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AT SIGHT OF THE GREEN FLAG.

BY A, CONAN DOYLE.

When Jack Conolly, the Rory of the
Hills Iover Circle, was incontinently
shot by Sergeant Murdoch, of the con-
stabulary, his twin brother Dennix,
joined the British Army. The country-
side had become too hot for him; and,
as the seventy five shillings were
wantiog which might have carried him
to America, he took the only way handy
of g ting himsell out of the way.
Seld)n has Her Majosty had a less
promising recruit, for his hot Celtic
blood sesthed with hatred against
Britain and all things British,

The sergeant, however, smiling com-
placently over his six feet of brawn and
his forvy four inch chest, whisked him
off with a dozen other of the boys to
the depot at Fermoy, whence in a few
weeks they were sent on, to the first
battalion of the Royal Mallows at the
top of the roster for foreign service.

It was the darkest hour of the land
struggle, when the one side came out
with crobar and battering-ram by day,
and the other with mask and with shot-
gun by night. Men diiven from their
homes and potato-patehes found their
way into the service of the Government
to which chey ascribed their troubles,
and now and then they did wild things
before they came.

There were recruits in the Irish
regiments who would forget to answer
to their own names, so short had been
their acquaintance with them. of
these the Royal Mallows had their full
share, and, while they still retained
their fame as being one of the smartest
corps in the army, no one knew better
than their officers that they felt bitter
hatred for the flag under which they
served.

And the centre of all the disaffection
was C Company, in which Dennis
Conolly found himself ourolled. They
were of the tenant class to a man ; and
their whole experienco of the British
(Giovernment. had been an inexorable
landlord, and a constabulary who
seemed to them to be always on the
side of the rent collector.

Dennis was not the only moonlighter
in the ranks, nor was he alone in having
an intolerable family blood feud to
harden his heart. Savagery had be-
gotten savagery in that veiled civil
war. A landlord with an iron mort-
gage weighing down upon him had
small bowels for his tenantry. He did
but take what the law allowed; and
yet, with men like Jim Holan, or
Patrick McGuire, or Petes Flynn, who
had seen the roofs torn from their cot
tages and the folk huddled among their
pitiable furniture upon the roadside,
it was ill to argue about abstract law.
A stricken man can only feel his own
wound, and the rank and file of the C
Company of the Royal Mallows were
sore to the heart.

There were low whisperings in bar
rack-rooms and canteens, stealthy
meetings in  public-house  parlors,
bandying of passwords from mouth to
mouth, and many other siges which
made their oflicers right glad when the
order came which sent them to foreign,
and better still, to active service.

For Irish regiments have belore now
been disaffected, aud have at a dis-
tance looked upon the foe as though he
might, in truth, be the friend; but
when they have been put face on to
him, and when their officers have
dashed to the front with a wave and a
halloo, those rebel hearts have soitened
and their gallant Celtic blood has
boiled with the mad joy of the fight,
until the slower Britons have marvelled
that they ever could hade doubted the
loyalty of their Irish comrades.
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rising of the moon."’

* 8o it was with these others,’ an-
swered the Sheik Kadra, pointing with
his sheathed sword tuwards the old
battle-field. ** They also had a day of
little water and a night of little rest,
and the heart was gone out of them,
ere ever the sons of the Prophet had
looked them iu the eyes. This blade
draok deep that day, and will again
before the sun has travelled trom the
sea to the hill,

 And yet those are other men,’” re-
marked the Berber dervish. ** Well I
know that Ilian bas placed them in the
elutch ot our fingers, yet it may be that
they with the big hats will stand firmer
than the men of Kgypt."

“ Pray Allah that it may be so,’”
cried the fierce Baggara, with a flash
of his black eyes. *‘It was not to
chase women that [ brought seven hun-
dred men from the river to the coast
Sse, my brother, already they are form-
iog their array.”’

A tanfare ot bugle calls burst from
the aistant camp. At the same time
the bauk of bushes at one side had
been thrown or trampled down,and the
littlearmy within began to move slowly
out on to the plain.

