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l’nv'lor Your Deads

Bammonh e tine
win
Ok tae piryiug folds of the willow's shads ;
Down low wbere Lthe bells come tolling,
h the sad years ouward rolling,
The dear dead faces we l0ved are laid,

Sueotor the Gila fowers biiring
00 ® Wi 0 fl o
"nor'o the worm is \angled in golden hair;
it o verdat shts st
oher the verdant s! )
wn'm the tired hands molder that placed
them there,

Bhori 'l-l l.lho eo:d m.{:‘eﬂ;‘lnl.
ong for iy
ﬂ%‘r:o‘;:h :ha?i:.d llllly llager in pain below ;
Piteoas the earnsst pleading,
And counstant the interceding.
Wraog out from those pstient realms of
woe.

Remember the far-off awestness,
Of yeurs that in felsl fleetness
P’und ouward llke gnlden dreams AwWAY ;
Andhmlnl‘ of the hov.fﬂ:::::'r.l‘:',
the tender words of ¢
o"ro‘lln the poor lips plwauu' in vain to-
8y,

Think of that Iight {iluming,
And thoge fearful flames consuming.
Into perfect w'itsness Lhe slightest staln ;
There bel lm’th?ryl '=||t ndnl:l:a'::l-h,
n friendless &
%ﬁ'ﬂu‘ﬂm seeking for ald 1u'valn,

rom friends that were held the dearest,
'rom hearts that were first and nearest,
From kindred love with a love t00 keen.
Also ! for the short regretting,
The long and the sure forgatiing,
And the tears dried up ere the grave was
green ;

Abh l'! how lh‘:luo hop; to mtolo!t; ‘thom.
eaven ow and gree m,
n‘l‘nmun the long uight deaf to thelr
prayers and ories ;
Remembering the cold negleoting,
‘What else can we be expecting
But to mee\ reproach in those gentle eyes ?

Bweet—the mysterions saadners
Toe strange and vnearthly gladneas,
That Dauth oa each calm, white brow has
wel
Ah! the kind and tender fasss,
Laid low in forsaken fluu.
They are not forgetting as we forgot.
—ALICE ESMONDE,

KNOCKURNAGOW

THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.,
BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

v CHAPTER XXIV.
%GoD BE WITH YE !”

Tae dissppearance of the light was
scsouated i,r when, after shatting the
door behind him, be saw Pafl Lshy sittiog
at the fire reading a newspaper, aud Billy
- flsrnan holdlug the candle for bim,

“What's the news, Pall 1" he asked.

“'Tis a2’ American paper I'm afther
gettin’ the lend of,” repllied Phll Lahy.
“But I orn't see much in id that we
hadn’t before, except that speech of Bishop
Haghes's, That's & great man,” sald Phil,
solemnly. “Bat I won't mind readin’ the
spee—spee—apeech,” he added, pronounc
lng the word wiih considerable d ffizulty,
“till to morrow.”

“Wouldn’s id be time to be goln’
home 1" Billy Hefferzan ventured to sug-

(1]
y “Yes, Bllly. ‘Home, sweet home,
there’s no place llke home.” I have »
poor wife,” continued Pbil Lahy, tnrning
round and looking stralght in Mat Dono-
vau’s face, “ihat would't say & word to me
—no matter what ['d do.”

“She is a good wife, sura enough,” re.
plied Mat, a8 he gently touched Phil’s
shin with the tongs, with the view of
inducing blm to draw his foot out of the
fire, into which he had just thruat it.

“Billy,” enld Pnll, afcer stariog at him
for a minute, “you’re lookin’ very bad.”

This was sald with a solemnity that
quite frightened Billy Hafernan,

‘ You ought,” Pail Lahy continued in a
fatherly way, “von ought to take a little
nourishment You'd waat it.”

“Tae divil cut the hand uv me,” re-
turned Billy Heffornan, recovering from
his fright, “If ever I take a dhrop uvany-
thiog stronger than wather. ’Tis little
gm':d {d ever done me while I was takin’
l 4

“That is, Billy, becauce you didn’t take
it In raleon. I'm not takin’ anything
syself now in a public house, on account
av a ltle promise I made. You'd say
now,” he added, turn'og suddenly to Mat,
“that I waa fond uv the dhrop 1”

He waited for a reply, but Mat only
lookad {nto the fice.

