8Ot.ary_ "
ec i
? Tetary, . B

. A, AND B So.
R the secong Sua,
ith in 8¢, Patrioy:
eXander pirey
mittee of S
ALe hall op

SVery month,
or, Rev,
J. H K
Kelly,

t 8
Tas. Ky,
elly;

13 Valleg
—_—

» & B, 8001
8.—Rev, Directop
hail; President, n:
Jec., J, F. Qu
ue ‘tmi tl‘enuh
18 8t, Augustiy
D the secong Sune
mth, in St, Aan'y
Ung and Ottawg
) p.m,

e
ADA, Brage, %
h Novembper, 1883,
4 at St, Patricky
streel, on
each month, The
for thetrnnmuo.
€ld on the 2nd ang
each month af 8
Officers: Spiritua)
P. Killoran; Chag,
1l;  Progident, 5
3 Vico-Presidem,, 34
Vice-President, Al
rding Secretary, R,
Overdale Ave.; Ag.
oW, J. Macdope
cretary, J, J. Cop.
Irbain street; Treg.
elly; Marsghal, Js
M. J. O'Regan;
Finn, W, A, Hodg~
Y, R. Gahan, T,
ical Advisers, Dr,
Dr. E.'J. 0’'Cope
ferrill.

SIRCULAR
JAL
fon

{] 8

ra Falls, N.Y., July$,
y Special Act of the
rlature, June 9, 1875,
nd increasing rapiidy
500,000 P‘is in
ht years.

vember 26th, 1004,

Bamctioned by Pope

oved by Cardinals,
several of whom are

DRESS:
BELANCER,
Deputy,

e Grand Counell,

ITREET, QUESBEQ

{AMBAULT,
Deputy,
rovince of Quebec,

RY: DAME STREET.
lII'. DENISST

o ————
BBELLS -

|

JANE BELLS
d the World
s a llnol;k'vm

L CONPANT

{

.2,,8nd
%W YORK OISy, |
or CHURCH BE

18, Bto,

| s0. But what in the name of

" But as the view from the window
sovealed only am impassive stretch of
green, he settled pack to consider a
more important question. - . :

.smwmalmmﬂm of
e Potlers. There was & fair chance
w“s},emightbeaemat their house
since an inv\ito/tlop to soe her at her
.own home had not been forthcoming.

That ten minutes’ tiff at the sea-
side at Faster. where they had met,
pad not in the least detracted from
fir charm, though it had entirely
.demolished his welcome, amd he would
do much to be near her for a week—
for that he could emdure the Potters.

A moment later the guard came
gp to him.

] beg pardon, mister,”” he> said,
fowering his - voice' to a whisper,
“put you have a bag there which
dooks as if it mighit have a musical
jnstrument in it.”

“Why, yes,”’ the yourg fellow ans-
~wered, in astonishment, ‘“‘my bamnjo.'’

“A barjo. That's lucky. What
{unes can you play ? Can you play
4Rule, Britanmia 2’ ”*

“Great Scott ! Why, yes, I think
pa-
tience—""

“Then you are the man we want,
“This way, sir, plwm’, and as quick
as you cam, if you domn’t mind. We
can't move the train am inch umtil
-she hears ‘Rule, Britamnia.” *’

“But whatl=""

“It’s the only thing that will start
ter up. We tried everything else.
Pushing, pulling, everything. She
sticks on the rails like a limpet on
a rock. I wouldn’t bother you, but
we're five minutes late already. You-
"Il be doing everybody a good kind-
aess if you'll come along and grind
one good lively ‘Rule, Britannia.’

Reynolds caught up his banjo case
and hurried after the official,
dering, as he wemnt, which of
had gone insane, amd whether  the
attack would prove to he a perma-
nent softeming) of the brain or merely
a temporary aberration.

A number of passerigers had left the
train. They were gafhering en
masse around the portion of the level
crossing which intersected the lane.

“Now, then, here comes Orpheus
and his lady 1"’ eried a voice in the
=crowd.

For a minute the young man stac-
ed about him, with ever increasing
‘fears for his own  mental- condition.
Little by little a light broke upon
his brain, .

