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{ivod - Bye o Iroland,

Ly Tenrsa G Boviw,

waing frem you, Iroland, tar beyand

ne wide, wide soa,

1. the mOrfow at my heartstrings is a
wesry lond toine 5

¢ ue bard to part from kindrod. mnd
sum {rlendships old aud truo

.- uadeath 1n difo, mavouruson, to look
tack my last on you.

vuwre you're lylng u. w, mo storin, by Lthe
uvcean ringod sround,

~weet and saored to your children in your
every apot of ground «

vern the walto clouda suliog o'er you sad
the sunstlng on your sod,

An t your mountalna standiug mutely with
their forchoads barod to God,

1, the peace of heaven ha with you whon
1 m many a loague n\-nr,
Au |y heaet ts memory hauntat by tho
scenca I loavo to day 5
May the longed for dawn of I'reodom sproad
118 bannora v'er your sky
Aren mysoll and alt my griovings fn the
icad years have gone by,

1.°, setoir. LIl sco your beauty many a
time in homo filled drcams,

Aul [l feol my pulies auicken to the
throb of Irish streans,

t'ert tho wind of oarly morning sweeping up
thro dark and s

W hen the larks are mounting heavenward
and the night and dawn have kfssed,

1 will hear the restless ahiver of those
voliow poplar leaves,

And the swish of brooding swatlows Hitting
undor cottago caves :

Hear tho ringlng of the river and the
cuckao's drowsy call,

A heio my heart and I, ucushla, are three
thousand iniles trom all,

On, I koow how spring will seek ye, coming
down hor primroso stair,

Wich young violtts in hor Losom and soft
afra amid hor hair :

How the bleat of lamba will wakon echoes
thro’ your frosh’alug hills,

Aud tho woodlawn ways Rash redly with
the fires of dafodile,

Summer days will bring yo roses ; autumn
hoards of golden graia ;

Snowwreaths clothe in stormy winter paths
I inay tread again :

Moonlit nights breathe sultry perfumes of
brown hay fields sweet with dew,

Whilst I toss in restless stumber hungering
for my own snd you.

Ays, my own, Arc nnt the faces I have
watched since childhood's years.

Grown into my soul's existence, part of all
its hopee and fears,

Kith aud kin, my loved and loving, parted
uow, but nover lost,

1'll bo with you from the distance, howeo-
o'er my bark be tossed 1

Never fear I shall forget yo; new friends
may be guod and kind,

But the nearest and dearest here I leave in
tears od,

Never {ading, nover changing; as I see ye
shall ye ve,

Part of my existence ever, all my very own

Well, gnod bye, my good old mother; one
more look upot your face ;

I'll be falthful to you Ireland, to yout cause
and to your race.

Kith and kin, my loved and loving native
bome and shote and aky,

May the grace of God be with you when I'm
gome. Good-bye ! good-bye |

THE WIZARD’S CHARM.

In & pretty chalet that nestled high
againet the shaggy bresst of Mount
Obgadin lived the widow Neur and
her deughter Marie,

A lonely home you would have
thought it, but the fir trees that wail-
ed %0 in your ears whispered good
cheer to Marie.

When fieree winds osme rushing
down the mountain side, she knew
the trees would bemzh their “t:'lll‘ heads

sther and twine their # arms
ﬁm her home, until robbed of his
viotim, the baffled storm rushed by.

When morning broke the same
{riends stood erect and stately, draw-
ing wside their leaves aud branches,
that the sunbeams might not linger
in their soft embraces, but hasten
down to awsken their favourite, Marie,

Vory lovely was the little Bwiss
maid, with violet eyes that now danced
and sparkled and fhen grew soft and
tendor as & little child's, Two rose.
red lips shut in her pearly teeth, and
when she smiled a tiny dimple danced
for  moment on her peschy cheek.
Her hair olung in oareasing ourls
around her low, white forehesd, and
fell in ripples of golden, sunshine far
below her sleoder waist. And her
voice! Ah 1 that was Marie's greatest
charm. Soft and clear; not a dis-
oordant note marred its sweet, pute
harmony. Sometimes A:hlhc sang ab

Y ot o herd

er g e
far below in the valley, uwbmdg faint
notes of her 2ong, looked up and oross
od thomeelves, half believing they
heard the echo of an angel choir,

But very few knew of Marie'sbeauty.
For when she went with her mother
on one of her rare visits to the hamlet
below, she brushed her wavy heir
straight and smooth bsock from her
forehead, and braided it in long, etiff
plaits which fell down her back.

