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MAWKISH MODERN PHILAN
THROPY.

London Unlvsns, July 96.
The feut of their greet countrymen, St 

Vincent de Peal, wee celebrated with due 
solemnity by the Merlet Fathers et the 
Church of Notre Dame de France, Lilcee 
ter Square, on Sunday. The High Meee 
wee eung by Father Qaerplllon, eieleted 
by two Fethere of the ululon ; end the 
Right Rot. Dr. Pattoreon, Blehop of 
Emmaue, who was pretest, wee attended 
by Father! Mljolla end Cheerier. Among 
the congregation wee the president end 
esterai premie eat eeemheee of the Society 
of St. Vincent de Peul.

Hie Lordehlp the Blehop of Emmaue, 
preaching on behalf of the patronage work 
of the eoclety, dwelt on out leapontiblUty 
to God, which wu founded on three great 
conelderelione which Chriatlana and Cath
olics should always have before their eyes 
—first, that He created us ; secondly, that 
He redeemed ue ; and, thirdly, that we 
owed to Him the sanctification of our souls 
by the indwelling of God’s holy spirit, 
whereby each Christian became a temple 
of God. Then we owed responsibility to 
God for all the extrinsic gifts given to us 
—for our talents, the strength and energy 
of our will, our opportunities, education, 
and eoforth, and for the gifts of fortune. 
And, in addition to all theae things, to 
come to the matter on which he had to 
addresa them that day, we owed responsi
bility for those feelings of mercy and com
ps selon which were seated so deeply In 
our nature that human society was com
pacted and held together by them, and that 
to Imagine a society lacking those feelings 
would be to Imagine a forests of wild 
beasts.

mother’s cabin above Glouoam asked has, 
or to hie relatione nsar Bellydunmore, he 
had ^better fly to retape Hie. Kearney’s

Bat the roll of the Mg dram reminded 
him of the great hurling match that was 
to come off In the kiln-field that day, and 
of the sledge-throwing between Mat Dono
van and Captain French, and of the 
“ high gates " and “ hell-and-heaven j” 
aed, above all, of Peg Brady, whom Bar
ney pronounced to be * tuppence a pound 
before any girl in the parish”—and a kiss 
from whom, he assured Tom Maher In 
confidence, was “eating and drinking 
and Barney was a happy man once more I

“ Begob, Tom,” he exclaimed, hie eyes 
glistening with delight, “there’ll be no 
show but all the b’yt an’ girls we’ll have 
In the kiln field to day. Look up 
thowar'e Behervogga. The road is Meek 
wad ’em.”

“ 'Twill be a great gatherin’,” returned 
Tom Maher.

“Do yon think will Mat bate the cap
tain !” Barney asked, anxiously. “I'd 
rather we'd lose the hurlin' than have 
Mat bet at the sledge.”

“ There’s no danger, wad the help 'uv 
God,” Tom replied, “ though Phil Lahy Is 
unaley. An’ the captain it a powerful 
msn. I never see such a pair uv arms, 
An’ Tom Doherty tells me he never 
stopped practisin' for the last week. But, 
never you fear, but Mat’ll open his eye 
for him. An’ we’re putty sure uv the 
hurlin’, too, as we have Tom Doherty. I 
never knew Tom to fall on a pint. He 
says he’ll deplnd upon Miss Mary to get 
his pardon for Mm from Father Carroll, 
as he had to stale away at the first light, 
an he's afeatd Father Carroll couldn't find 
ssiy wan to serve Mass. Au’ Mite Mary 
promised, for she's as anxious about the 
hurlin’ as any uv ue.”

This was quite true ; and when Tom 
Dohorty told her how, every evening, 
when he went to water Father Carroll’s 
horse to the welt, be was sure to tee Cep- 
tain French In the Priest’s Walk, with hit 
coat off, throwing a sledge “ for the bare 
life,”and that he'd give “a twenty-pound 
note” to beat Mat Donovan, Mary be
came quite nervous lest the laurels were 
at last about to be snatched from Mat 
Donovan’s brows.

“What si It In that letter,” Grace 
asked, * that brings that happy look into 
your eyes t This Is the third time you 
nave read It within the past ball hour ; 
and you always look so glad.”

Mr. Lowe had remarked, too, that be
had never seen her look so animated_
though It was the last day of bis stay I

“ Reed it yourself,” said Mary, offering 
her the letter—which was from her sister 
Anne.

“ 1 read It before, and couldn’t tee any
thing to account for your delight It 
scarcely can be this piece of news about 
Arthur O'Connor.”

But It was the piece of news about 
Arthur O Connor. And every time Mary 
read It she felt (or fancied she felt) a great 
load taken off her heart, and said to her
self that “ now she could write to him,” 
and explain why she was not at the win
dow that snowy Christmas Eve when he 
waited so long and so patiently for her.

“I’m so glad,” said Grace, “ that Richard 
and Mr. Lowe are to leave the someday 
I am going myself. It Is quite a coinci
dence.”

" And why are you so glad 1”
“ Oh, I have a plan.”
“ What Is It 1”
“ Well, I’ll get papa to ask them to 

•pend the evening with ns ; and we’ll have 
Minnie Delany and the 1 Brehon ’ and 
' Shamrock ’ and a few others, and I think 
It will be very pleasant.”

“I suppose Eva will take them by 
storm.”

“Well, I rather think not. She re
quires time in spite of her beauty and 
her golden ringlets. You are far more 
striking.”