A few yards only of ling lay  be-
tween the engine and the level cross
Hrack. At the crossing stood  the
obstruction in full view. It was® a
small, antiguated pony ' phaeton,
drawn’ by—or rather attached to—a
rotund white mare.

The animal was neither standing in
the usual and approved attitude of
her kind, nor prostrate, as will some-
times happen by accident. She was
sitting upon her glossy haunches, a
<alm, almost blase, expression in her
brown-green eyes.

The carriage was occupied by two
Women, One- of them, & btobt, elder-
ly, maiden-aunt-looking person, was
“e0gaged in
toms to a/ delighted = crowd. The
other, o girl in white, who leaned
*d, in evident enjoyment of the situ-

At sight. of the girl Beynolds drew
back, with a lLititle cry of astomishd
ent under his bresith.

won-
them

making voluble: explana- |

- Such an embarrassing posi-
ﬁﬂ I wouldn't have had it hap-
‘Pen'for the world. I never thought
dEHn behaving this way on a rail-
way or 1 should have heen afraid to
drive hor. You see, Eliza has not
satk down for years now, and we
thought she'd quite forgottem it. She
is an old circus horse, as you may
imagine, though I'd no idea of that
when I bought her. ¥t isn't Eliza's
fault, really. She thinks she is do-
ing perfectly right, you know. They
taught her to sit down at the circus,
and not get up till she hoard  the
Rule, Britannia! and she never will
get up until she hears it !

“Lady,” cried the guard, elbows
up; “we are ten minutes late now.”’

“Ten minutes late? How sorry
I am. I is most unfortunete that
Eliza: should relapse just now, when
she has not sat dowm in years. ' It's
just like her, remembering about sit-
ting down this morning when I am
on my way to the station to take
the frain to Lovdon to see my old
friend Amelia Lewes, intending to
let my niece drive the phaeton home.
But now I shall be afraid to let
Barbara réturn alone, and Amelia
leaves London for Liverpool at one,
and I would five the world to see
her, as I may never see her again
for years.”

“I am only going around the curve
to the station,”” Reynolds suggested.
“I am en route for the Potters. It
would give me great pleasure to see
your micce safely home.””

““There is no need in the world of
anyone accompanying me 1’ said the
young lady, with gweat decision.
“‘Bliza would not hurt a fly, I really
prefer driving alone.’’

“That is like you, Barbara. You
are 50 brave,” cried Miss Milly. “‘But
remember, love, that I am older and
more mervous, and since Mr. Rey-
nolds so kindly offers I accept for
; you, Barbara, and I insist on your
availing yourself ofghis kindness.”

“You are perfectly right, miss
Blithe. It would not be safe, to say
the least, for Miss Perry to attempt
to return home alone; amd, far froan
inconveniencing me, it,‘would be
great pleasure,” urged the
man,

Hie seated bimself upon a fallen treo
trunk, and slipped the cover. from hig
banjo, keeping his eyes fixed

a
young

upon
the portion of the landscape where
it was impossible for them to en-

counter
niece.

A moment later a parficularly vi-
vacious ‘““Rule, SBritannia.” emtered
the somnolerft. country atmosphere.
Something in the exultant strains of
the melody caused Miss Barbara to
gather her prétty brows.

Eliza, howsver, was unfeignedly
pleased. At the first notes her ears
twitched, assuming an upright atti-
tude, suggestive of earnecst attention.
At *‘Britons never, never,” she furn-
; éd her head and regarded the playes
with what appeared to be unqualified
approval. Slowly gatheridg her
forces together, she rose in a digni-
fied mammer at the first chorus, and
drew the phaeton from the track.

The spectators cheered. The guard
shouted a warning, a general scram-
ble for seats ensued, and Miss Milly
hed just time emough to ensconce the
Bew protector in the phaeton. while
she o0k “the ‘vacamt place in  the
train.