Her eyelide, with thelr curiains of
long, silky lsshes, drooped over her

ing eyes until one locked in vain
for & glinpse of their besuty. Her
red lips shat firmly over pearly Seeth,
while the dimple iteslf resolutely
away from t. And her sweel
voios, at its own sound so
{ar from home, grew faint and husky,
until, in this sbri meel,
walking 90 timidly beside the widow
Neuz, you would bave found it hand
to ise the besutifal Marie of the

my
Bo it happened that only her
mother and %m other person knew
how good and sweet snd bhuw fair
Mazis wan,
Thia other was  stranger who oame
{rom a faraway ocountry, sud speat

his summers in » little housv on the
mountain very tor.

The aimple villagors ocalled him
* tho wizard,” and told atrange tales
ol how he spont wholo nights gazing
L the heavens through a long tube .
that ho could tell to an hour when the
sun would cover iteelf with darkneas ;
but, atrangest of all, he had e littls
wire stretohod for miles over hut's and
valloys to tho great city! Thls wire
talked to Lim in a queer language
which no one could undoratand.

+Tiok, tiok, tlokety, tiok,” it said,
and it told him things that happened
milog and ailes away.

Mario did not know how wise the
wizard was whon he camo to her
home one morning and asked for a
drink of water.

Ho followed her to the spring when
sho wont for it and stopped by the
way to broak opon a ourious stone.
Ha showed Marie how queerly marked
it was ingide, and then told a story
about it. The usually timd maiden
was 80 interosted she forgot to be
frightoned, and thus a strong friond-
ship was begun.

Aftor this tho wizard often came to
the widow's ohalet for rest and refreah
mont on his long rambles, and long
before the first summeor was onded
the stranger knew that no girl in all
the eanton could be compared with
Marie.

On the other sido of the mouutain
from the widow Neur's home lived
another widow. Bhe, too, had but
one child, a son, who waa the pride
and delight of her life. This was the
brave young hunter and guide Gust-
avug Friel,

Everyone knew and liked Guatavus.
He was tall, atraight, and handsowme,
with flashing brown eyes, and a laugh
a8 frank as a ohild; he wasthe favourite
of the canton and there was not a girl
within its bounds who would not have
:gen prond to plight her troth with

im.

Gustavus, however, cared little for
the Obgadin maidens. He would far
rather ohase the ohamois up the
mountain-side, or guide travellers
through its dangerous passes, than
spend his time with the finest of the
maids of the hamlet,

His mother often emd, ** My eon,
when wilt thou bring me home a
daughtor and thyself a wite 2

And Gusiavus, amiling aud pressing
a kiss on her forehead, would naswer :

“When I find & maid ss good as
thee, mother; but I want no idle,
shrill-voiced wife to disturb our quiet
home.”

But one day his mother ssid more
sadly and seriously than ever before :

*' Gustavae, I atn growing old and
feoble. I oan no longer make snd
mend thy olothes and keep our home.
Thou must have a wifs. Promise me
at the fote noxt week thou wilt choose
one from among the maidens there.”

Gustavus reluotantly gave her the
desired promise, but it weighed heavily
upon him, He could think of noth.
ing else, and the more he pondered
the heavier his heart grew.

At last he seized his gun and went
out on the mountain, but the perplox-
ing questions followed him, until in
despair he threw himeslf on the
grouud, groaning, ' Oh, that some
wile]"nun would make this ohoice for
mo

A moment sfter hu looked up and
saw, A if in answer to his wish, the
wizard ap?muhi him,

“ Why," he exelasimed to himself,
“3id I not think of him before?
Burely be, if anyone, ean help me.”
Then, with » throbbing heart, Gueta.
vus sprang up to moat him.

The wizard groeted Gustavus warm.
K. for he felt a stroug friendship for

e young guide who had tsken him
safoly through many s dangerons
mountain exeursion.