“No ; I wouldn'’t give you that for a
pun-puncheon of it.” And Phil laid the
top of his finger on his toogue, end efier
looking at it eteadlly as if there were a
thorn fa it, perfirmed the actlon known
a8 anupuluf the finger. “Not that would
1 give for It he repeated, “on’y for the
company.”

“An’ why couldn’t you have the com
pany widous the whiskey 1" Nelly asked.
“Many’s the pleasant company I see
where thero wasn’t elther a pint or a
glass ”

“Nelly,” sald Pall, looking very serl-
ously at her, bat answerlug her rather
wide of the mark, I forgot thankin' you
for the fresh eggs you sent to my poor
elck dsughter ; an’ our own hens stopped
Jayin’ this I don’t know how long.”

“Faix an’ 'tls the rame story we'd have
ourselves,” replied Nel'y, “if Mat could
have hls owa way, aa’ keep the hens out
on the roost he mde for ’em in the plg.
bouse ” We're gottin—."” Here Neliy
stopped ehort. She was about telling
him she was gettlng three half pence a
couple for her egge, when It occurred to
her it would look as if she wished to let
him see the extent of the favour ha was
thankiag her for.

“Nelly,” satd Phil Lahy, with a polite.
ness that was quite affecting, “I'll thank
you for waa of them kulttia’-needles to
ready this pipe.”

She plied her mneedles with increased
nimbleness for a few ssconds and then
handed bim one of them.

Phil thrast the knitting needle Into the
wooden stem of his plpe, bat forgot to
deaw it out, till it came in contact with
hls nose, as he was putting the pipe to his
mouth, which maie him start and look
very much estonished,

“It never could be eald of me, Mrs.
Donovan,” he proceeded—as he drew out
the kaltting needle, which slippad through
his fiagers several times—"It never couid
be eald that I”—here he paused and
looked Into her face as if romething had
steu k bLim fa the outline of her nose that
he had never notleed before—*‘‘that I,”” he
repeated, “ever went to bed wudout
sprinklin’ the holy wather on myeelf.
Aq’, ae long as & man has that to say, he
ean't ha called a drunkard at any rate,
Mra. Donovan.”

acted u,

n—supposing that Phil Lab
was dh::nd to aet upon {

ft—the late!

wes

“ ran {n to take my lave of ye, for
fear I mightn't see yo again,” sald & young
glrl, who stepped lightly into the kit-
:hn. forgetting to close the door bebind

or,

A gust of wind rushed in after her, and
was met by auother gust that rushed
down the chimney ; and both gusts join
Iog together, whirled round and round
Mat Donovan's kitchen, extioguishing the
candle which Billy Heffernan bad Iaid on
the end of the bench upon which be sa
and blowing the ashes saud some sparks o
fire futo Mrs. Donovan's lap, csusing the

0od woman to start to her feet and beat

or apron as If it were in a blaze about
her ; and, not content with this mischief,
the two guets of wind whirled up to the
thatcbed roof, and so jostled Nelly Dono
van’s hone about, on the roost over the
door, that thelr quernlous screams at
belng thus rudely snd ubseasonably
avakened from thelr re, were piteens
to listen to ; and then, by way of fisish
ing thelr frolle, the {ntraders swept the
ol: red :ook hll:':{l llr:m tao oolh‘rl-’p ln,
where he re) solitery ty,
bringlog bim down straight upon pall
Iaby’s head, who had just risen to his
feet and was makfog an lneffectual effort
to comprebend the state of affairs, and
upon Whom the sudden asssult hed such
an effect that he ered backward aud
was coming down In & sitting posture
upen the fire, when Billy Heffernen
osught him in his arms in time to prevent
the unpleasant catastropbe, Aud the two
gaets of wind, having falfilled thelr mis-
slon, went out of exlstence as suddenly
8s they came into Mat the Thrasher’s kit.
chen by the door and by the chimuey,

Mrs. Donovan blessed herself several
times. She had her own private opinion
¢ to the natare of the two gusts of wind ;
snd hed not & doubt that the dealzens of
Maurice Kearney’s fort were unueuall
frolicsome that night — witness N
Brophy’s bat and the old red cock, who
stood upon the hearth.stone looking quite
dezed and feolich, &s {f he were just after
recelving a box on the ear, which both.
ered him to that degree thet he was delib.
erstly walking into the fire till Nelly
enatched bim up in her arme.