The three chieftains still lingered
upon the knoll, looking down with
hungry eyes and compressed lips at
the dark sweel-tipped patch.

** I'hey are slower to start than the
men cf Kgypt,”’ the Sheik of the Ha-
dendowas growled in his beard.

** Slower also to go back perchance,
my brother,”” murmured the dervish.
** And yet there are not many—uhree
thousand at the most.”

*“And we ten thousand with the
Prophets grip upon our spear-hafts and
his words upon our bauuer. See to
their chiettain, how he rides upon the
right and lovks up at us with the glass
that sees from alar! 1t may be that he
sces us also.”’

The Arab shook his sword at the
smait clump of horsemen who had
spurred out from the squaie.

** Lo, he beckons !"" cried the der-
vish; ** and see those otuers at the
corner, how they bend and heave. Hal
by the Prophet I had thought iv!"

As he spoke a livtle woolly puff ot
smoke spurted up at the coruer of the
square, and a seven-pound shell burst
with a hard metallic smack just over
their heads. The splinters knocked
chips from the red rocks around them.
** Bismillan!"' eried the Hadendowa ;
*“if the gun can carry thus far, then
ours can answer to it. RKide to the
lefu, Moussa, and tell Ben Ali to cut
the skin trom the Kgyptians if they
cannot hit youder mark. And you,
damid to the right, and see that three
thou-and men lie close in the wady
toat we have chosen. Let the others
beat the drum and show the banner ot
the Prophet ; for by the black stone
cheir spears will bave drunk deep ere
they look upon the stars again,'’

A long, straggling, boulder strewn
plateau lay on the summit ot the red
nills. Along the edge of this position
lay the Arav host, a motley crew of
shock-headed, desert clanswmen, fierce
predatory slave-dealers of the in ei-
ior, and wild dervishes from the
Upper Nile, all bent together by their
common fearlessness and fanaticism
I'wo races were there as wide as the
poles apart, the thin-lipped straight
naired Arab, and the thick-lipped curly
negro; yet the faith of Isiam had
bound them closer than a blood tie.

Squattivg among the rocks or lying
vhickly in the shadow, they peered out
at the slow moving square beneath
vhem, while women with waterskins
luttered trom group to group, calling
out to each other those fighting texts
from the Koran which in the hour of
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** The unbelievers have cooked their
morning food,"” said the Baggara chiof,
shading his eyes with his tawny sinewy
hand. Truly their sleep has been but
seanty ; for Hamid and a hundred of his
men have fired upon them since the

formed by four companies of the Royal
Wessex, and the rigat by four of tho
Royal Mallows. On either side the
other halves of the same regimeuts
marched in guarter column of com-
panies, Behind them on the right was

» battalion of Guards, and on the left
one of Marines, while the rear Was
closed in by a Rifle battalion.

Two Royal Artillery seven-pound
sorew-guns kept pace with the square,
and a dozen white-bloused sailors,
under their blue coated, tight-waisted
officers, trailed their Gardner in front,
turning every now and then to spit up
at the draggled banners which waved
over the cragged ridge. Hussars and
Lancers scouted in the scrub at each
slde, and within moved the clump of
camels,

The square was now moving slowly on
a line parallel with the rocks, stopping
every lew minutes to pick up wounded,
andt o allow the screw-guns and Gard-
ner to make themselves telt. The men
looked serious, for that spring on to the
rocks of the Arab army had given them
a vague glimpse of the number and fer-
ocity of their foes ; but their faces
were set like stone, for they knew to a
man that they must win or they must
die—and die, too, in a particularly
unlovely fashion. But most serious of
all was the (ieneral, for he had seen
that which brought a flush to his
cheek and a frown to his brow.

*¢ [ say, Stephen,’’ said he to his gal
loper, ** those Mallows seem a trifle
jumpy.""

* Youngest troops in the square,
gir,’ murmured the aid, looking at
them critically through his eye-glass.

s MPell Colonel Wlanagan to see to it,
Stephen,’’ he conclnded ; and the gal-
loper sped upon his way. The Colonel,
a fine old Celtic warrior, was over at C
(Company in an instant.