“ And does no thought of me enter Into 
your plan ?”

‘Didn’t you say there was no 
thinking you would come ?” Grace asked 
In surprise.

"Yea; but does It not occur to you that 
I’ll be very lonely when you are all 
gone 1”

Grace was silent for a minute, and then
•aid :

“ Mary, I am the Incarnation of selfish
ness. That is the essential difference be
tween you and me—I think of mveelf 
first, and you think of yourself last. You 
will be dreadfully lonely without a soul 
with you. And now that 1 see It I’d 
gladly stay If I could. But why did It 
not occur to me before t Because I am 
selfish—that’s the why.”

“You are too severe upon yourself,” 
returned Mary. “But why do you say 
I’ll be • without a soul ?’ Do Hugh, and 
my father and mother, and Elite and 
Willie, count for nothing 1 And that re
minds me that I have left Elite altogether 
to her story-books and her birds for some 
time ; and you know she Is to be sent to 
school when Anne comes home this 
summer.”

“Oh, you'll be all right when Anne 
comes home. She Is so blessed with ani
mal spirits. I expect she’ll go wild after 
the jail like discipline of that convent. 
I’m sure she’ll bs as gteat a flirt as Bessy 
Morris ”

“ Why do you suppose Bossy Morris is 
a flirt?”

” Well, that soldier’s letter was pretty 
strong circumstantial evidence ; and, be
sides, I heard them discussing her character 
In the kitchen last night, when I was help
ing your mamma with the pudding.”

“ What did they say of her ?”
“ Barney said she’d court a • baggart o’ 

sparrows but the general opinion was 
that she was1 a nice crack ’—whatever that 
means.”

“ A 1 crack ’ Is a person who dresses too 
stylishly. But Bessy’s taste Is so exquisite, 
It Is Impossible to find fault with her in 
that respect.”

“ Yes, that brown stuff dress Is perfec
tion," returned Grace. “ I must get one 
like It. And how Mat Donovan worships 
her ! But 1 suppose she would not have 
him.”

“ Oh, Mat 1s what might be called a 
universal lover,” said Mary. “ He has 
quite a number of sweethearts.”

“Ah, but there's something more than 
that In Bessy’s esse, But 1 caa hardly 
reconcile myself to the Idea of her becom
ing the Wife of a labourer. Yet the little 
house Is very pretty. The garden and the 
beehives would do very well, But Bessy 
ought to have a nicely furnished little 
parlour, with white curtains to the

The Laetef the Light Brigade, window, and some books, and a bird In a 
eage to slag for bar all day long.”

"Like No rah Lahy’e linnet,” Mary
the Middle of the field, followed by bis 
twenty picked area. He polled the ball 
with some dllleulty from Me pocket, and, 
throwing It with Me burly on the field, 
t00" offjüa sont slowly, end with e quiet 
•mile. The others pulled off their eoate, 
too ; but some of them were quite pale, 
while their teeth chattered with excite
ment,

’’ What’s delayin' ye. boys 1" Mat called 
out, seeing with surprise that the hurlera 
places 0th'r lU* wm "ot taking their

The party whom he addressed made no 
reply, but they whispered among them- 
talves, and one or two got upon the “new 
dtteh and looked towards the Three Pop-

AMONG THE MAORIS.Captain French's servant called hit 
attention to Bessy Morris, and he Immedi
ately tame towards her and commenced 
talking to her.

Mary Kearney seemed surprised on 
observing this ; and she looked grave, If 
not pained, when she saw Bessy’s face 
was crimson and her eyes east down, While 
the captain's white teeth gleamed— 
gleuantiy^ Maty thought — through his

“He le a splendid-looking man," said 
Grace.

“ But what can he be saying to Betty 
Morris f” Mary asked.

“ Oh, flattering her, of course,” replied 
Grace. “ And really I never thought she 
was to very bsthfuL But the Is strikingly 
—not handsome, but tome way fascinating. 
If I were Mitt Isabella Lloyd I might be

Mat Donovan felt himself pulled by 
the sleeve, and, on looking round, saw 
Peg Brady by hit side.

“ Well, Peg, what's the matther ?” says 
Mat Donovan.

She pointed to the captain and Bseey 
Morris,

" Oh. ay, *tls Bessy,” he remarked. " I 
didn’t know she was here till I see her on 
the ditch a minute ago.”

Peg Brady kept her eyes fixed upon hit 
face, but the saw nothing there but a 
smile of admiration and pleasure, as he 
watched them.

“ Bessy always had a great respect for 
you, Mat,” says Peg Brady.

" Well, I b’lieve the had,” says Mat 
Donovan.

“ At a friend.” returned Peg Brady.
“As a friend,” Mat Donovan repeated, 

“ What else ?"
“ But she’s not the same since she was 

In Dublin,” said Peg Brady, “I must 
tell you somethin' wan uv these days. 
Mind tbe captain, how pleasant be Is.”

Betsy Mortis turned away to seek Judy 
Btophy—who was taken possession of by 
one of her new admirers, and seemed quite 
Intoxicated by his high flown compliments 
—when the word “ eojer ” fell upon her 
ear, and on looking up she raw a group of 
Peg Brady’s special cronies regarding her 
with meaning looks, and whispering 
among themselves, keeping their eyes 
fixed upon her all the time. It was plain 
they knew her secret ; and wherever she 
turned the fancied she met looks of sus
picion and malice. This was mere fancy ; 
but, perhaps. It wet conscience made a 
coward of her. 
remained at home, and a pang shot 
through her heart at the thought of how 
people would talk of her. She brightened 
up as she passed Mst Donovan, for the 
same honest smile as ever met he 
tintsing glance. She con Id almost have 
thrown herself Into his arms for shelter 
from the poisoned arrows which she fan
cied were about being launched at her. 

to be continued.