When 'the last carriage had rounded
the curve and become lost to  view
with Miss Milly'shandkerchief fluttegr-
ing'like & white moth from ome of
the rear windows, Miss Perry gath-
ered up the reins. : :

the eyes of Miss Milly’s

ing the empty air directly in fromt
‘of the phe bat you will con-

“Do_you mean,” she sald, address-

sumed ; o

“You don’t know how sorry I was
about that affair at the scaside, and
how I suffered after I cooled down.
I admit it was all my fault, and I
wrote to you begging you to forgive
me. But you seme the letter © back
unopened.  Isn’'t there anything I
can do fo-win back your good opi=
niom.? I’d do anything you say, no
matber what.'’

‘“You might get out of the car-
riage and allow me to go on alone. T
should really appreciate that,” said
the whip hand, with
ness.

Whatever the left hand intended to
say was left unsaid, for at this point
the phaecton stoppad suddenly, Eliza
wasg- sitting down again. :

Reynolds fell back upon the seat
and howled. The situation soon
proved too much for his companion
also. They laughed together until
Eliza cocked her ears in astonish-
ment.

“Good old Eliza !’ cried the young
man when he had partially recoverad.

instant readi-

“*S8he knows a thing or two. She
won’t budge a step until T  play
‘Rule, Britannia,” and T will never
play a note of it until you invite

me to accompany you the rest of tho
way.”

“You won’t take a mean advaniage
like that, surely ?*

“Won"t I, though ?"

‘““But this is most unfair.”

“All is fair in war and—’"

“Please play,”’ she interrupted,
quickly.

“Not a note.
invite me 2"’

“I am not.
without you.””

Are you going ‘to

I shall start Eliza

The attempt to set Eliza in h\%bion
by alternate kindness and disci line
was a failure.

At the emd of fifteen minutes Miss
Barbara returned to the seat,
hausted.

““I suppose I must accede to
demands,’”” she said,
here permanently.””

your
““or I shall be

‘Do you invite ma of your own free
will to accompany you home ?2**

“Yes, I suppose so.”’

““Cordially 2"

‘““You never said
dial.”’

“It must certainly be covdial.””

“‘Well, cordially, then.”’

it must 'be cor-

“I am entirely at vour service,”” he
answered, opening the banjo case.

Five mimtes afterwards a rotund
whife mare jogged easlly along a
charming country lane, drawing a

phaeton which contained a man who
laughed, and a girl who protested,
albeit not wrathfully, that something
or other was a mean advantage and
detestably unfair.—Londom Answers.

e

HIS SLIGHT MISTAKE.

“Do you remember, dear,”” he asked
as they sat down on one of the rustic
seats at the summer resort, ‘‘that I
cut our initials om this tree behind
us three or four years ago ?"’

“Why, no, George,”” she replied. T
don’t  remember that. Are you
sure 7"’

He arose, walked around the tree
and irfspected the bark closely,

“Yes,”' he sa &, “it's the same tree
all right, buf it was amother girl.”—
Chicago Pribune.

Gan Bat Anything Now.

How many Dyspeptics car;
say that ?

Or perhaps you are dyspeptic
and don't know it.
Have you any of these
‘symptoms ?

.
ex-»

ONE LATBLY
(By K&bhm\/im*-;‘yﬁn;, in: Catholic
g World, )

‘He was the ipcarpate spirit- of
youth and adventure and laugiter

and lic. He was darkly handsome,
with the eye of = a gypsy, an eye
that roamed irom dull company Yo

look upon. free fields of adventure. He
had the heart of a gypsy, and that
he ever bent his shoulders to take on
the yoke of duty must be counted to
him as a pathetic heroism. By na~
ture he was wild and free, not afraid
of the night or the elements. Houses
had no appeal for him. Broken
boots or ragged clothing did  not
daunt him. His brmn‘ars and sisters,
the wind and the rain, were frea to
work theic will on him, and he trust-
ed to their kindness of Kinship,

Fate gave him duties and made hime
a member of one of the learnad pro-
fessions. He said to me once that
the duties made him a solid spot  of
anchorage on this earth; and it was
his fortune to have married a
man as sweot and dignified of na-
ture as God ever made, else he had
never had that anchorage. He would
have beert out
the hillside.