“Faith, you wor never in Dablin, who-
ever you are,” ssld Bllly Heffernan, as
with & vigorous swing he pleced butt
Laby in bis chalr,

“Oh, wisba!” exclaimed the innocent
canse of the commotion, “see how I should
forget to shut the door,”

“Light the candle, Billy,” ssid Nelly
Donovan, “I wondher who bave we at
all? Maybe 'tis Judy Connell.”

“'Tls, Nelly,” wae the reply. “I'm
comin’ cut from town, an’ I didn’t like to
psss by wudout comin’ In to see yo as I
don’t know the minute or hour the eap-
taln’s letter might come, ar’ maybe I
mi;"htn't bave time to tske my lave uv

Sit down, Judy,” sald Mrs. Donovan
eadly.

“No, ma'am, thank you,” she replied ;
“Mary 1s wed me, an’ we're in a hurry
home, as there's o fow friends comin’ to
see me.”

“An’ is {d walkin’ ye are 1

“No, Nelly ; Joe Burke came wud us,
an’ brought bis borse an’ car,”

As she spoke she ran to Nelly, and,
flinglog her arms round her neck, kissed
her, we might say passionately.

Ste aleo kissed the old woman, but
more calmly,

They wers all now standing around her,
and as she gave her hand to Mat she trled
to smlle,

‘God be wad you, Mat,” said che, “tis
many’s the time we danced together at
the Bush.”

The recollection of those bappy timos
was too much for her, and the tears
guehed from her eyes.

‘God Almighty be wud ye all,” she
exclalmed in a choking volce, as she hur
rledly shook hands with Billy Heffsrnan
and Phil Lehy.

And asthe turned towards the door,
which Nelly ran to open for her, ehe
pressed one band on her bosom and the
other over her eyes, and & cry so full of
sorrow burst from her that the tears came
roliing down Mat Donovan’s cheeks
before he could turn away to hide them
under the pretext of placing the candle In
ita usual place on the little window, And
8 presentiment selzed upon nim at
that moment that his own heart would
one day feel the paug that wrung that cry
from the heart of Jady Ooannell,

“I never thought,” Nelly remarked,
when the emlgnnt girl bad left, “that
herself an’ Joe'd ever be parted.”
“'Tlen’t Joe's fault,” Mat returned ;
“his lase Is out, an he's expectin’ the
notlce every day llke the rest of the
tinante on the property. As fast as thelr
lases dhrop, out they must go.”

“Aq’ she tould me last Sanday,” con
tinued Nelly, *“that on'ly for her slsters
sending’ for her, she’d never go. She has
8 sore heart to night any way,” added
Nelly with a sigh.

“Short she'll think uv Joe, onca the say
{s betnue 'em,” Billy Heffornan obaorvea,
somewhat cyrically,

*“’Tis more llkely ’tls short Joe Il
think uv her,” retorted Nelly, apparently
nettled by the {nsinuation of female in-
constancy which Bllly’s romazk implied,

“May bs ’twould be out uv sight out
uv mind wud the two uv ’em,” Mrs,
Donovan ebserved. “An’ may be not,”
she added more serionsly, aftera pause,

“That,” sald Mat, who was gazing
thoughtfally into the fire, “that depends
on the soart they are, The round uv the
world wouldn’t put some people out uv
wan another’s mind  But there’s more
uv ’em,” he added, with a shake of the
head, “an’ the cross uv a stubble garden
woulddo 1d.”

