring 1t to Per
! | not safe { 1 dreade Barl
‘ h P y ¢ ever | 1 in,
1 i that Bar ) T S
( i L L 1 1 her? 1 looks

dre tha vher kiss matter t 8 suspicic W,
the her had made a las o L and 1 rew the determina-
keep Lim in Clayburgh ; herd d " paid the B m to Clayburgh that night as
to discover, w ut much if any Ip oh game, 11 doa’t | quietly had entered it months be-
from God, what his vocation in life might never t 1 fore. Rt would tnen feel easier. In
be. Toe warn i n d —vow'll never wet ] time he could come himself to press the
given him ¢ ha 3 memory, but g guit in which he he together despaired ;
he had not 3 0ld skepticism Yot O 's hiding. Why | and if it was hard to forbear fl ring to )\‘.‘I:
on thai point a it with a smile. | 3. ¢ what I want to ] then and solic surrender of the
s = | kn ret wi ghtfully belonged to him,
“ Jdear. Flory must | its compensation was that the delicacy of

By the light of the old tallow candle he
opened his father's letter and read rever-
entially:

* My son, my mostdear son : I have little
time to speak to you. I fear, I am sure, our
enemy is on my track, I thought you had
forever averted the danger. It is not so.
These people will not be satistied until thoy
have killed me. God’s will be done ! When
you read this I shall be dead. Mach obscur-
ity hangs over my lite. It will never be re-
moved in this world, It will pain you,but it was
ordered so for your good. Believe me, your
father, every moment of my life was a study
to save you from what will befall me, every
word that | have «aid to you dictated by the
strongest love. D33 coalent with what you
may learn of me from strangers. I give you
my love and bid you adieu, I return to you,
according to promise, a well- known doca-
ment. My most dear son, a stranger to me
all my life, your father hopes and prays to

to recall that she had confided the tender-
est secret of her heart to this woman, and
that nothing might hinder her from pub-
lishing it to the world. Barbara looked
after her with light scorn, and the ex-
preesion in her face stung the Squire into
a rage,

“ Yon've done enough for one day,” he
said, purpling, “ to give you a chance at a
ten years’ penance. That good girl sees
what you are to the core, and if she
doesn’c make it known I will.”

“That good girl!"” said Barbara, with a
sneering laugh, “She was always so
good! Yet she encouraged Florian into
offering her marriage, and then threw
him off, She went to a convent in &
streak of gushing piety, and when the
gush stopped came ranning down to New
York after a little poet upon whom her

meet you in heaven, i 5y | heart was get, and, if she had found him
Florian.” 1 wonld have proposed to him and married

Ha read it overthree, four, ten times, | him, Thatmodest girl indeed !”
with a more vivid picture eachtime of the | With this shot Barbara transferred her
circumstances nnder which it was written, | effucts and herself to the hotel in much

until the long suffering of his father's life | (istress of mind. She had gotten herself
and the agony of that farewell was tear- | into a difficuliy, and eaw DO 8a8Y way of
ing his own heart, until sobs aod tears ; escape as long a8 she held to her deter-
came to show him that he was no more, | mination to discover Florian. To it she
after all, than a son of man. He folt | was bound to hold in spite of fate, confid-
humiliated, but only before himsell. Iu{ent that her old luck wonld not desert her.
these moments of meditation that peealiar | Bat matters had a gloomy look, and her
twisting of the features took place which | orders to the landlord that she ba taken
had been noticed during the funeral, as if ot for the night train was a sort
hig very vitals had been seizad by the n to fate whicl ioht

grasp of intolerable pain.  With hisstrong 8 }_.‘I. v 1;»Hi“‘l,”,(l:lJ::,zlﬁ‘.ke:::;}
will he reasoned its cause down, but still o
the shadow haunted him night and day.

come amis T
hotel parlor, idly touching the keys of the
consumpiive piano, to her entered Paul

Roesiter. Ils was not aware of her pres-
ence. A glad sparkle lit up her eyes at
sight of him. Here was a chance to at-
tain her object, here was an opportunity
to stab Ruth Pandleton to the heart.