WoO-

with the gypsies om

He would have been
blown about over the world by the
will of the wind that was his  own

will,

He with  the whole
world In Ireland he knew almost
gvery one from sea to sea. In that
country, where laughter counts for
more than the solid qualities, every
one wanted him and held him as long
as they might. It was a light-heart-
ed world indeed in which he moved ;
but I think in his heart he had a
great tenderness for the gypsies and
roving spirits of the world, I re-
member that once he and I walked a
few miles of a mountain road with a
stalwart gypsy man. He was of a
towering stature. with a shock of
black hair surmounting a big, rogu-
ish, cunning, innocent face—the face
of a rature’s mam who has never
The gypsy talked
He was of a fam-
ous Irish tribe, famous especially as
pipers. His father had earriad off
the first prize at the Feis. He talkad
of mugic ard religion and patriotism.
These

was friends

slept in houses.
and we listened.

‘“go to their duty,”
ian burial when they
He talked of the Rebellion
'98 in whispers, glancing from
to side of the shadowy hedgerows
where the autumn twilight was fall-
ing. The gypsies had fought from
Vinegar Hill to Ross—on the
side, be sure.

ofi

side

right
An old mongrel trot-
ted at the gypsy’s big heels. Ho had
offered him to us for half a crown
a8 a pedigree dog, Knowing well that
the dog would no more take to the
life of houses than he would himself,
and would follow and come up with
him as soon as might be.

When we parted with him he carri-
od off the last half-crown of the gyp+
sy i professional breadcloth. We
watched him up the hill-road till the
shadows gathered him. My poor fel-
low looked after him with eyes of
sore longing. ‘Did you see the hig
boots of him,"” he said to me, ‘‘how
they were cut down to give him ease
in walking ?'’ He looked at his ownt
decent boots anfk sighed. ‘“‘And the
dog,”” he went on, ‘“‘sure, an ancestor
of that dog migkt have been nosing
about among the dead at Oulart Hol-
low. They’'ll sleep out to-night in a
cave of the hills among the dead
leaves and bracken. The dead leaves
‘Il be smelling sweotiy.”™

Another time 1 saw  the strange
look of longing in his eyes. He was
leaning over a little roasdsid bridge,

Ts the best value for all kinds of washing; lasts longest ;
gives the finest results; is easiest on the clothes.
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did its folk-lore. While he walked
with youw he would tell you legends
by the score. I remember well
those walks in the goldert autumn
days when he told me w hy the pea-
sants hata the dara~dioul, the devil's
beetle, and will always kill one when
they see it; and of what Hugh Q'Neill
said to Hugh O'Donnell at the Battle
of the Yellow Ford; and how a fam-
ous warrior of the North of Ireland
came to be present at the
ion; and many another story.

Crucifix-
His
was a golden memory, stockaed full of
poetry and traditions, and ready to
unpack itseli for the one who really
cared to hear.

“Why don’t you write it down 2’ I
used to say But
good at writing down, He wanted tihe
stimulug of the faces and the
Two or three of his folk-lagends did

he was not -much

eyes.

indeed appear in the Speaker. But
at this time all his energy was re-
quired) by his profession, end heg

wrote no more.
That profession brought him face
to face with his audience, and for the
few short years it was his he made a
meteoric success of it. A rising ju-
nior, indeed. There was no questiom
of his rising; he rose. had
not been a success so brilllant and

There

immediate within men's memories. To
be sure he loved his profession, and
the
Ho |
a brilliant advocate, |
There he|
could not help himself that the mo-.
to him,

his love for it brought kim to
quiet study and mastery of it.
was not omly
but a fine lawyer as well.
ney came but he divestad
himself of it as rapidly and
pletely as he could Never was any
one so generous. He gave with hotit
hands, his benefits falling on the just
and the unjust. The study he would
have thought least worth while would
have been the study of finance. He
was & child in everything concerning

money. ‘The only time he ever trou-
bled himsell ahout the thing was
when money was to be collected for

widows and orphans or friends in
trouble. The charity of Treland to-
wards those whose bread-winner has
gone is wonderful. The charity of
the poor to the poor; it is, indeed,
rather aguardianship thana charity.
He was always ready to push his
owm pressing work aside so that he
might help in such tases. Never was
such a one for gifts; he rained them
upon his friends. Onlo knew in what
part of the country he was by the
milestones of his gifts. Beautiful
genevosity that irradiated the paths
of others as well as his own.