*'Wisha, would [ doubt you for eayin’
a equare thing,” Nelly replied with a mix-
ture of surprise and contempt In her tone ;
“I wondher what put a stubble garden Into
your head? An’’tlsyou're the lad that'd
forget a glrl befora you'd be the cross uy
& bosheen, not to say a stubble garden,”
“The world 1s only a blae-rag, Bllly,
Have your equeeze out of 1d,” satd Mat,
sbaking off the gloom that seem to
opprees him durlog the eveulng, and
resuming his usual cheerful look,
“There’s more of 1d,” returned Nelly.
“Whoever called the world a blue rag
before ? I suppoes 'tls because Kit Cum.
mins came fa for a squeeze of Id a while

“Lot us ba goin’,” Billy Heffornan sug-
gested, But before the hiat could be

8go, that put the blue-rag into your head,

that wouldn't mind any wan, than a fel
low that'd be goin’ about palaverin’ every
gizl he'd meet.”

“I don't know,” retorted Mat, with a
shrog of bis shoulders, “I had my filng
among ’em, sure enough; but where's
the wan uv 'em that ever bai to sy &
bad word uv me 7"

Mat gszed futo the fire sgein, with
that loui of his which bad in it such a
strange blending of bumour and sadnees,
like the mueic of bis country. The
smile was on his lip, and the smile was
in bis eye. bat for all thet there was s
melting sometbiog in big Mat Donovan's
face, 88 he gezed Into the turf fire, that
made Bllly Heffernan expect every mo-
ment to see the bumourful eye swim in
tears and the smiling lips give passage to
a sigh. The righ did come : but not the
tears. Aud Mat Donowen, leauivg back
fo his chelr, and with & sidelorg glance
up at the collar-beams, relioved bis feel-
ings, as was his wont on such ocoasions,
by chentivg one of his favorite songs.

Now, if we were drawing upon our im-
agination we would give Mat the Thrash.
er a more suitable song than he chose to
siog on this not eventful ulght—lo far &
our (perhape) not eventful history s con.
cerned—even if we were obliged to com
pose one z‘nhll for him., But belng
simply the faitbful chromicler of the sy
foge aad dolngs, joye and sorrows of
Knecknegow, & re for truth compels
ue to record thet Mat the Torasher’s song
was no other than that sentimentalest of
sentimental lyrics, “Oh, no, we never
mention her.”

And, furthermire, we feel bonund to
state that this song was second to none in
popularity among the muelc loving peo-
ple of Kuocknagow. How is this to be
socounted for? Is there some inmate
good hid umder the lackadalsical in this
renowned effort of Mr. Haynes Balley’s
muse? Or might it be thet “the haw
thorn tree” brought the bush near Mans-
ice Kearney’s back gate, with its host of
tender assoclations, to the minds of the sing
ers and listeners ! Oz, to make amother,
aad, probubly, the best guess, perbaps the
words,

‘“Were I in a foreign land

They'd find no ehange in me,”
came home to many s loving heart in
Kuocknogow ? For eome or all of these
reasons, or for some reason unknown to
ue, this nng, as we have sald, was popu-
lar in & high degree, from the cross-roads
at the foot of the hill to the cross rosds at
the top of the hiil ; and indeed we. might
say a9 far as the eye of & spectator stanmd-
ing on Maurice Kearney’s fort could
reach all round,
‘*'f1s true that I behold no more

The valley where we met,

Ido not see the hawthorn tree,
But how ean I ferget ?”

8o sang Mat the Thrasher. And Nelly,
who at first seemed disposed to bo scorn
fol, when he cameo to thess words began
to accompaay him unconsclously, bat in
an almost fusudible veice. Billy Heffor-
nan bent down with bis elbows on his
kvees and bis hands coverlag his face,
Mers. Donovan’s arms dropped %y her eide,
aud a dreamy look came into her sad
face, as {f her thoughts went back to the
far paat. Yes | there wae “a valley where
we met” in her memory, and as she
smoothed her gray hair over her templee,
Mrs. Donovan atealthily wiped a tear
from her cheek with the back of her
haud.