BODTABD KIVLtllO.
BABIES DROWNED BY HEARTLESS

MOTHERS-NÜNS AND MISSIONAR
IES TORTURED.

Pittsburg, Pa., June 10.—Rev. Father 
Lawrence, a Free eh Catholic missionary 
of the Order of the Immaculate Concep
tion, has jast concluded a series of meet
ings at St, Phllomena’s church, Pittsburg. 
He Is now In New York whence he will 
rail for France and repair to tbe mother 
house of the Order. Father Lawrence 
has spent twenty three years as a mission
ary among the Maoris In New Zealand, 
and after his retreat will return thither to 
take up bis work. He tells a most 
remarkable story of his experience with 
the Maoris.

“ The people,” he says, “ exhibited some 
of the worst forms of savagery. Tee kill
ing of Infant children was an ordinary 
occurrence. I have seen Inhuman mothers 
take their little ones to the water’s edge, 
plunge them In until they died from suf
focation, and then tend the tiny, lifeless 
bodies, limb from limb. We missionaries, 
although powerless to break up this prac
tice, exerted ourselves to rescue as many of 
tbe children as we could, with the ultim
ate object of bring them Into the Christian 
fold when they reached mature years. 
The first time that I wm fortunate enough 
to capture a mite of humanity in this 
manner, I felt sorely perplexed as to how 
1 wu to take care of It. There wm no 
milk procurable, and I knew that solid 
food would be useless m sustenance for an 
Infant. I went Into a rude church wMch 
bad been erected for out mission, and, 
falling on my knees, prayed to God to 
send me an Inspiration. As I left the 
church the first object that met my gaze 
wm a ewe, her udder heavy with milk, 
and to all appearance placed there by Pro
vidence for the very purpose concerning 
which I had been In such embarrassment. 
Without more ado I placed my infant 
charge In a position to absorb the needed 
nourishment, which It did with evident 
gusto. I had the child and its strange f ra
ter-mother lodged In my own quarters, 
and the dumb animal discharged its 
maternal duty with a fidelity equal to that 
of a human being, sometimes even rapping 
on the floor with its feet when the baby 
needed attention. This was the beginning 
of a system which has since developed, 
until there are now over seven hundred 
Infanta In the hands of tbe ml-slonaries in 
New Zealand, whose sustenance Is derived 
almost exclusively from the milk of ewes.

“ I have been subjected to shocking 
tortures. I have been strung up for ten 
days by a cord attached to my hands, 
which were tied behind my back ; my toe 
nails were torn off, and—see these deep 
grooves In my arms, they are the scars re
maining where the flesh was cut from the 
wrist to the shoulder in strips nearlv 
Inch thick.

“ I have alto been to China," continued 
Father Irawrence, In response to a ques
tion, “and I don’t want to go back, I 
was one of a number of priests and nuns 
engaged in missionary work at Pekin. 
We were arrested, thrown Into prison, 
and arrangements made for our execution. 
One day the nuns, twenty-four in num
ber, were token forth and thrown into 
huge coppers filled with boiling pitch. It 
was a horrible death, and made an impres
sion upon mind which time can not 
eradicate. Oa the following dej the 
other priests and myself were to meet the 
same fate. The suspense wm terrible. 
Our only solace wm In prayer. Toward 
evening on the vigil of our execution a 
great commotion occurred outside the 
the walls of our prison. There was a 
measured tramp of feet, a clash of arms 
and a murmur of voices which we be. 
lleved to Indicate the coming of the exe
cutioners. The voices grew louder, and, 
wonder of wonders, the words that fell 
upon out ears were In French language. 
Then the prison doors were broken In, and 
we found ourselves in the embrace of a 
detachment of soldiers, the vanguard of 

body of troops sent to protect French 
citizens In China. Shortly after this 
occurrence I left that country never to 
return.”

Father Irawerence Is sixty years of age 
and hes expended nearly all bis private 
fortune In New Zealand mission work. 
He wm the guest here of Capt. J. J. 
McGuire.

There were thirty million English who 
talked of England’s might.

There were twenty broken troopers who 
looked e bed for the night :

They bed neither food nor money, they hod 
neither eervtee ner trade ;

They were only shinies* eolulere, the last of 
the Light Brigade.

“ No,” rejoined Grace, ” he Is too grays 
end sober for Bmsy. EUle’e goldfinch 
would be more suitable, or g eanery. 
But Met hluuelf would be for g thrash 
thet would eweken the Seven Sleepers. 
Bessy, however, hes, I think, more ambit- 
tone views then to be the mistress of that 
little boose.”