One thinks of him with his giving
hands and his laughter: now one feels
that there is no such laughter left
on earth, ¥Everywhere he went he
spread mirth, young, light-+hearted,

waitching the mountain stream, brown
as amber, singing over pebbles of
gokd and silver. Over there in the
city, where the exquisite stream
should sudderly siip in%o a polluted
drain_of & river, his professional du-
ties awaited him. He looked at the
stream and then back et the moum-
taince whence it came. He had the
furtive eye of one who meditates
dert flight and escape. ;

“I wish I bad time,” he said, ‘“‘to

h mirth, ‘“Wherever he goes,”’
sedd one who has preceded him into
the shadows, ‘‘something is certain
fo happen.”” Gay and mirthful ad-
ventures did, indeed, crop up about
his path. 'BEverywhere he werlt he
made friends and drew out the hu-
mor in others. You could not be
with him in & public conveyance, but
he was talking to the man .at his
side or opposite to him, discovering
odd characters, having the guaintest
encounters which should afterwards
provoke ome %o aching sides. Whao
cared though he was late for dinner,
or arrived towards midnight when he
was expected  to dinner, seeing that
be came in and button-holed

('mn—)

you to .

ter was dead with him. What a good
laughter it was ! In the thousands
of merry fests I cannot remember ona
that one would

wish away. There
was nothing cruel, nothing to  hurt
the most semsitive in that exquisibe

laughter,

He always came home singing. Whon
one listened for him to come in the-.
quiet country ome heard him far off
trolling a country ballad, one of the
‘‘come-all-ye’s’”” of the fairs and mar-
ket places, with.which his mind was
well stocked. He lived to suffer
Although he was young he
had lived more than a hundred dul-
lards, and to be sure he had used up
his life before its prime. And still
one thinks of him, singing and lawghs-
ing. And all singing and laughter
seems gone with him. One
knew how good it was while
lasted.

much.

never
it

ONLY THE CATHOLIC CHURCH
SURVIVING,

Writes the Rev. D. 8. Phelan to
his paper, the Western Watchman, of
St. Louis :

“‘Before coming here I spent a few
days in Derlin, where 1 found al great
bustling modern city and the throb-
bing heart of Pan-Germandom. It did
not, interest me, to
new; its heroes are too well known,
and look too much like sheap actors
in their bronze coats and heroic pose.

Its ideals are

The present. emperor has done much
for Berlin, and before long 1t will
be the greatest city in the world;
the fairest paradise of the flesh and

l the strongest citadel of the Dewil. I

found religious and social conditions
there very much what they are here
in Dresden. 1t is an adage  there
that people do not go to church on
Sunday in Berlin, they go to the
theatre. The middle classes are still
devoted  to conservative home life
and go to church, but the upper and
lower classes have given up all reli-
gion. 1t is strange that in the two
cities where for four hundred years
all the enargies of the state and all
the passions of the people werc di-
rected towards the extirpation of
Catholicity, the Catholic religion
should be the only one to survive,
In Berlin or Dresden, if vou hear a
church bell on Sunday or any other
morning you may. depond upgn it it
is either the Angelus or a call, to
Mass. I visited the new Evangelical
Cathedral of Berlin dedicated by the
Emperor the other day, and proclaime-
ed the St. Peter's of the Prokestant,
world, It was closed. T askegd the
reason, amnd the guard told me it
Wwas open on week days from tem tilk
5i%; but on Sundays it was open only
one hour and a hall in the fore-
noon and an.hour in the afternoom.
On week days strangers vieited it on
Sundays nokody. On the other hand,
the Catholic churches arve thronged
with worshippers at every Mass. ' Iy
is 8o in Bérlin, it is also so i1t Dres-
dem.  The presence of the great and
u Centrum has made ! Catho-
licity respected *n Berlin, and has gi-
ven courage to Catholics everywhere
in the Empire. Nothing is too good
for & Catholic in the eyes of the
emperor, and no post or place
high for the aspiration of ‘a German
Catholic. - The offect of perses