“ Mr, Rossiter—0O Mr. Rossiter! ig it
really vou ?”

“ It is, Mrs, Morrion and I am delight-
ed to meet you.” )

“ And where i8 Florian—Mr, Wal'ace ?
Whyv are you in the same town and not
together !

“I suppose he is loafing on hig island
still,” said the thoughtless poet. * Ha
spends most of his time there and rarely
comes to the village, And may I ask
what fate has cast you at this unhappy
season on the shores of the St Law-

)1

rence ?

CHAPTER XXIL
BAREARA'S SPITE,

After a defeat the vanquished natur-
ally hides his head for ashorttime. Thig
reflaction did not at all soothe the anxiety
of Barbara over Florian’s absence.
Twenty times a day she tried to read be-
tween the lines of the passionate letters
from Clayburgh, and becanse she found
nothing her anxieties increased tenfold,
Ruth was there, and who could tell what
would happen? He had deserted one
woman., Sach a man was not to be
trueted ; and if ths old love were still
gtrong after ten years’ of absence from its
object, what wonld it not be in her pres-
ence, what mizht it notdare if Rath said, L
I am willing? Finally Barbara packed |  * My native place receives me at any
her trunk and started for Clavburgh to | time.” .
pay bher old iriend a visit. She was aj  ab!your native place "
little fearful of the eflsct of her appear- “You, [ suppose, aresoon to make your
ance upon Florian, but trosted to lack

home here ?”
and her own charms to allay his anger. “I retura to New York in a week, Mrs.
The sight of herstepping from the train

Merrion.”

gent a cold chill along the Squire’s spine, “Where yon are hopelessly unknown
and Ruth’s first glimpse of her coming up | by this time, as most people think you
the walk to the house produced a serious | have drowned yourseif. Aud is Ruth to
misgiving in that lady’s heart. She was | 2o with you?”’

going to stay with them, of course. The

city was so dull that she conld no longer
endureit,"and it was so lor nce she
been to Clayburgh. While she was re-
moving her bonnet and preparing to
make herself comforiable the Squire found
opportunity to whisper to Ruath :

“Not one word about Flo
whoghe's after."”

“Barbery,”’ gaid he solemuly, as he sat
down befora her, “ don’t you aftempt to
tell me you came all the way from 2
York jast to see your old friends. You “Do you remember a bit of bristol-
don’t care two coppers forus., You’'ve got board,” she continued, * scribbled upon
an object in coming here, and I want to 1 vou in the convent-grounds last
know it. DBecause if you're after me I|J 4
may &8 well give in at once and save the
tronbie of a long courts If you're not,
then I can rest satiefiad and you can stay
here as lor g you wish too.”

“The vanity of an old fellow,” said Bar-
bara. * Now what could I possibly want
with an antique like you?”’

“ An antique !"” said the Squire, dazad.
“ Rath, can you sit by and he your
father calied an antique by a mere strip
of a widow? If you can you e no
more notion of your duty than any other
woman,”

“Well, pa
Birbara inj

stammered the poet. “ Do
you mean Miss idleton ? T have not
addressed her twice since I came to the
town. For along time 1 was not aware
she had left her convent.”

Aad yet she left the convent for your
' He flashed a little, ignorant as he
Tuar's | was of the motive of her boldness. She
had, as she thought, an opportunity for
belittling Rath, and if the poet could not
snspect it he could feel an uneasiness at
her frank communications.

He did remember something of the
gort.

“ It was found and
mantic, wasn't it ? I'ney could no longer
hold her in the convent. ‘She went by
hill, she went by dale,’ until she came to
me in the city, showed me the card, and
implored me to aid her in fiadi
Woen you were not to be foun
nearly frantic, and fled to the seclusior
‘burgh to hide her Worse

t, 1 ?  And I thonght

iven to Ruth, Ro-

yriaf
griel.

e the

ieri{T—put

gloomil

1ad Panlit £ oy v

light, But he added, * I have heard that
he returns to Now 1]

hig wife-to-

have ¢ Squire said with much

gravity ; “and as he's somewhat cast|])] She loved him and had sought for®
down it wouldn't do 1o iet you go | Uil aiid was giicved ai liis absence. 1le
cooil around him. You'd have him | did not want more: but he walked near
married to you in a wink. Your cooing | the house just after twilight, and saw her
A J “as well after ma » as be- | sitting at one side of the parlor table, with

from you, | the Squire at the other, her calm, peacaful
o face as gweet in its repose as if the nun's
] well know,” she said, | veil hung about it.