“ I'd be sorry to think you are not mis
taken," retained Mary, thoughtfully. 
“ Mat Is jest the sort of man who would 
feel each a disappointment deeply. I 
«n't help leaghlog et myself,” she added, 
“t am so anxious about the hurling, and 
this trial of strength with Captain French. 
I would not wish for anything that Mst 
should be beaten. And yet of what eon- 
sequence Is It I”

“Tbe reason Is, you sympathize so 
strongly with those around you,” Greet 
observed. "I have often noticed It. 
There, now, you eyes light up because 
that bevy of girls crossing the lawn are 
showing their white teeth — and vary 
white teeth they have, and very beautiful 
and luxuriant hair. But why do they all 
prefer scrambling over the ditch to going 
through tbe gate a few yards lower down ? 
Oh, yes I Those youths will pull them 
up, and I suppose they like that, Thera 
gora the big drum and the fifes. And, my 
goodness I what a number of people I 'TU 
like a nos.”

“ Aod Is It not pleasant to see them all 
so happy?" raid Mary, with sparkling 
eyes. “ But to my mind the prettiest 
sight of all Is that long Hue of children, 
joined hand lu hand, aed winding round 
and round In that way.”

“ Yon might call them e wreath of 
rosebuds," returned Grace. “Though that 
play they are at is known by the un- 
poetlcal name ot • thread the needle.’ 
You see the two tallest hold np their 
joined hinds like an arch, through which 
the whole line runs. The 1 Brehon ’ told 
me there Is a most poetlcsl description 
of the seme game In an old Irish 
manuscript, In which the king and queen 
are at the bead of the line of youths end 
maidens, who glide under their mejsitles’ 
arms to the music of the harp. But I 
hope It was not celled * thread the needle ’ 
In those happy days. But mind the wide 
circle of children of larger growth et the 
upner end of the field.”

“Thet’s 1 hlgh-gates,’ ” raid Mary.
“ And behold Barney Broderick In full 

cbcee after some fair one of large dimen
sions, who, I fancy, Is too fat to hold out 
long,” Grace continued. “ Yes, there ; he 
has the prize captured already.”

“That Is Bessy Morris’s cousin, Peg 
Brady,” said Mary, laughing. "Barney Is 
a great admirer of her.”

“ There go the next pair,” continued 
Grace. “ Ha ! riic won’t be caught so 
eMily. She's ss fleet as a deer.”

“1 think it la Nelly Donovan,” said

un-
They felt that life wm anting ; they knew 

not art wm long,
That thnush they wercdylngof famine, they 

lived In deathl 
They asked for a mu

wolf from the door ;
And tbe thirty minion English sent twenty 

pounds nod four.
The/ fayed their bends together that were 

eenrred end lined and grey ;
Keen were the Rueaisn eabree, bat went was 

keener than they ;
old troop eergeent mattered, “ Let's 

go to tbe men who writes 
thltge on Belecli 
school recite."

ieee eong.
line money, to keep the

"Is there anything wrong, boys I” said 
Mat, after leafing hie pines at th 
his men, and mingling with the crown, 
from which “ the farmers ” had not yet 
separated.

“ Tout is not hero," wm the reply, slowly 
and reluctantly given.
..“Torn Cnddehy not here I” exclaimed 
Mat Donovan, M if a thunderbolt had 
bilan at hie feet » Where Is he ?”

“ Wa don’t know,” wm the reply. “We 
thought he’d be here before ue. 
we’re afthar sandin’ for him.”

“ H”o they are,” cried the young men 
on the ditch j aod three nrltt-footed 
youths wore seen hurrying down the hill.

“ la he cornin' 1” a dosen voices Mked 
together.

“ He’s not," the foremost of the three 
scouts replied, gasping lor breath and drnh- 
Ing the perspiration from hie fees.

“ Well, if I hadn’t the eight uv my own 
•yes,” Mat Donovan ohaerved with the 
deepest sorrow, ” I’d never b’lieve Tom 
wm the man to do a mane act. Afthet 
givln’ me hie hand an’ word on Id I”

“ He couldn’t help id,” said one of the 
messengers.

“ Maybe, ’Us to break a leg 
he did ?" returned Met, somewhat anxi
ously. “For, If I’m not mistaken, no
thin’ less'd keep Tom from hia post on 
such en occasion M this.”

“Well, no,” the youth replied, with a 
grin. “ But I don’t know but he might 
be after Injurin’ wan uv his ribs.”

“ How so !” Mat Mked.
“ Begor, because he’s either getlln' e new 

wan,” was the reply. “Gold Paddy 
Langhlen'e deughther is aether runnln’ 
away wnd him,”

“Well, I’m not sorry to hear that,” raid 
Mat. “ But wheu I tould him the field

And an
ava the klddlM atThe

Then went without band or colors, a regi
ment ten-aie strong,

To look for tbe Msster Ringer who had 
_ void Idem all In bis song ;

And, waiting bis eervnnt’s order, by the 
garden gale they stayed, 

isolate little cluster, the tait of the Light 
Brigade.

t

A de

Thar strove to siend to etlention, to 
straighten the toll-bowed back.

They drilled on nn empty stomach, tbs loose 
kull dies lei! sleek ;

With stooping at weary shonldere, In gar
ments tittle rad and fiayed,

They ahambled Into bla preeence, the leal of 
the Light Brigade.

But

The old troop eergeent was spokesman, end 
“ Beggin' yonr pardon,” he said, 
u wrote o’ the Light Brigade, sir. 
Here’s all that Isn't dead.

An' It's ell come trna what you wrote, sir, re
gardin’ the month of hell ;

For we're all of ue nigh to the workhouse, 
an' we thought we'd call an’ toll.”