¢« How are the men, Captain Foley ?"’
¢ Never better, sir,’’ answered the
genior captain, in the spirit that makes
a Madras officer look murder if you
suggest recruiting his regiment from
the Panjaub.

+ Stiffen them up !"" cried the Col-
onel. As he rode away a color-ser-
geant seemed to trip, and fell forward
into a mimosa bush.

He made no effort to rise, but lay in
a heap among the thorns.

* Sergeant O Rorke's gone,
cried a voice.

* Never mind, lads,’’ said Captain
Foley. *‘‘ He's died like a soldier,
fighting for his Queen."

“ Down with the Queen !'’ shouted a
hoarse voice from the ranks.

But the roar of the Gardner and the
typewriter-alike, clicking of the hop-
perburst in at the tail of the words.
Captain Foley heard them, and Savalt-
erus Grice and Murphy heard them ;
but there are times when a deaf ear is
a gift trom the gods.

** Steady, Mallows ! eried the Cap-
tain, in a pause of the grunting
machine-gun. ** We have the honor ol
[reland to guard this day.”

“ And well we know how to guard it,
Captain ! cried the same ominous
voice ; and there was a buzz from the
length of the company.

The Captain and the two subs came
together behind the marching lice.

** The first man that turns, my sword
is through mm,"” cried Foley, loud
enough to be heard by five files on
oither side of him. Then, in a lower
voice. ** It's a bitter drop to swallow,
but it's my dusty to report to the Chief
aud have a company ot Jollies put be
hind us.”” He turned away with the
safety of the square upon his mind, and
pefore he had racned- his goal the
square had ceased to exist.

® i *
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In their march in front of what
looked like a face of cliff, that had
come opposite to the mouth of the

gully, in which, ser ened by sernb and
boulders, three thousand chosen der-

vishes, under Hawid Wad dusein of
the Bagarras, were crouching., Tat,
tat, tat, went the rifles of three
mounted infantrymen in front of the

left shoulder of the square, and an in-
stant later they were spurring it for
their lives, erouching over the manes
of their horses, and pelting over the
sandhills with thirty or forty galloping
chieftans at their heels.

and scrub and mimosa
swarmed suddenly into life. Rushing
vlack figures came and went in the

locks

gaps of the bushes. A howl that
frowned the shouts of the oflicers, a
long quavering yell, burst from the

umbuscade, Two rolling volleys from
the Royal Wessex, ouve crash from the
serew gun firing shrappel, and then be-
tore a second cartridge could be
rammed down, a living, glistening
black wave tipped with steel had rolled
ywer the gan, the Royal Wessex had
heen dashed back among the camels,
and a thousand fanatics were hewing
and hacking in the heart of what bad
been the square.

Some of the Wessex had fired back at
the Arabs who had passed them, as
oxcited Tommies will, and it is whis-
pered among doctors that it was nof
vways a Remington bullet which was
cut trom a wound that day. Some rall
ied in little knots, stabbing fariously
with their bayonets at the
spearsmen.

Others

rushing
turned at bay with their
backs against the camels, aud others
round the General and his staff, who,
revolver in hand, had flung themselves
into the heart ot it. buu the whols
square was sicling slowly away from
the gorgo, pushed back by the pressure
at the shattered corner

The oflicers and men at the other
faces were glancing nervously to their
rear, uncertain what was going on, and
unable to take help to their comrades
without breaking the formation.

' By Jove, they've got through the
cried Grice of the Mailows,
Mhe ranks were breaking and crowd
ing towards P'rivate Conolly, all talk-
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and her erew were straining and haul-
ing at the breech. ;

“* This blessed vertical feed !'" eried
an officer. ** The spanner, Wilson the
spanner | Stand to your gutlassoes,
boys, or they're into us,”

His voice rose into a shriek as he
ended, for a shovel-headed spear had

fierce metallic

been buried in his chest ! A second
wave of dervishes lapped over the hil-
locks and burst upon the machine-gun
and the right front of the line. The
sailors were overborne in an instant ;
but the Mallows, with their fighting
blood aflame, met the yell of the Mos-
lem with an even wilder, flercer cry,
and dropped two hundred of them with
a single point-blank volley. The how!-
ing, leaping crew swerved away to the
right, and dashed on into the gap
which had already been made for them.