1 I'm going to save h

course of the day filled the poet with in-
ordinate vanity.

Peter Carter received him in a com-
monplace attic with tears and embraces,
and spent a luxurious hourdescrihing the
perfidy of Florian, the woes of I'rances,
ane the cruelty of madame, who had
driven him forth into the world without
mercy and without allowance. Iladrank
too much, or perhaps too fast for perfect
and easy narration, and fell to snoring
before all the details—worthy indeed of
his fame—were given to Rossiter, The
poet marveled greatly at the antics the
city had played during his brief absence,
and went to his old quarters with some
haste and anxiety.

Madame Da Pousonby Lynch gave him
a generous welcome, She was still
madame, reserved, exclugive, and good-
hearted, and very handsomely apologized
for her treatment of him; nor did the
faintest trace ot feeling appear on her
smooth face at mention of an incident
which bronght her exiled lord to her
mind, Frances, she said, was probably
about the honse somewhere—most likely
in the famous atuic which he had eo
queerly deserted—and she begged him
not to be sarprised at anything in the
young lady’s manner or appearance for
gshe had lately met with a severe disap-
pointment, The disappointment he had
probably heard of, ince it was, in a quiet
way, the talk of metropolitan soci
The poet, after engaging his old attic,
climbed the stai ok for Irances
Tuere was a bure ation in his
breast against ti heartlessness of the
man who could inflict so crael an insult
on a woman 8o gentle and good as his
promised wife.

She came to the door in answer to his

knock, and for a few seconds there was a
hush of astonishment as the two met {
to faca, “Mr, Rossiter, or his ghost!
she exclaimed,
“And the substantial Miss Lynch”
said he, offaring his hand. *“1I have en-
gaged the garret for a long term, and am
not likely to lose it by any more mis-
underatandings.”

“How can 1 ever—"

“Your mother has done it; don't say a
word.”

“And my poor
disturbance—"

“] just came from him,”
smiling, “so do not let

T R

er, that made all the

said Panl,
es trouble
$ s

3 H
happiness.

Her lip trembled and she ¢
trust herself to speak., While ta
poet took a qunick inventory of
changes sorrow had made in he
was 8iill thegentle, sprightly girl of 4 year
past, but his eye noted the lip,
the melancholy shadows the

nld not
g the
the
ohe

trembl

around

month and eyes, aud the nervousness of

her mann

een him so late as yesterday,”
id, and I thought you ought to
know. There have besn so many strange
things bappening in his life. I was in
Ciayburgh 1 he was there. Ile

and
coverad his father in the person of
fisherman that he had konown for years,
Think of it—a prince of royal blood, with
a Yankee dialect and a Yankee look,
loading a solitary life on an island of the
St. Lawrence!”

“l am so glad,” said Frances; “hi
s will now be complete.”

“I gupposs,” the poet said cynically,
but recollected himself in time. *“ Alas!
Frauk, there never wuas a more unhappy
meeting of father and son, The father
was dead, shot fatally by a snea
assassin, and it waso corp3e w
death handed to Floriar