And Mat the Thrasher’s song reminds
us that at the very last wedding we had
the honour of baing Invited to in the
nelgbbourhood of Knocknagow, the two
maueiclane, standing in the corner appro-
Prlned to them, commenced to play a
‘elow tune” during the Interval between
two dances ; which slow tune so faseln.
ated our good friend, Father Hannigen,
who was a bigoted admirer of Irish
musle, that he lef: kis place bshind the
mahogany table at the opposite slde of
the room, and, after pushlog his way
thzough the dancers, stood with folded
erms close to the musiclane, who, flattered
by the compliment, put thelr whole souls
lnto their fiddles. Aud when we, at the
suggestion of the bride’s father, went to
escort Father Hannlgan back to hls place
at the mahogany table, and to the little
comforts ‘‘smiling” thereon—we borrow
the expression from a well-known song
beginning
*‘Let the farmer pralse his grounds,

Let the huntaman praise his hoands,” etc.,
—he lald his hand impressively on our
saoulder and sald in & whisper :

“That’s a fine thing !”

“Why, that,” we replied, ‘‘ls the English
sentimental song—‘Ob, no, we uever
mention her.'” To which Father Hannl.
gau frowoed & scornful contradletion,
But we having relterated the assertion
Father Hannigan listened again, an
suddenly turnlog to us with a look of
profound amazement, sald :

“Begor, you're right !"

Aud then Father Hannigam made his
way back to the mahogany table, rubbing
the eide of hie head, and evincing all the
symptoms of a man consclous of having
been ‘“‘sold.”

So the muslc 8s well as the words of
this much-abused lyric bas been a puzzle
to us.

Aud before dlsmislng Mr Haynes
Balley, we must farther resord that an
other song of his, thongh “caviare to the
general,” was a declded favourite with
Mat the Thrasher. He was wout to chant
with great feellag how “She wore a
wreath of roses the time when first we
met,” and a “wreath of orange blossoms”
on the second occaslon, And when once
agaln they met, the widow’s cap had
taken the place of roses and blorsyms,
Mat’s rendering of this last stanza was
quite heart-breaking, But the great trl-
umph was & new reading of the Iast line
but one. In the original it Is, we bellave,
*'And there {s no one near

To press her hand within his own,

And wipe away the tear,”

which Mat altered, whether Intentlonally
or not we never could dlecover, to

‘‘But there was no one near

To roll her in his arms
Aund wips away a tear.”

Mat Donovan eang on, with his eyes
fixed on the collar beams, and with a ¢on-
tinuous wavy motion of the heal, which
had a softnees in it {n harmony with the
bumouronsly pathetlc look which was
peculiar to him when the theme of his
song, or hls discourse, or his thoughts
hnrpencd to be that which we are assured
rules the court, the camp, the grove, and

I'd rather o man lke yourself, Blily,

even ‘“‘makes the world go round,”

lest,” sald Mrs. Donovan, looking at Mat,
as il she suspected he was in the tofls, as
long as he seemsd to have kept clear of

able nap, with bis bead bavging over the
back of bis chair, uanoticed by everybody
except Bllly Heffernan, who gave him an
ocoasfonal push when he showed symp-
toms of tumbling off

“We muet stir bim up,” sald Bllly,
“Glve bim s sbako, Mat, au’ tell him to
corae home "

“Come Pbil,” sald Mat, shaking him,
Yget up and pay for your bed.”

Phil opened h!s eyes and stared about
bim es if the whole place were gnite
strange to him, Bat, on recogniz ng Mat,
who was shaking him by the collar, Phil
laby commenced to laugh, as If he
thought the proceeding the fuuniest and
most slde-aplitting of practical jokes,

“I'l’nt," sald he, “you wor alwaysa play-

“The divil & much of & play boy in id,”
returned Mat; “I'm on'y tellla’ you to
koep your eyes open,”

“No doubt, no doubt,” Phil replied,
with the look of a man that couldn't
laugh If it were to save his life. *'No
doubt, Mat;” and he nodded so far for-
ward that Bllly Heffernan stretched out
his bands with & start, imagining that he
bad taken a sadden fancy to dive head
foremost into the fire,

“Let us be movin’, Phil,” mid Billy
Heffornan, * Tl gottic’ late an’ I must
be off, :n' we msy as well go home to

or.

“You know, Bllly, I have a poor wife
that wouldu’t my & word to mse, no matter
what I'd do.”