And now his sympathetic question,
* Why, what's troubling you, my
boy ?* opened the way for Guatavus
to pour out all bis perplexity, ending
his recital with the question:

« Oanst thou not help me choose »
#00d wife who will make my lifehappy?
For now I have given my mother my
promise to find & wife at the fete next
week.” *

The wizard smiled sympathetically,
and then thought in mlence & little
while before he answered :

« 12 » pure, true heart is united to
& true, pure heart, both lives must be
happy.”

“Alas 1" answered Gustavue, ** but
I koow not which maiden among
them all has the truest, purcet heart!”

+ There will be one suoh heart at
the fole,” answered the wizard, * but
you may fail to vecognire it How-
aver if you will come to me to morrow
I will give you » oharm that will
show you this heart.” 5

Here was comfort, indeed, and with
a Jight heart Guetavus thanked bhis
f:ad and bounded formard,

Left alone, the wisard continued
down the mountain-side until he came
in sight of the widow Neur's ohalet,
where he found Marie sitting by the
spring. Instesd of her usaal sun-
tElny saile, tiny tear drope stood 1n
her oyes, aud thers was s grieved
look aboot ber rosy lips that made
him wish to eomfort h

to or.
 What is the matter, little one ?"

he asked gently.

+ Oh, :r‘.""s{anid. T want 10 900
the grest fote next week, but I have
no preity oruaments (0 Wear,
shen——" The loag -
ol over her shining eyes, snd the
swoet voioe sank almost to & w! :

* The good moiber saya noue of the

‘formed » fi

young mon will caro io dance with
me."

* But why ?" acked tho wirard, in
surpriso.

** Bocauso I cannot talk and lavgh
with thom r1 other maideus do. My
hoart beata fast if ¢thoy do but glanse
toward me, and I know not what te
say, and g0 "—hore & tear shipped
from undor tho long eyelashes—* my
mother says 1 had betta* not go.”

*« Courago, little ono,” the wizard
angwered, *“Tell your mother," he
added suddonly, « that I am going to
lend you a silver belt to woar, and
that my knowledge toils mo that the
bravest, handsomect youth in all the
}mxnld will dance with you quite joy-
ully,”

The bappy Havie thanked the wix
ard as Gustavas had done, and ran
off to toll the wonderful newa to hier
mother.

Larly next morning Gustavus wont
for nig charm. He found the wizard
waiting for him, and, taking him mto
his strango room, the wizard man
said, smiling, ag ho had the day be-
le'o. half quizzieslly, half sympathie-
ally ;
““Horo'a tho oharm, my good fel-
low. Put it on before you go to the
fete, and be sure you dance with
evory maidon there, When you place
your arm about the waist of tho one
whose heart 18 true and good a strange
feel'ng will run through you and your
band will cling to ber, But you must
be sure and danoge with all I”

Guatavus, greatly wondering, thank-
ed tho wizard and slipped on the
ring.

It was & ourious ocirclet of irom,
with a flat extension, which the
wizard bade him wear pointing to his

alm,

When the fete day came Gustavus
waag there among the other young men
eager to try his charm.

All the maidens of Obgadin canton
were thero also, aud on the outskirts
of one of the gay crowds little Mario
hovered timidiy boside her mather.

* Why didet thou come, Marie ?"
asked one of the girls,

** Didet thou think any youth would
want $o danoe with a. mouse to day ?"
asked another.

Then, seeing the quiok tears tremb-
ling on Marie’s lashes, she added
more kindly :

** Ah, well, thou canst at least ses
our good timag 9"

*What a lovely belt thou hast,
Marie!" oried snother. * Where
didst thou get it #"

% The wizarl gave it to her,” the
widow Neur answered shortly, for she
did not relish the girl's tone, and she
drew hor daughter away.

* Come, Marle, let us sit here under
the trees and wateh the dance.”

Marie nestled oloss to her mother's
side, and as the hours fled sud no
youth asked her to dance, her head
drop, lower and lower, and she
wondered if the wise man had made &
mistake.

In the meantime Gustavus danced
with one efter another of the maids,
but though he watohed with intense
eagerness, 0ot once did he feel the
strange thrll for whioh he waited.

I have dancod with them ali,” he
onid st lnst to himeelf, * except that
shy one over there; susely she is not
tho girl1  But as I promised to daree
with all, I will try her too,”

¢ Marie, wilt thou dance with me ?*

Astonishment and delight made
Mario for s moment forget her shy.
I:lll.' The wizard's words hsd come

rae

Rising quiokly, she said, smilin,

Toming Toe beantifel

Paria that wintor, he read a soiontifie
papor before tho eavants of tho
Acadomy.