“Oh!” murmi
hands, and the tears b

“1 think it was & pnnishment on him,”
said Panl cé “N), don't k at me
go. We the Princa two
weeaks n all abont
8 of Flor

g futher

dis-

1 old

1

she »d, with claspe

aso

Y

me 18 » his
X and
1 A ywi life
on mine, ian was unworthy of hi
H Serv to lose him, and to loge hi
i e e \

broker

rom ab

Know

n neart as
vanled Florian
ted me and |

“ Paul,’
tic tears, “ what

that vou ghould

yugh h

18 ever

1 talk of bim 80

fe

thing more than to
any true man in his tr
{ him one nent, and he
10 ) Or gr 1 I d
v 1 W gain anytl fron
b ] m all € ighat I h me-
e 1
I remark brough e smiles to
face.
Well, yvon know w a apairing
i3] ! | 1 " t we
i 1 1 I
Let m 1 n
( 1 ¢ Pendle 1
) 1 dot
 his fair face. It r
his ears, t
", DOT C(

from her eyes.
CHAPTER XXIIL
BLE TRUTH.
Florian reanmed professionallabors with
v z2st gomewhat keen after his long con-
finement on 8 Igland. It had been
a trying time f , but he had come
out of those hard circumstances a victor.
They had left little trace on him, and he
1 1 vl 3 S e fis v . i

St 41 lont

out of his life ag thoronguly as the death
of his sister, the loss of Rath, and the late
election. Life’'s busy round was go
over as evenly and as hopefully asif these
tragedies bad never been. Yet he could
not deny that his real self had been held
up to him in tl of his late retreat
more minutely than any time in the
last ten 3

)

" color, “that I am I'lor- Barbara was o vin with him tha
ron wife, Will you tell me | night, but he « ly kept out her
r engave-
. ¢ % |
| |
)
18 |
8a i, a ve |
care t 1p in your
X \ n { and his many sorrows there had embit-
vith vour X | tered m ¢ t it forever. Not
1\ dy « on t, 11 q I now f 1§
old 1 1 T i of his misfortines in
1000} ) t ( nevarmore could Ruaesian
| Ruath r ¥ ta w ing slanders and
| word, hur 1 r y I n { theaters because
| ity of Bar Py g 3 g 8s to t Prince of Cracow.
i wnd e w knew, | ['here was a fair field before him. A fow
| she had always given her credit fora « months' absence had banished the mists

that once | rround him, One manager
was glad to have him back, and another,
and & third, In fact, a few calls in the

| tain refinement and natural pride suffic-
] o prevent such behavior as

| iently stror b v
! ghe had just shown, It was bitter for her

tevenls tarew

to almitting the trath of the portrait which
mirror 1)]'.

a shadow 1 u
reach the pleasantest of his days,
were shelved, indeed, but n
s was hu after all, he s

nnihilated.
1, when a

protracie of re 5

him, er man it

bean tl 'or lunesomenss

him stion, Or a pheno-

f the will
a rainy day or a vexati

oro would be 2u ead to i
A calm, steady glance on the

menot

He bore
as he b
wanit. Tt
1@ time.

|
80

road ahead was enongh to neutralize the

1

eflact of depression.

It could not basaid that be had a habit

8. Ila had even come close

of drelmin% in daylight. In studying a
political or legal problem he occasionally
wandered into unpractical speculations on
the incidents or personages of a suit, Not
often. Nowadays he fell into a habit of
reviewing events connected with his fat},.
er's mourofal history, and of studying
those points at which his own and Lin-
da’s life had come in contact with the life
of thesolitary prince. These reveries had
always one unvarying conclusion. Over
his face pagsed that expression of anguisl,
which twisted the body likethe rack, and
which had attacked him many times on
the island. 1l blamed tho pictures and
mementoes in his room for this weakness
I'nere was the painting of 1he yacht and
a score of pretty thinge belonging to that
former time, A glimpse of any ous
them disturbed him, but he had not t)
heart to put them away., He was content to
wait the time whenall these thi
stand in his memory like distant mon
taing wrapped in a heavenly mist. e
had lost none of his political standing b
his defeat, and the Baunale was oper
He hal resolved to ac
It would be a very quiet ailiir
and ite dullness would be a safe refoge
for a ves without any definite harbor
His love aflairs were not going simoothly,
Barbara was acting H: La
gaid to her a few short, polite words «
he gencral character of her Claybur

[RRRAI N

office,

oddiy.