"Yo

"No, thank yon, we don't want food, sir; 
but couldn't you take an' write

of • to be continued ' and ‘ eee next 
page' o' the fight*

We ttiiufc that some on* has blundered, nn' 
couldn’t you tell 'em taowt

Ton wrote wo were hero** once, elr. Please 
write we are starving now."

The poor little army departed, limping and 
leau and forlorn.

And the heart or tbe Master Singer grew hot 
with the “ scorn of scorn !"

And he wrote for them wondrous verses that 
swept the land like a fl 
the fatted soul* of th* 
scourged with the thing

O thirty million English that babble of Eng
land’s might,

Behold, there are twenty heroee who lack 
tliBlr food to-night ;

Onr children's children are lisping to “honor 
the charge they made. * 
we leave to the streets and the work- 
house the charge of the Light Brigade.

— Pall Mall (Jazette.

THE DWELLERS IN CHEAT CITIES 
bad that brought before them more than 
those who lived in the country. One 
could cot live In a great city without hav
ing the needs of his fellows forced upon 
his notice. In a huge city like London 
the contrasts between the rich and poor 
was too obtrusive to escape the notice of 
the most inobservant, trivial, and foolish 
person. The question then arose how that 
unhappy condition of things was to be re
lieved. Many thought that there was a 
panacea to be found for those woes of 
humanity, but he wu not of them—when 
the sea was dried np and the sun ceased to 
give light then, but not till then, might be 
found the philosopher’s stone that could 
do that. So long as human society ex
isted, founded as it necessarily was on in 
equality, there must remain those excessive 
heights and depths; and any one that 
cime forward with a panacea, be it

STATE SOCIALISM
or legislation which would regulate the 
price of things, and especially the price of 
labor, was convicted of being more or less 
a charlatan—ef being at beat a fanatic, er 
at worst a knave. No practical man 
could believe In any panacea that would 
act In a wholesale manner and change the 
whole of society. What, then, was the 
remedy Î While there was no such 
panacea, no such royal road for the relief 
of human dUtrese and misery, they read 
n the lives of the saints the only possible 

remedy for those widespread woes and 
sufferings of human nature, and were 
taught to see in them opportunities for 
attaining Christian perfection, and, though 
no definite remedy was prescribed, a prin
ciple was laid down which, if it 
only acted upon by the greater part of 
mankind, would Infallibly produce the 
correction of most of those woes. Many 
objected, and In perfect good faith, that 
in spite of all that was said of

THE GOOD DONE BY CHARITY, 
any one who tried to bring that principle 
of charity to bear found an enormous 
difficulty In doing so. That was most 
true, and he had not lived for five and- 
thirty y ears as a priest in London without 
being perfectly well aware that there were 
few things in which it was more easy to 
do harm and mote difficult to do good 
than in that matter of charity. On 
civilization was bo complex, and the vice 
and corruption of the artificial society in 
which they lived was so great as to make 
it most difficult to satisfy themselves that 
they were doing good when they give 
alms to a poor man. They knew per
fectly well that
THE HANDS STRETCHED OUT TO THEM I»

A sort

or an arm

l
English were 
called

Till
Bhame.

[r

T
And

She wished she had
was to be broke this week, he had a right 
to put Id off for another time.”

“ Mat,” said Phil Lahy, “ human nature 
Is human nature. Where Is the man that 
hasn’t his weaknesses ? So don’t be too 
hard on Tom. Make It your own cMe.”

And Mat happening to look towards the 
little group on tbe road—for he had 
noticed with pleasure that Miss Kearney 
had got upon the fence In her eagerness to 
see the match begin— hie eye ocught sight 
of a figure on the fence at the other tide 
of the road, dearer to him than all the 
world beside, and he forgave Tom Oud- 
dehy.

" Will ye hurl wudout hlm !" he Mked.
“ We’d rather not,” wm the reply.
“ Well, I’d rather not myae’f,” returned 

Mat. “ There'd be no satisfaction. I sup 
pose we may m well put on our coats.”

“I think, Mat,” Phil Lahy suggested, 
“you ought to make a promiscuous 
match.”

“ Do you mane ovet and hether ?” Mat 
Mked.

“ 1 do,” replied Phil. " Make a match, 
you and Mister O’Donnell, wudout any 
regard to the two aides.”

“Very well; I’m ratlified,”raid Met, 
whirling hit hutly up In tbs air, and call
ing out, “ Right or left for first call,”

“ Left,” cried Mr. O'DonnelL
“ You lost,” returned Mat, as the hutly 

fell upon the field with the head le to ward ■ 
the right He ran hie eye along the line 
of hurlers, and said quietly,” “Come here, 
Jemmy Hogan.”

Jemmy Hogan’s eyes limbed with pride 
m he advanced and stood beside Mat 
Donovan.

Oaptaln French's servant pointed to him, 
and whispered something Into hie mMter’s 

that made hie eye flesh almost m bright 
as Jemmy Hogan’s, Oaptaln French wm 
a soldier, and the ton of a soldier, and, m 
one by one the hnrlers stepped forward m 
their names were called, and pulled off 
their coats, he thought what a sin and a 
shame it was that such splendid “ ma
terial ” should be going to waste In that 
way.

KNOCKNAGOW
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r ecru-THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By uhaiu.es j. kickuam.

CHAPTER LIU
THE HURLING IN THE KILN FIELD —CAP 

TAIN FRENCH THROWS THE SLEDGE 
AGAINST RAT THE THRASHER— Il ABNEY 

TROU OLE—FATHER 
“ PROUD WALK.”