But C company had drawn no trig-
ger to stop that fery rush, The men
leaned moodily upon their Martinis.
Some had even thrown them upon
the ground. Conolly was talking
fiercely to those about him.

Captain Foley, thrusting his way
through the press, rushed up to him
with a revolver in his hand.

“ This is your doing !"’ he cried.

“ If you raise your pistol, Captain,
your brains will be over your coat,”’
said a low voize at his side.

He saw that several rifles were
turned on him. The two subs had
pressed forward and were by his side.

* What is it, then ?'’ he cried, look
ing round from one fierce mutinous face
to another. ** Are you Irishmen ?
Are you soldiers ? What are you here
for, but to fight for your country ?

* Kngland is no ccuntry of ours,”
cried several.

** You are not fighting for England.”
You are fighting for Ireland, and for
the empire of which it is part."”’

A black curse on the [mpire !"
shouted Private MecGuire, throwing
down his rifle. ** ‘Twas the Impire
that backed the man that drav me onto
the roadside. May me hund stiffen
before I draw a trigger for it."’

* What's the Impire to us, Captain
Foley, and what's the Widdy to us
ayther 2’ cried a voice.

* Let the constabularly fight for
her."’

* They'd be better employed than
pullin’ a poor man's thatch about his
ears.”’

¢ Or shootin’ his brother, as they
did mine.,"’

* It was the Impire that laid my
groanin' mother by the wayside. Her
son will rot before he upholds it, and
ye can put that in the charge sheet
in the next coort-martial.”’

In vain the three officers begged,
menaced, persuaded. The square was
still moving, ever moving, with the
same bloody fight raging in its entrails.
Even while they had been speaking,
they had been shuflling backwards, and
the useless Gardner, with her
slaughtered crew, was already a good
hundred yards from them. And the
pace was eccelerating. The mass of
men, tormented aud writhing, was try-
ing, by a common instinct, to reach
some clearer ground where they could
reform. Three faces were still intact,
but the fourth had been caved in and
badly mauled, without its comrades
being able to help it.

Would it break, or would it reform ?
The lives of five regiments hung upon
the answer.

Some, at least, were breaking. The
C company of the Mallows had lost all
military order, and was pushing back
in spite of the haggard officers, who
cursed and snored and prayed in the
vain attempt to hold them. Their cap
tain and the subs were elbowed and
jostled, while men crowded toward
Private Conolly for their orders. The
confusion had not spread, for the other
companies in the dust and smoke and
turmoil had lost touch with their com-
rades. Captain Foley saw that even
now there might be time to avert a dis-
aster.

“ Think what you are doing man,"
he yelled, rushing toward the ring
leader. ** There were a thousand Irish
in the square, and they are dead men
if we break."

The words alone might have had
little effect on the old moonlighter. It
is possible that he had already planned
how he was to club the Irish together
and lead them to the sea. But av that
moment the Arabs broke throangh the

screen of camels which had fended
them off, There was a struggle, a
screaming, a mule rolled over, a

wounded man sprang up in a cacolen
with a spear through him, and then

through the narrow gap surged a
stream of naked savages, mad with

battle, drunk with slaughter, spotted
and splashed with blood—blood drip
ing from their spears, their arms, their
faces.

Their yells, their bounds, their
crouching, darting figures, the horrid

energy of their spear thrusts, made
them look like a blast of fiends from
the pit. And were these the allies

ot [reland ? Were these the meun who
were to strike for her agaiost her
enemies ? Conolly’'s soul rose up in
loathing at the thought ?