g of that sort. »
other annoyances, however,
them out careless At an

she had chatted much with 1lossite

the Connt in turn. When Le gave h
nig impressive reasous why she shonld ¢
these things no more, she had lang
n and done them ain.  Finally
climax was capped when he encounter

the insidions lussian in Barbara’s recep-
tion-room, Itwas certainly an odd t inyg
tor Florian to show his feeling strongly,
but he did so on this occasion. Iis face
paled ghghtly and a light sweat burst out
on his forehead, while his hands hangiog
at his side shook as if with ague. e
gtood in the doorway, unable to do more
for an instant, his eyes fixed on the
Count with an expression which frig

t

]

ened Barbara into a faint scream. Via
imir smiled with deep sausfaction, a
bowing politely to the lady, bade |
good-morning and frew. 'Ti
brought Florian to his senses, an

nara's nratty and anxiong 1n

| Ba

1rieE ware

met with his
“ “I,\l

dear,’ d ind  the
scognizad the tone very wel
ways reminded her of the late
Clayburgh—* the Count i8 obnoxi

me for the best of reasons. I do not wis
o see you and him together & on an
occasion. As for coming w yourhouse

must be his la
“ And you

she, * Bat I «

re sten friends !
't care two pins for h
and I think it annoys him 8o to see us t
gether. You are jast a little, avery littl
ard, Flory. Confess, now, are you
not 7"’

“ Not hard enouzh for him,” the gre
man said savagely, “ there is so much of
the devil in him.”

Barbara was both curious and ventuare-

some. What was the secret of their mui-
nal dislike? Iltwassomething more tha
mere jealousy, and she would like

know 1t. Until she fouud out the canse

her intentions were to keep on terws
with tbe Count. It would reqnire caution
and secrecy. What of that? She was

il Dy sac

1 & mass ol
who was

too clever to be ca
i od Tl
short ca

take them if he wer

3 1n life's

promised wife fashione
after his own ideas. DBarbara and t

nt became (

of Floriat
to the fair widow
e Count the s et « i8 bre

rt \ entrea
1 put a lden er
! d a8 he
L] L} 8, ) ". Vil
1 [ were ot ma r I
or hie pui \ 1 CAlL fi |
} at ]
y ) I mj
He n or rness for ga
8 er a cas
ATl ol i n
it for 1esian spy to d fyr you
She looked n and the }
fow 1INOIme 8 Ui 1 the 1 g
upon her mind and with it the {full
» Lount’'s snggestions
) 3 } g€, M3 e
a yd at ber tonishme it f
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Baby

Trnfante ~ 1 arn N el
subjact to this terrible disorder, and if not
promptly arrested it will evansually bacome
chronie, Dr. Chase made a special study of
Eczama and diseasa of the skin, and we can
confidently recommsend Dr. Chasae’s Oint
meut to care all forms of Kezama, The first
application soothes the irritation and puts
the 1t suffarer to rest

A SURE CURE FOR HEADACHE.
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are e wwily pr I easily taken, act ex=
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consideriog their excellence,
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« TRIUMPH OF FAILURE."”

et

A New and Remarkable Book by an
Irish Priest,

Rev. William Barry, D. D., the fam-
ous English scholar, gives to the Liver-
pooletboIlc Times the following re-
view of Rev. P. A. Fheehan'’s new
bock, ** The Triumph of Failure.”

1 remember, long ago. the title of a
book of John Mitchel's which was called |
« The Last Conquest of Freland— I’ur—'
haps.” Without baving read the vol- l
ume, one could be pretty sure that it|
was dealing with couquests achieved
by force of arms rather than force of
ideas, and that it bore this name as a
defiance, not a surrender. What
Irishman, irdeed, of ancient stock and
S, Patrick’s religion will ever admit
that the Green island can be effectual-
ly conquered, or its people held down,
o that they shall not rise ‘' gobbing
from the soil,” as I once heard it
pressed with admirable vivacity ?
But aleg, there is a couquest more
gubtle, more epduring,
after t foughten ficld
poetry by prose, of romance by com
mercialism, of religion by worldliness,
of the ideal by the vulgar. And what