“ What a pity It Is,” said Mrs. Kearney, 
“ that Mr. Lowe Is not a Catholic. ’Pon 
my word he’s good enough to be one.

And It is often my uncle Dan said the 
same of hie uncle.”

Grace, who eat with Mr. Kearney on one 
side of the cat, laughed as she turned 
quickly round and looked at Mary, who 
wm with her mother on the other side.

They were returning from lmt Maw, 
and Mr. Lowe stood outside the door to 
hand tbe ladles off the ear.

“ I wonder Richard would be making 
such a fool of himself about that Kath
leen Hauly,” continued Mrs. Kearney.

Walking by the tile of their old ptni
ton all the way from Kllthubber, Instead

one

HEROIC MISSIONARIES.Maty,
“So It Is,” returned Grace. “There Is 

something gazelle-like about Nelly. I 
often think what a huntress she would 
make.
nymphs. There, she has distanced her 
pursuer, and Is now walking at her leisure, 
till he comes nearer. But he it trying to 
get her Into the corner and catch her M 
•he doubles back, What a happy, light
hearted girl Nelly le I”

“ And a good girl, too,” returned Miry, 
“ It is quite affecting to see herself and 
poor Norab Lahy together ; one so strong 
end healthy and the other so weak and 
helpless, They love each other like sla
ters. fiat surely that Is Nancy Hogan’s 
golden golden halt ! I'm so glad to tee 
poor Nancy ont among them again.”

“ Yes ; and she Is evidently not indiff
erent to the conversetlan of her compan
ion,” Grace remarked.

“That Is her old admirer, Tom Carey 
the carpenter,” returned Mary, 
really very glad.”

“ 1 thought you'd go In for dying of a 
broken heart In such a casa ?” said Greet.

11 No, not when a man proves un
worthy,” Maty answered. “And Ned 
Brophy acted very badly."

I'm trying to find ont Bessy Morris 
among them,” said Grace ; “ but I don't 
think she Is there. Perhaps she is too 
grand! But look, there Is Mr. Lloyd 
riding backwards and forwards over the 
new ditch ; and I suppose that Is Oaptaln 
French with him.”

Here we are reminded that we owe an 
apology to the “ new ditch.” When we 
first had occasion to refer to this freak of 
Maurice Kearney’s, we stated that It never 
wm and never would be of the slightest 
use. But, In justice to the “new ditch,” 
we feel bound to admit that It wm the 
best, and the “ firmest,” and In every way 
the moat suitable ditch In the neighbour
hood for training a horse to “topping,” 
and was availed of for that purpose by 
professional and amateur trainers for miles 
around. And few equestrians could, 
when passing tbe way, resist the tempta
tion of taking a few jumps over the “ new 
ditch;” so that a strip of the field at 
either side of this admirable fence genet 
ally presented the appearance of a race- 
ourse between tbe ropes after the last 
heat for the “ consolation stakes.” Most 
humbly do we beg the “ new ditch's ” 
pardon for asserting that It was of no 
earthly use.

“I think we ought to go out, and get 
near them," raid Grace. “ I see the hurl 
ere falling Into battle array. And there 
are the Haolys on the road above the 
grove, and Richard holding the pony by 
the head, lest he should set off for home 
backwards, as he sometimes does, by way 
of a practical joke.”

“ I have no objection to a walk,” re 
turned Mary. “ But you never thought 
you were not near enough till you saw 
Oaptaln French and Mr. Lloyd.”

“ Well, I have some slight curiosity in 
that way,” rejoined Grace, putting on her 
bonnet. ”1 want to see what sort of 
looking person he is.”

“ And to be seen,” Mary added, laugh 
ing.

"Certainly.”
“ Well, come then. I see Hugh and 

Mr, Lowe are going, and we may m well 
join them.”

But the time they reached the ptæton 
—the occupants of which bowed conde
scending to them—the hlgh-gates and 
other games were suspended, and the chil
dren and young girls stood upon the 
fences round the field out of the way of 
the hurlera. There wm a hush, and an 
eager, anxious look In every face, m Mat 
Donovan moved from the crowd towards

it’mahon'sIN
THE CARDINAL SENDS TWENTY OF 

THEM TO CENTRAL AFRICA.
She is like one of Dltnt’a On the Feast to SS. Peter and Paul, at 