In it ho detailed many of his won-
derful dicovories and his work during
the summer. But Lo did not apeak of
tho most intoresting of all—liow, by
the aid of a little magnet, concealod
in a steel belt, and a rude ring, Le
had brought together two loving
human hearts, and by so doing had
csught some of the happiness of
Paradise and imprigoned 14 in a chalot
on old Ubgadin Mountain.

_

————
Trish Collego In Italy.

At Ivrea, an ancient oity in the
north of Italy, tho Balesians of Don
Bosco, says The Salesian Bulletin,
opened an Irish college some years
ngo. Irish boys who have finlshed
thoir olomentary studies and have
reachod their twalfth year study T 4
and are oducated thero to become
wmlasionary priests.

Bt why did the sons of Don Bosco
choose Ivrea for the site of an Irish
Oollego, and not Turin, the centro of
tho Salesian institutions, or aven some
other place more suitable for thoso
who come from Iraland ? The reasou
i8 a very important one. In times
pagt the Irish and English who wished
to go to Rome by land as & rule orossed
the Alps by the Great St. Bernard, a
road whioh passes through Ivres. It
i certain tiat St. Patriok passed by
this road, as aleo did St. Malachy and
ngzmy others, who all went to this
9ity.

Now, the DBollandists and Mge,
Gradwell in the work of Buooat, the
best life of the saint, way that B¢,
Patriok was conseorated Bishop of
Ivrea by Bishop Amatorix, who was
his friend (" Suscat: The Story of the
Life of Bt. Patrick.”) St .Malachy,
Bishop of Arungh, not only passed
through Ivrea, but, as 8t. Bornard
relates, in tho year 1189 worked a

Treland’s Poets

Thore must be sumething in the
atmosphiere of Iretand peouliarly oun
;{onml tv poetry and the postic faculty.
for the Irish poets have ever beun
umong the swactost, the most svuifus
and the bost. The **old aod,” it w
true, has nover produced a Shake
ageare, a Milton, a Popo, a Lryden, a
Byron, a Shelley—in other wcrda, a
towering, awa-inepiring masior of the
Lyre, but it has brought forth a perfect
flood of tuneful songaters whose grace-
ful and melodious warblings have
achoed around the world and found
regponsive throbbings in many and
many & heart,

Pothaps the anomalous political
situation of the country. the over
mastering sengo of opprossion that all
high strung patriotie Irisihimsn have
alwarg felt and their restiveness under
Fglish rule have had something to
do with promoting the growth of Irigh
poetry . but whatever may have boen
the cause or ocauses, the fact of the
mark:d merit of the Irish poets re
maing, and no. without reason was
tho herp chosen as the nation's em
blem.

In what laad's catalogue of 1its

o~
to 1ol aeat that it you wwant te
v vonr woashing ¢ wtiv, in tho “up
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obildren of gong can ba found more
{ustrous names than those which ba.
long to Ireland ? Look at a portion
of the liat

Thomsas Moore, whose lyries will
never be forgotten: Oliver Gold-
smith, whose *‘ Dugerted Village ™ is
everywhoro considered ag a model for
imitation; Richard Brinsley Sherid
whose songs are still faxaous; Father
Prout, whose ** Reliques * contain
flooda of boautiful and amusing poems,
among them * The Balla ot Shandon "
and ‘¢The Groves of Blarney;"
8amuel Lover, who wrote * The
Apgel's Whisper,” * The Haunted
Spring,” ** The Low Back'd Car" and
scores of‘othar songs that have become

reat miraclo there. By his prayer
o d almost inat ly to
hfe the son of hic host, who was
grievously ill (8t, Bornard, in his
¢ Life of Bt. Malachy. ')

Again, vhe Blessed Thaddeus Makar,
or MaoCarthy, Bishop of Cork and
Cloyne, in Ireland, not only passed
through Ivres, but also died there in
1402, Hie relice are kept with the
greatest oare under the high altar of
the Cathedral Chursh, It was for
this reason that the Salesians deter.
mined to open an Irieh College there
after they had come into possession of
the land adjoining the house where
this saint died. Devotion to Blessed
Thaddeus is ancient ; but he was not
recognized by the Chureh until last
i“r' and only in next September will

is foast be oelebrated, and his Office
sud Mass, recently approved by the
Holy 8¢9, be sald,