GX-

ithan «

aconqguest ol

should we say who belong to the gre
er Ireland, if our sacred island bome,
the Erin of saints and sages, with all
its enchanting memories from of old,
were at length to be subdued in this
way and become a province of London
asmeller Englavd—in & word, to sprak
it sadly and mockingly mere Wes
Britain? Better far that it &h i
¢ink into the deep, with the fairy mists
of the Tuatha de Danann floating
above it, an immortal sorrow, unstainec
by touches of the base modern coa
smoke, unvexed by the cries an
gereamings of a multitude given ove
to Mammon. What is Irelar d making
of her destiny ?  What of her messag
to the nations ?
IRELAND IN DANGER

The other day I openea Father Shea
ban's volume, pot suspecting it c
tents : i cad i 4, aud wa
delighted, and somewhat amszod, «
finding at last an Irishman at b
Catholic and a priest, who saw |

¥

ava i 4

of this new and threat r conql
shuddercd at them, coun
to arms against then t

the way to vanqui He |
written a story ; but pre bip
a crusade. With le in plenty
Greek, German, Epglish, secular ai
sacred ; with flaches and gleams, u

doubtedly, of
always touching, ¢ften exquisi al
deeper than all these fine qualiti
which become an eloquent style wi
the austere, kindly, hmagioative moc
Celtic ard none other, that had seem:
to be falling out of a world not wertl
ot it. 1 will allow the severecritic
weaken my praige with as much wat
as he candraw from Castalian epring
but I do maintain that the spirit, 1
temper of this very remarkable tale
all 1 have said— heroic, inspiring, Iri
of the days that are no more : it i
trumpet call to our people Fatb
Sheehan's heart yearns over the you
of Ireland, witvessing in what deac
danger they stand at this momeut-
youth such &s the Almighty nev
created a second, inpocent, affectic
ate, clear-eyed, gentle, ardent ag !

genius ; in a lang

morning ; bat how shall they ke
their fair pature in this udlitari
age?

I'he peasant, the child—in thege
may still perceive what the Celtic s
can reach of purity and poesy, n
acles unattainable by our debasing
C d education, which stifles wher
should cherish, and rung all toe
tion, to prizeg, to places, to the w
ship of money. Teach the Irish c]
dren on this beautiful system @
he result, A Pagan educai
crammer’s means either indif
ence in religion or unbelief ; a nati
al school cducation has too often me
the very thing that Dr. What
aimed at, taking from the Celt ev
um that was his own, to make |
a vile caricature of the Saxon, ]
is that conquest of Ireland whict
encugh to break one's heart. Sha
succeed ? It will, most ascuredly,
legs Father Sheehan's way is follo
—the way which leads us back to
saints, and which is a pilgrimag
learning and love to Clonmacucise
Glendalough and Bangor and Lism
secking information where alone
ancient folk like ours can find it
our heroes and our history aud our
ligion. Wae can never be English
we degrade onrselves into West ]
tons, who will prefer the twadry
tation before the original? We s
deserve our fate, and thero wil
none to pity us.
GODLESS EDUCATION

1 am forgetting to tell you the ¢
which is in these books, But the st
though full of interest and u
is less to me than the moral
figures, Gecffrey Austin and Ch
Traverg, furnish a contrast, ims
able, certainly, and F suppese
realized, among Irich young m
the middle class. Ah, that m
class ! It is our sphynx, our prot
and will devour us all, gentie
¢imple, if we do not comehow t
form it by faith in the beauty w
God has made, anl in the rel
whereof our Lord Jesus Chr I
Messenger and Substance. But
lads, with their unsullied Irvich h
and their paszsion for learning,
gent up to Mayfield—a house whe:
crammer reigns supreme—to pr
against gome London examina
The old story of Irishmen le:
_Lh(elr home in the west—the wild,
ic, sea-beaten west of Finnvarra
tho cliffs of Moher—betaking
selves to Dublin, and there, wi
warning or safeguard, plunged
the modern chaos. One could ms
to a hair from the novels of Turg
and the parables of Tolstol, A
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