the Cathedral of Algiers, the solemn 
mony of tbe departure of the twenty 
members of the Society of Algerian Mli- 
sionete for Equatorial Africa was held. 
The great church, decked for a high festi
val, wm filled by thronged crowds who 
came to witness the function. The great 
and little Seminaries of the Mission, tbe 
priests of neighboring parishes, and the 
titular Canons formed a long cortegt In 
attendance on Cardinal Ievigerle, who 
presided over the ceremony. After Bene
diction tbe choir sac g Gounod’s splendid 
Chant du Depart, during which the twenty 
young Apostles, with Pete Gerboin at 
their head, formed Into a semi circle be
fore the altar. After the first verse of the 
hymn wm finished Cardinal Lsvlgerle 
spoke to the travellers. They were going, 
he told them, amidst the heat of rivalries, 
passions, and divisions of nations. They 
were to range themselves on no side In 
the quarrel, for any political reason ; faith 
and humanity must be their double 
motive. “ Be filled with respect for 
authority where It Is established ; give all 
equally the aid of yonr charity ; mingle 
neither yonr cause nor your name In 
human Interests. I have wished, In send
ing you, that all nations who have 
Interests In Africa should here be repre
sented. I see among you not only 
Frenchmen, u Is natural, since your work 
took root and grew up on the soil of 
France ; I see here representatives of Eog. 
land, Germany, and Belgium—In a word 
of all the powers, which at this moment
fight African civilization............. Ask of
God (he concluded) to bless especially 
those who are ahead of all others In this 
work, namely, tbe common Father of all 
Christians—Leo XIII—and after hlm—I 
ray It Is a solemn hone age to the truth— 
England, which was the first to take up 
our crusade with enthusiasm, and which 
has, at my prayer, sought and obtained, 
M has always been my desire, an assembly 
of the powers.” At the end of these 
words the Cardinal advanced along the 
foot of the altar as far as the missionaries, 
where, stopping, he proceeded to kiss their 
feet. After the Oardlnel, the whole clergy 
and congregation also came to kiss the 
missionaries’ feet, and so the ceremony 
ended. And the twenty missionaries 
went on their way to mid Africa.
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of driving home with Hugh in the gig, 
end leaving poor Mr. Lowe by himielf ell 
the morning.”

“ Where is Wattletoee?” Mr. Kearney 
called out as he got off the car.

"This ms hie day to be at first Mass,” 
Mrs. Kearney observed, " and he ought 
to be home an hour ago.”

“ lie wasn’t at first Mass then,” raid 
the dairymaid, who ran out on hearing 
her master’s voice, and who had a grudge 
against Barney for a reason of her own.
M He spent his moroln’ at Kit Cummins’s, 
card pîavin’ wnd the lads.”

Mrs. Kearney raised her hands in horror 
and amazement at this damning proof of 
Barney’s wickedness. Running after 
ballad slogere, peep-shows, and Punches- 
and Judy a were mere venial offences 
compared with losing Mass on Sanday ; 
and spending the time with "the lads” 
deepened the offence to tho darkest hue 
of guilt. A certain little club of frater
nity, of whom one Audy Dooly (alios Andy 
MeeaweJ was the leader and oracle, who 
frequented Kit Cummins’s were univer
sally known as " the lads ” or ” the school,” 
and with them, we grieve to say, Barney 
Was tempted to spend the morning, sitting 
upon a skillet playing " scoobeen ” upon 
the bottom of Kit Cummins’s wash tub, 
which was turned upside down for the 
purpose. Barney, however, was hurrying 
nom i early enough to escape detection, 
counting his coppers on the way, when, in 
an evil hour, he espied Brummsg jin (who, 
owing to early Impressions, couli never 
be pur-uaded that anything more was 
required to keep holy the tiabbath day 
than washing his face In the quarry, and 
drying It with his cap) placing a small 
stone on the smooth part of the road, and, 
after moving backwards half a dozen 
y aid*, pitching a penny at It. Barney 
pitched a penny at the “ bob” too. It 
tt qui rid a critical eye to judge which was 
the butter pitch ; Brummagem, taking a 
bit of iron hoop from hia pocket, used it 
ns a rule, making it plain that his 
penny was the eighth of an inch nearer 
to the “ bob.” This Barney admitted by 
a nod of assent in reply to a look 
from Brummagem. The hopeful youth 
then laid a half penny on the bit of hoop 
and ht Id it towards Barney, who placed 
auoihvr halt penny busldo it ; and Brum- 
m-g- m, after solemnly spitting upon 
th«,oi for good luck, whirled bjth ha.f- 
pe. cu Into .be air with a peculiar mo ve
ina, t of the wrist. They came down 
" h uic,” and Brummagem pocketed them 
ia hi t nee, and pitched rgaln. So the 
pi c ii g a d tossing went on with vary- 
1, 1 cIl -ill Tom Maher announced to
B th V. the family were home from 
M js lt - hi* ho ir,” and that the mistress 
ha uu ’ how Barney had been en- 

g ue morning.
..i done for now or ever,” 

exclaimed Ba ney. And he began to de
bate with himself whether it was to bis
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THE STREETS
were almost Invariably the hands of those 
who came under the ban of the Apostle 
St Paul, who said, “ If a man will not 
work, neither let him eat” With hli 
wonderful sagacity that saint saw at t 
glance how that beautiful phenomena pre 
sented by the primitive Church, in whicl 
all men were so penetrated with the lovi 
of God and of Jesus Christ that no om 
called anything his own, was susceptible 
of great drawbacks and dangers, ant 
therefore he laid down
THAT STERN DECREE, SO UNLIKE THE MAW 

KISH UTTERANCES OF MODERN PHIL
ANTHROPISTS,

11 If any man will not work, neither le 
him eat.” Acknowledge, then, that 1 
was most difficult to do any good to thi 
poor ; he gave them the clue to that diffi 
culty. Men of business, for instance, ha< 
not time to ascertain the worthiness o 
the objects who claimed their compassion 
and hence the value of such institution 
as that Society of St. Vincent de Paul fo 
which he appealed to their sympathie 
that day. He would particularly mentioi 
as worthy of every confidence and sap 
port the patronage work of that society 
That work consisted in 
TAKING IN HAND THE YOUNG UNPRIENDE!