I kuow that,” Billy replied, as if *twas
the most sorrowful thing he ever heard in
his life,

“Poor Norsh ls comin’ on fimely,”
Nolly observed. ¢“'Tis long slnce I see
ber lookin’ so well a« sbe did to day.”
Tae mention of Nerah's name bad an
instantaneous effect upon ber father, whe
seemed to become almost seber in &
moment,

Billy Heffernan expected this result,
and yet he could mot mention Norah's
aame himeelf.

“Billy,” said Pbil Lahy, leekirg at him
88 if it were he and mot Nell who hed
spoken, or rather as If no one had spoken
at all—“Blily, I have a daughter, sn’ the
like uv her {s not in the werld.” He sald
this cenfidentlally, leaning forward as if
he were imparting a secret to him,

Taat effection of the throat which bad
prevented Bllly Heffernan from at onoe
complying with Norab’s request that he
wauld play “Auld Lang Syne” was now
observed by Nelly Donmoyan, who was
watchivg him very clesely.

Perhape Nelly Domovan had her own
reasons for watching Billy Heffornan ; and
poesibly his preeence had something to de
with Ler forgetfulness a while ago, in
reference to the leeks and ‘‘roasters.”” Ard
when she seld that she’d rather & man like
him that “wouldn’t mind anyone” thaa
“a rag on every bush” like Mat, she had
cortaln misgivings that her words did not
exactly apply to Billy’s case ; and now as
she looked at him she felt sure that they
did not. But though her first feeling, on
making this discovery, wes one of disap-
polutment, if not of paln, it soen gave
place to admiration and sympathy at the
recollection of Norah's pale face. And
Nelly Donovan never cared so much for
Billy Heffernan as now that she balived
he cared for another.

“Billy,” sald Pbil Luby ralsing from his
chalr, “you ought to be In your own
house. A young man ought to keep regu-
lar hours.”

“Well,” I b'lleveso,” replied Billy, get
ting np from the bench in the corser and
stretchiog his arms. “Good nightto ye.”
“Mat, [ have somethin’ to be talkin’ to
you about,” Phil observed before he
reacked the door, “but 1t will do snother
time. Good.night, Mrs, Donovan,”
“Good night, Phil. Nelly, hold the
candle for’em till they get a past the turn ;
Ib'lteve the wight is very dark.”
“There’s great fear of ’em,’” returned
Nelly ia her good-hamored way. “Here,
take this in your hand,” she centinued,
resentiag a blackthorn stick to Bllly
effernan : “maybe you might meet the
night.walkers. And 'tls the stick you
ought to get,” she added, glving him a
blow of ber open hand as he stepped over
the threshold.

*'Tis a shame for you,” sald her mother.
“You'll never have a etim uv slose,” At
which Nelly Donovan laughed her 1iagin
laugh es she closed the door and fastene
it with the back stick,

“Helgho ! heart—wan here an’ another
in Qork,” ehe exclaimed, as she took the
broom from behind the door and tucked
up her apron, putting the corner under
the string behind her back.

“Wisha, Mat," she continued, “how long
ou’re about makin’ thim couple uv
rooms, These sally brooms don’t hold a
minate, Wan birch broom ’d be worth a
dozen uv ’em.”

“I'll desire Barnoy to cut the makin’s
uv ’em,” replied Mat, “the next time he's
goin’ over to Ardboher., I haven’t time
myeelf, if you don’t want me to go In the
night—or lose a Sunday for ’em.”

Mat Donovan, we are bound to cenfess,
would not have thought it a mortal ein to
cut the makings of & broom on the Sab-
bath, and by "lodng a Sunday”’ he meant
loslog a daacs, or the hurling, or the hunt,
which he could only enjoy on the day of
rest, As he spoke to his slater, he un-
folded a crumpled ballad, and was jast
beginning to hum the chorus, when hia
mother reminded him that it was time to
go to bed.

“Well, I b'lieve s0,” he replied, rolling
the ballad between his hands, like a ball,
and replacing it in hie waistcoat pocket.

“What ralson do {ou rowl it up that
way instead of foldin’ 1d right 9" Nelly
asked, “1 thought *twas goln’ to play ecut
wud 1d you wor.”