He was a man ot firm purpose, and
yev at the first sight ot those howling
fiends that purpose faltered, and ac
the second it was blown to the winds.
e saw a huge coal-black negro seize
a shrieking camel driver and saw at
his throat with a koife. He saw a
shock-headed tribesman pluage his
groat spear through the back of their
own little bugler Millstreet.

e saw a dozen deeds of blood—
he murder of the wounded, the hack-
ing of the unarmed—and caught, too,
in a glance, the good wholesome faces
of the taced-about rear rank of the
Marines. Tne Mallows, too, had faced
about, and in an instant Conolly had
thrown himself into the heart of C
company, striving with the officers to
form the men with their comrades.

But the rank and tile had no heart
in their work. Tney had broken be
fore, and this last rush of murderous

savages was a hard thiog foe broken
men to stand agaiast Uney flinched
away from the turious la s aod drip
ping lorearwms.

Why shoald theyv throw away theire
lives for a fl ch they cared uo
thing 2 Why @ nete leader urge
them to broak, nndt now shrieg to them
to reform ? I'ney wanted to get
to the sea and sa'ety. Lo (lang him-

self among them winn vatsicetehed arms,
with words ol resson, with shouats and
gaspings. 1t was uscios; the tide was
beyoud his control.  They were shred-

ding out into the desert with toeir faces

set for the coast. il
¢ Boys, will you stand for this ?
screamed a voice. It was so ringing, so
strenuous, that the breaking Mallows
glanced backwards. They were held
by what they saw. Private Conolly
planted his rifle stock dowawards in a
mimosa bush. From the fixed bayonet
there fluttered a little green flag with
the crownless harp. God knows for
what signal of revolt that fiag had been
treasured up within the Corporal’s tun-
ie! Now its green wisp stood amid the
rush, while three proud regimental col-

ors were reeling slowly backwards,

“‘What for the flag ?’’ yelled the pri-
vate.

“My heart's blood for it! and mine!
and mine!'’ cried a score of voices.
“God bless it! The flag, boys, the flag!’

C comoany were rallying upon it.
The stragglers clutched at each other,
and pointed. ‘‘Here McGuire, Flynn,
O'Hara!’’ ran the shoutings; *‘Close on
the flag! Back to the flag!” The three
standards reeled backwards, and the
seething square strove for a clearer
space where they could form their
shattered ranks; but C company, grim
and powder-stained, choked with enew-
ies and falling fast, still closed in on
the green ensign thav flapped from the
mimosa bash,

* * ¥ ¥ * ¥

It was a good ball hour before the
square, having disentangled itself from
its difliculties and dressed its ranks, be-
gan 10 slowly move forwards over the
ground, across which in its labor and
anguish it had beea driven. The long
trail of Wessex men and Arabs showed
but too clearly the path they had come.

“How many got into us, Stephen?’’
asked the General, tapping his souff
box.

*[ should put them down as a thou-
sand or twelve hundred, sir.”

*I did not see any get out again.
What the devil were the Wessex think-
ing about? The Guards stood well,
though; so did the Mallows."

“Colonel Flanagan reports sir, that
Company C took the whole brunt of the
attack, and gave the square time to re-
form."

“Tell the Hussars to ride forward,
Stephen,’’ said the General, ‘‘and try
it they can see anything of them.
There's no firing and I fear that the
Mallows will want to do some recruit-
ing. Let the square take ground by
the right, and then advance."’

But the Shiek Kadra of the Haden-
dowas saw from his kooll that the men
with the big hats had rallied, and that
they were coming back in the quiet
business fashion of men whose work was
before them. He took counsel with
Moussa the Dernish and Hussein the
Bagarra, and a woestruck man was he
when he learned that the third of his
men lay dead on the field of battle. So
having still some signs of victory to
show, he gave the word, and the desert
warriors flitted off unseen and unheard,
even as they had come.