—_———————
A Cathollc Misslonary’s Experience,

The Rev. Father Wade, a mission-
ary priest who spent several years on
the West Cosst of Africa, preached hy

rmiseion of his Grace the Archbis-

op, at the Pro cathadral in Dablin,
Bunday 16th in sid of the mission in
Ashant The rev. p
in the oourss of his eloguent and
touching address that about thirty
yoars ago the flesi mission to West
Africa was started, and now there
waere several flourishing missions, At
Legos and Porto Nuovo thers were
4,000 OCatholios. At Sisrra Leone
there were 5,000 Catholier, At Da-
homey and adjoining missions there
were 3,000 Oatholics, In 1890 the

ron iready damon e bt
oyos, noing wi ight
s2d the dose Little. Sicapies in- her

« Art thou come ?"

¢ Bhe is not so plain, after all,”
thought Gustavas, as ho snswered:

 Waat thou looking for me, Marle?"

prescher spened the mission at Kwitts,
maialy with the money furnished by
the Catholica of Dublin, and at Kwitta
thers were now 500 Catholios and 800

h Last D, ber Father
Wade sccompanied the troops to
Kumagi, and he was so struok with the
do{lonble oondition of the people in
A that he ret d with the

Marie hung her head without an.
swering, and Gustavas, wondering a
little st her words, led her to the
dance.

As he placed hie arm around her
his hand touched her shining belt.

Instantly a stra thrill ran
through bim, and QGustavas’ arm
seemed {o oling to Marie's walat.

8o they began dancing, and as they
danoed it seomed to thoss watching
them that & wondetfal trausformation
came over Marie,

Her hair, shaken loose from its
long, stiff braids, huag like & glitter-
ing goldan veil all around her, her
beautifal eyes shone like stars, and
her dimpled oheeks and peatly testh

hiding placs for the
laughing voice that now and then
rang swoet and olear from her rosy
lips. Nok one of the village maidens
was half 20 fair as she!

¢ Surely,” said th d villagors,

troops to try and get funds to opea &
mission in that country, There was
not one Christian in the whole king-
dom of Ashautee, and the psople were
planged in the worat forms of idolatry
and superstition, The preacher gave
details of the human saorifices that
ave of daily in Ashant

ted | inoste Twer. Verily, the

a8 Id words in Ireland ; Sheri
dan Ls Fanu, whose ‘ Sbamus
O'Brien " will forever remain a living
monument to his genius; Gerald
Qrifin, whoss baliads have been
universally admired ; John Banim, a
balladist of wide colebrity ; Clarence
Mangan, the bard of tender sentiment;
Dr. Willism Maginn, the king of rol-
lioking lyrists; Deun Bwift, the satirist,
whose gall-tipped pen probed to the
ocore the follios of his time; Charles
Lover, a right royal bacohsnallan war.
bler; Father Ryan, author of * The
Qonquered Banner;” Thomss Davis,
the patriotio songster, whose ** Gresn
Above the Red " onoe set Ireland in a
bisze; Charles Wolfe, who wrote
«The Burial of 8ir John Moore,” snd
Lady Dufferin, whose ¢ Lament of the
Irish Emigrant " almost deserves to
be & olassic,

Theae barde may not ve great—with
two or three exosptions—in the moet
extended sense of the word, but they
are all true posts whose verses touch
the heart and make tho chords of
passion, in patriotism and mirth vib.
rate at will, whose beauties lie not
morely in words and word-painting,
but rather in sentiment, thought aud
stp of
Ireland Lias been (snd is yet) swept
by sble fingers, and their touch has
koown bow {o awaken eohoes in the
humsn breast whioh will not ocease
ringiog while time enduces. Ireland
hes s juet right to be prond of her
poets.  They ave part of her unfading
glories and form the brightest gems
1o her literary crown,—The Hesperian.
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oan convert who died ly, says:
—Many inoidents in the life of Frank
Hurd skow his deep and true Catholic
ity. Daring the great Hayes Tilden
oontest in %o ress when he was &
member of the Houase, he had almost
to fight his way out fa order to go to
ohurch, The Session had lasted all
Satarday night and well on towards
noon on Sunday,