“You know nothin’,” returned Mat—if
Ifolded 1d right, as you say, ‘twould cat
{n my pocket ; an’now id won’t.”

He was on his kuees by his hedside
without requiring another hint, And b
the time his mother and Nelly had their
prayera sald, and the house swept, and the
fire raked, Mat the Thrasher was sound
asleep,

Aud go, for the present, we wish good
night to the occupants of this humble
little Tipperary home,

TO BE CONTINUED,

*'As long as the fox runs, he's caught at

danger.
Pgll Laby bad been Isklnf s comfort. ¢

THE LEPERS' NEW FRIENDS,

BISTER ROSE GEATRUDE AND THE
PRINCE OF WALHS.
Miss Amy C. Fowler, otherwise Slster
Rose Gertrude, the young womsn now in
New York on her way to the leper lsland
of Moloka!, wes first btonght to the
kuoowledge of the Britlsh publlc by the
Pitnce of Wales, and forthwith be
came & nine-dey senefition all through
the Unlted Kingdom, and a mys-
tery as well, for it wassome time after
the public first learned that such s young
woman exlsted before her name and fden-
tity weredlsclosed. The Prince of Wales,
it shonld be known, has begun to make a
hobby of the leper question, and has been
fustrumentsl in the foundation in Great
Beitain of & national leprosy fund,
intended to be nsed for the protection of
Great Britain against the disease. In ald
of this cause a dinner was given a shoit
time ago st the Hotel Metropole in Lon.
don, the Peince presiding, the Duke of
Norfolk, the Archbishop of Osnterbury,
the Doke of Fife, and other uotables
being guests, along with Father Pamphile
de Veuster, a brother of Father Dawlen.
The princlpal addres of the evening was
made by the Prince. In It he gave adeal
of new and startlivg information upon
the subject of leprosy in the British col-
onfes, the extent of which had not there
fore been fally understood.

Then came tte reference to Slster Rose
Gertrade, which was the sensation of the
evening, the Prince eayleg: “Simce I
came here this evening I have received o
commaunication, the nature of which I am
anxious that you shonld know. A lady
s going out to nurse the lepers in
Mo{‘oh , and she mils on Saturdey next
from Liverpocl She is twenty-seven

clergyman of the Cbureh of England,
altbough she has been a Roman Outholic
for the last eight years. I do not thiak
that this Is an lmproper oceaslon for
withing her ‘Godspeed,’ and to expres a
bope that she may do much to mitigate
the sufferiag of ti- uofortunate people
she Is gelng to.”

Spoml:aon as to the identity of the
{olu womaen 0 willing to eacrifice her
ife for the good of the most wnfortane of
her race at once became rife all through
England, but it was the wish of the young
woman that her recret ehould be main
talned, and she had her way for several
daye It wae Inevitable that such a thlng
thould come out, however, and before
long the whole story was belng told
throughont the press of the kingdom, and
one paper sueceeded {a obtelnlag or in
saying that it }ai obtained an interview
with the young womsn, Io this she
mentioned ipcidentally that it was her
desire, when she got settled down in her
new home, to purchaee a pisao with which
to help eatertain the lepers. In default
of any idea as to what elee to do to meni
fest sympathy and admiration for the
young woman, some enthusiestic British.
ors at once startel a “Lepers’ Plano
Faud,” which at last accounts was recelv.
ing numerous contributione.

Mise Fowler seems to be & thoroughly
womanly character in epite of the gran-
deur of the work she kas taken up, for
her shyness aud her ready bluch are
spoken of by all tbe Eaglish papere, and
ie addition there le told a little aneodote
which betrays the character of the
womsan., A visitor had been talking with
ber as to her work, aund, telllag of her
farewell, says :

“I zose to go; a photograph on which
the sweet young nun had written her
name and her motto wae give to moasa
souvenir of our meeting, but as I turned
to go she hesitated, her bappy eyes be-
cams once agaln very grave aud dreamy,
and, with the het blcod rushing into her
cheeks, ehe handed shyly an old little
prayer book over to me, and turning to
the fly-leaf at the end, sald, in bashfu!
confueion :

‘I don’t know whether I ought to tell
you, but ucless I do I shall not have ex-
plained one of the ressous of my great
whth to go and llve with and help the
lepers.’