LABORING BOYS.
and youths of London, in trying to knoi 
them with a certain degree of intimacy, t 
ascertain their moral and religious con 
dltlon, and to back them up in thei 
endeavors to keep themselves straight wltl 
God and society. He was present the da; 
before at the opening of a new lnstalmen 
of that work at Soho—that work whic 
had already instituted all over the worl 
clubs or homes for unfriended and horns 
less boys. It was not possible to concelv 
any reasonable objection to such a worl 
as that. The care of those boys for th 
purpose of keeping them in the good wa; 
was a work
ABSOLUTELY

PROTESTANT TESTIMONY.

" There la Bessv Morris and Judy Bro
phy,’ said Nelly Donovan. “ I wondher 
why don’t they come Into the field ?”

“ She tonld me she wouldn’t oome at 
all,” returned Peg Brady, with something 
like a scowl. “ But I suppose Judy Bro - 
£>hy,called in for her, and she came wnd

“I’ll go call ’em over,” said Nelly, 
starting off at the top of her speed. Now, 
Billy Hrffernan happened to be standing 
all alone not far from the comer of the 
grove near which the ladles hid taken 
their pieces, and whether it was that 
Nelly looked at him Instead of looking 
before her, or whatever else might he the 
cause of her carelessness, her foot was 
caught In a bramble, and she was flung 
forward upon her face and hands with 
such violence that both Grace and Mary 
uttered an exclamation and looked fright
ened.

“O Nelly, did you fall?” said Billy 
Hefferuan. " Come here till I take you 
up.”

“I am a Protestant and I presume mostaMKrftter,:
this country and in Ireland ahead of ns In 
social parity You ran take a Protestant 
family into Loudon slum and put them 
Into a dirty room on the right hand top of 
the stairs, and then put a Catholic family 
on the other side of the stairs, and you
hilf f th "m1 t*°’.tllIae 01 four years 
half of the girls of the Protestant family
have gone to the bad and every member 
of the Catholic family have retained their 
ÏÎIÎ.ml h astonished when 1 went to 
Ireland by the contrast between that 
country and our own. 1 found the people 
there living in miserable hovels, num- 
bers of them m places where no human 
being should live, email, dark over 
erowded lairs, in which both sexes are 
shamefully herded together. I heard 
from Protestant and Catholic, from 
Urnomet and. Home Ruler alike that 
although they may be packed together
vouwiiltindTh ™ Kerry anc* elsewhere 
you will had they are the most virtuous
peasantry m the world. How is that ?

“ Is ,because the priests have 
preached sedulously and inculcated in 
the conlessmual and in i,milles the 
du .es of parents to children and tbe
th,/m »0Un.tlpeople t0 e,oh «“her. In 
this matter the result is, I say franklv
a moral miracle before which we Proles’, 
shame ”TB ™S°a ‘° bow our head, in

It Hared Ills Life.
Gentlemen, — I can recommend Dr. 

Fowler’s Extract of Wild Strawberry, for 
it saved my life when I was about six 
months old. We have used it in 
family when required ever since, and it 
never fails to core all summer complaints. 
I am now fourteen years of age.

Francis Walsh, Dalkeith, Ont.
Mr. G. W. Macnlly, Pavilion Monntain, 

B. C., writes : “ Dr. Thomas’ Eolectrio 
Oil is the best medicine I ever used for 
Rheumatism. Nearly every winter I 
laid up with Rheumatism, and have tried 
nearly every kind of medicine without get
ting any benefit, nntil I used Dr. Thomas’ 
Eolectrio Oil. It has worked wonders for 
me, and I want another supply for my 
friends, (fee,”

Jllss Helen R. Sinclair,
of Ninette, Man , writes that she has used 
Burdock Blood Bitters for loss of appetite 
and headache with the greatest benefit 
and heartily recommends it. Her ex
perience is shared by thousands, B. B. B, 
is a specific for headache,

“ Well Billy Ileffernan Is a provoklngly 
ungsllant young man,” Grace exclaimed 
with her ringing laugh.

Nelly Donovan, who was quickly on 
her feet again, laughed too, and flinging 
back her dark hair and twisting it Into a 
knot behind, came towards them more 
slowly, and called to her friends to come 
Into the field. Judy Brophy, who wm 
radient with smiles—and well she might, 
for since Ned’s marriage she had no less 
than three proposals—came down from 
the fence, and crossing the road at a run, 
climbed over the other, and was Immedi
ately shaking hands vigorously with Nelly 
Donovan, Bessy Mottle seemed half 
afraid to descend from the fence, which 
was unusually high, and Kathleen Hanly’e 
frown was even darker than Peg Brady’s, 
when she saw Hugh Kearney hand her 
down as carefully as If Bsssy Mottle were 
a lady,

“ Thank you, sir,” said Bessy ; and 
after returning Mary’s smile with a little
bow, she got over th. other fence without M,churn's abomat.c qu.nin. wm. is 
Hugh’, assistance, pretending not to distinctly superior to aoy other « 
notice that it WM proffered. I appetising tonic and fortifier,

T,^h 9 l®aPea.t. medicine in use is Dr, 
Eolectrio Oil, because so very 

Uttle of it is required to effect a cure* 
For croup, diphtheria, and diseases of the 
lnngs and throat, whether used for bathing
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JNInard’s Uniment for sale everywhere

WITHOUT ANT DBAWBAC 
WHATEVER.

It *as one of unmixed good, and h 
knew from hie own experience how man 
working men there were who owed ever) 
thing to such » home those he spok 
of. They may not all be able to jit 
actively in the work of the society, bo 
th«y could give It their sympath 
and support# He urged them t
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