The sergesnt-atarma would permit

and drew a moving pioture of the evils
of the felish worship whioh aniversal-
ly prevailed. The fetish men and the
fetish women were the worst enemies
that the missionaries had to fear, The
majority of the people were slaves, and
sunk as they were in the most dread-
ful vice the lives they led were ter-
rible to think of. The only means of
teansforming these wild savages was
by bringing %o bear on them the in-
fluence of Christianity. Inconolusion
the reverend preacher appealed to the
oonin?lﬁon to help on the grest
work o ‘hri ing the unfortunate in-

‘ there was never suoh a handsome
oouple.”

** But is not Marie under a charm,”
oried others, “she has wuddenly
grown so lovaly ¢

But the widow Neur smiled to her-
mlf and wid ;

“ Love's witohery, if it is trae and
Euro, will teansform all of us and

ring out el that is loveliest and best
"A“.’?“'ém he thought right!
or yus, ought rightly
that he had and
beautiful & crestars, and he blessed
the wisard for the charm whioch hed
1ed Lis heart to her.

Long before the summe: ended,
Gustavus took home Marie to be his
own sud mothor's greatest joy and

hwrh.uwmmco

of is savage oountry
which he had visited within the Ohris.
tian fold.

¢ your ohild is puny, frettul, tronbled
with glandular swellings, inflamed oyes,

ot 80TO8 OB head, face, or body, &

oourse of A '-Smrri is needed
10 ex) Hha,:rofulou umors from tho

. The sooner you hegin to give
this medicine the better.

Freo and expecioration immedi-
e 103 Iroee the throat aad

ately relioves and an
! from vhddn , and & medicine
that promotes this is best medicine

10 use for coughs, oolds, infiamamation of
the lungsand all affections of she throat
a isely what
Bickle's Anti-Consumpiive Syru; 1 11.: [y

a8

2
58

» , And wherever used
iven unbounded sasistaction,

ke it boosuse it is pleasant; adults
like i bocause il relieves and oares the

o ber to leave the Housa.  Mr,
Hurd waited until the lest moment
whoen it would be possible for him to
loave and gt to the last Mass, Com-
1ng to the door of the House the officer
atopped him, and s fow friends be.
sought him not to leave until the
House shonld come to & vote.  They
were 50 persistent that ho finally said
» little tartly, pushing hia way past
them and going out the door: ** You
0 to the misohief! Im going to
gluu *  And he did go to Mass.
When his aged mother, in answer
to his forvent prayers, received the
race of faith, he hailed an old friend
in the streets o(‘folodotf tell him the
news, sdding: It is so unex
%I poe hardly sgpmim it as L
should.” Aud when he was summon-
od from Wshington to her desth-bed,
his ficst anxions inguiry waa: * Hae
mother had & priest 2 In srrangiog
for her fu he marely requested
shat the full ritual of the Ohurch be
oacried out. When he wae defeaied
in the eleotion of 1888, he jokingly
sonounced his intsntion to *‘take &
little rest, make a good general ocon-
fession and begin life over .
And when asked how be e oer
tain a0oky points ot covered by the
Federal Constitation, he answered:
« I tarn to the Oatholio Chureh, that
b to humanity the ples of our
gaunuon of Indepen sad of our

Oonstitation.”

HASLETT & CO.,

Granite and Macble Dealers, 563 YONGE STREET,
TORONTO. Monuments, Headstones, Fonts, Matk-
ars, Pests, cto.  Imported and Canadian Ursaite sad
Marble. Superior work a3 lowest prioss. Latest
Deslgns. AUl Monunients set up under the supee-
vislon of our 2. JAMIESON.

~ PLUMBERS'

15 AND ¥
AND WIPEING SOLDER
- ARRIS-

... HAS FOR SALE , . .
25 to 31 WILLIAM STRERT.
Trrzrnoss 1729,

FOR TWENTY-SIX YEARS
DUNN'S
BAKlNRG

THECOOK'SBESTFRIEND _

“ie

Lo oLAdS

on.
Ageats, Freaee,
Eastle « Son,

20 Unisersity St Moatres!. B

EPALISTE:) oy
PON AW 906