A red rock plateau, a few hundred
gpears aud Remingtons, and a plain
which for the second time was strewn
with slaughtered men, wasall this day's
fighting gave to the English General.

it was a squadron of Hussars which
came first to the spot where the green
flag had waved. A dense litter of Arab
dead marked the place. Within the
fiag waved no longer, but the rifle still
stood in the mimosa bush, and round it,
with their wounds in frout, lay the
Fenian private and the silent ranks of
the Irish company. Sentiment is not
an English failing, but the Hussar Cap-
tain raised his hilt in a salute as he
rode past the blood-soaked ring.

“LITTLE BLIND MARY."

AN INSTANCE OF THE
GREY NUNS IN THE
BLIND, MONTREAL,

Some years ago the Grey Nuns of
Moutreal, obedient to the interior mis
sionary voice, came to our fair land as
ministering angels to those of her chil
dren who were alllicted and suffering.

Oor day while visiting a tenewent
house in Toledo, Ohio, they heard a lit
tle child erying. Proceeding, to the
door whence the sound came, they found
it locked, but calling a policeman, soon
succeeded in having it opened. There
in a poverty stricken room, with rem
nants ot food strewed over the floor, they
beheld a beautitul little golden-haired
girl, about five years of age, and a
rather disreputable-looking dog.

The mother, obliged to labor daily,
was in the habit of leaving the little
girl and the dog locked up there in the
room. As the sister drew the child
to her to console and to (uestion, she
looked into her eyes and saw that she
was blind! God had veiled her large
and beautilul eyes with a heavy white
film through which their deep blue,
wight yet be faintly seen. The Sisters
arranged to have her received at their
institute for the Blind in Montreal, and
thither one of their number took her.

This Home tor the Blind, an impos
ing red and white edifice facing St.
Catharins Strest, comprises not only a
home for one hundred and fitty blind
of all ages, but a wall equippad hospi-
tal for diseases solely ot the eye, ear
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and throat; an orphavage of one hun-
dred and fifty bright boys; a kinder-

garten of three hundred little wails,
and apartments where abont twenty
lady boarders may lead a life of )vl‘.lyl‘l:'-
ful retirement in the -shadow of the
l'abernacle,

I'ais Home for the
a beehive
ALl are bus

Blind resembles
more than anything
the little ones

else,

absorbed

in play, the widile y i ear
0o 8L abous learning the bratlle in order
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proficiency 1o s o lLinavy branches ;
the younyg mou and wo nen hard at work
ab the various oue pactons ol transerib
lnyg, (ypsw \ Ganlng ¢h tuning
Plauos, Kutuiin ¢ t ng, b \1‘
Work, pracow tringed
Danu, e three
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SUitution, and a g of ouer awn United
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years

Those of the inmates too old for the
pursuits named above find many things
to doin the wash house, in the furnace
room, shoveling snow, wiping cups ang A
plates, not only for the great retectory {
but for the fifty to sixty poor lr:unp:‘q
who seek a bite and a hot drink here
every morning during all the long hard
winter.

So well do the good Sisters develop
the spirit of faith in these souls that in.
stead of being depressed and sad he.
cause of their aflliction they are g0
bright and joyous tbat the cheerfulness
of the house strikes a visitor at once,
Always, at every hour of the day, may
be tound ardent adorers before the
Blessed Sacrament in quiet meditation,
or with our Lady's ¢hain in their hands,

Of this happy ecommaunivy little Mary
now became a member. She was un-
baptised, untaught. However owing to
the naturally wide awake Awerican
spirit that she brought to Canada with
her, she learned very rapidly. On aii
occasions she would not only declaie
her nationality, but take fiest place as
hers by right.

An American lady boarding there
some time ago took the greatest plea-
sure in having the child visit ber in
her room., Mary would sit perched on
her friend’s knee, delighted and happy
for honrs, repeating all she had learned,
She is naturally a very intelligent child
and remembers easily, as do all whom
God has deprived of sight. At thig
time she could repeat page aiter page
of her Catechism; recite grammar and
spelling lessons ; sing our beautitul
church musie in Latin, also French and
BEoglish hymns; read and write the
braille, and end it ail by playing wor-
derfully well on bharmonica atd accor-
dion. Then after thus giviog her iriend
samples of all she knew, with a founy
little hop, skip and jump she would
dance cut of the room.

Little Mary loved to walk oat, to
ride and to visit, so her friend would
often take her and Rosie, another little
afMicted one of about the same age, to
walk, to ride, or to visit the stores,
When the trio would stop betore cross-
ing the :rack to wait for an electric car
to go noisily by, little Mary would
cling to her triend, aud, trembling from
head to foo¢, exclaim in a ftrightened
voice, **Oh, is it coming right over me?
['m so afraid!’’ One day in winter Rosie
slipped on one of the trozen sidewalks,
and as she held on tightly to her
friend’s hand, all three fell flat, but
fortunately managed to pick themselves
up with nothitg huart—except their
feelings.

Just before Christmas that year the
trio paid a visit to the wonderiul five-
cent store of Montreal. How the little
girls did enjoy feeling the differcnt toys
and finding out what they were; they
squeezed anything that would squeez
blew anything that would blow; shook
anything that would shake; pulled any-
thing that would pull; rattled anytbing
that would rattle; and in general had a
grand time without doing much damage,
owing to the watchful eye of their
friend.

As the store was fall of Christmas
shoppers, of course these little blind
girls attracted much attention, and
many a charitable Christmas heart,
knowing them to belong to the Insti-
tute, slipped cents aud nickles and
dimes aud quarters into their hands and
were (uickly Jost in the crowd, not
waiting a word of thanks. Upon count-
ing, over 32 was found,;to the great joy
of the girls, who said, again and agzain,
“We'll pray for those kind ladies wi
gave us the money.”’

In anticipation of a Christmas visit to
Ladies of the Sacred Heart in their
large academy near by, they prepared
a long programme of hymns, songs and
recitations they knew, and tied it with
a red The Mother Superi
received them most graciously and eon-
ducted them to the recreation hall with
program, red ribbon, harmounicas, ac
cordions and all, and for one hour they
amused and delighted the interested
nunps.

Mary is now a tall, frail girl of four-
teen years. She has grown up as a lair
lily, very sweet to look upon, but il
one may judge by the delicate state ol
her health, destined tor only a briet so-
journ in this world of ours. But no one
who knows her doubts that when the
time comes she will pass to God with
the same beautiful spirit that she dis-
played on a certain oceasion
mounths Coming one day to her
iriend, greatly excited, she exclaimed,
“Sister Rose says [ may go to St. Anve
de Beaupre, I know sue'll cure me, ]
know she'll make me see! Oh, won't 1
be glad!"" Then after a pause, she rais-
ed her pathetic eyes, and said, in her
earnes®, thoughtful way: *‘But Sister
818 if I'm not eured 1 must not be
sorry, because little girls who can't
see on carth will see a great deal better
and agreat deal more when they get to
heaven. So I'll be willing to wait.
God knows best, doesn't He?'—V.0.,
in the Guoidon.

ribbon,

some

ago.

MINISTER CONVERTED,

Rev. George Albert Cain, lately a
curate of the Protestant KEpissopal
church  of the Holy I[nnocents at
tHoboken, N. J. bas annovnced his con-
version to the Catholic faith, and ex-
pects soon to begin his studies for the
priesthood. He was received into the
Cathclic Chureh by Rev. Hubert D.
Gartland, ehaplain of Newman scaool,
a  preparatory school for boys con-
ducted under Catholiz divection at this
place,

Mr. Cain upon his ordination as an
Fpiscopal elergyman ¢ me a curate
at Grace Chureh, Browdway and Tenth
street, New York, leaving there later
to become rector of St. Jonn's Churel,
Lovg Island City. For the last year he
had curate of Holy Innocents,
lioboken, the church erected by the

heen

Stevens family,

Mr. Cain's father, the Rev. Albert
Cain, of Andover, N. J,, and his
brother, the Rev. Charles Cain, are
Methodists.

The Church of the Holy Tnnocents is
classed among Boiscopalians as a very
high ehureh. When Mg, Cain resigned
as curate it was given oub that he ia-
tended to give up the ministry and be-

come a teacher,
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