“In Mlss Fowler's small clear hand-
writing a prayer was written on the leaf,
the touching, Fltbetic prayer which {s sald
to have been found on the chest of the
Prince Imgerlal when he was carrled dead
from the battlefield In Zaluland, Mles
Fowler pointed to the passage.

‘“/1f Thou only givest on this earth a
cortain sum of happiness, take, O God, my
share aud bestow it on the most worthy,
It T’hon seekest vengeancs on man, stelke
me,

“'Grod-bye,” she sald, as we stood at
the door and looked out {ato the stormy
night, ‘Giod-bye, and think sometimes of
me ; perhaps we may meet again.’”

A reporter called upon Mlss Fowler the

she is ltopﬂlng with friends, She was
dressed In the same plain sult of black,
which ehe had worn in her trip across the
Atlantle in the Bothnis, There was not
o elngle ornament, and her dark hrown
hair was brushed emoothly back from a
low brow and caught In a brald bebind.
Her face Iz an attractive one, with small,
delloately-cat features. At firat sight 1t
seems girlish, bat there is an earnestness
of purpose shown !n {t and in every word
that Mlss Fowlor uttered which showed
that there Is no danger of her faltering in
the work which she has set out to accom
plish. Miss Fowler is barely four feet
bigh and of slight figure,

“This {s the first time I have been In
terviewed,” she sad ia & low, muslcal
volce, with just the slightest Eaglish ac
cent, “Ever since I determined on my
misslon I have been keenly sensative to
the criticlsm that I felt it would excite,
My identlty was kept a secret until two
days before I ealled, and after that I
steadily refused to talk with the reporters
of the Faglish newspapers, I have been
80 kindly treated though, by all who
know of my mission that I have consented,
for the sake of the cause in which I am
laborlng, to Iny aside my scruples,’
“When did you first concelve the idea
of taklag up this work 1" asked the re-
porter,

“It was one Sunday,” Miss Fowlar be.
gan, “‘seven years ago, when I was visiting
friends at Brighton. I had just & short
time before joined the Roman Catholic
Churtch, and on this particular Sunday
we were attending the Church of St,
John the Baptist, Father Johnston was
preaching, and in hls eermon he told of
the leper colony at Kalawao and of

e ————— A ———
Minard’s Liniment Cures Garget in
Cows, .

years of age and is the daughter of a| Kala

other day ata house in Brooklyn, where | ]

me then like an inspiration that I should
devote myself to these poor unfortunates,
I wanted to go then but I was only twent;
and my frlends periuaded me to walt
I was older end knew somethiog of the
dread disease with which I would be
brought io contact, As time went on m;
purpose only became more deep-teated,
Two years sgo I began the training in
Parls under Pasteur, aud in the hospitals
there, which was to give a sclentific ac.
qualutence with this dlacase. This will
enable me to make investigations myself
while acting ne a nuree in the Hawailan
leper colony that may be of importaace
to medical men in thelr efforts io check
the progroes of the disease, which tas now
ot such a foothold all over the globe.
bile [ was in Parls I was in the employ
of Eoglish publishers, and when I was not
attending lectures or classics at the hos.
pitals I was transcribiog, by mears of the
typewriter, the reports of various Con-
grewes and bodies which met there.
These reports were sent to London for
ublication, Ia Paris all the best medical
ectures are given on Bundl{ and in the
eveniugs, s0 my time was well taken up.”

‘Did you mske a general study of
medicine 1”

“No, Iconfired my attention to my
epeclalty and to Pasteur's methods of die-
covering the micio orgamlems of varlous
diseases. 1 was present at his experi-
ments and those of his assistants in tnocu-
lation. We bad at the Hospital Salnt
Louls seveal victims of leprosy, and I
learned there a great deal ab)rut the
disease, Of course, yon understand,
though, that I only go out as a nurse.”

It was while ehe was in Parls that Miss
Fowler, through friends there, obtained
from the Hawalian Government the charge
of the leper hospital at the colony in
Wao,

“The Government mskes it a rule,”

she continued, “that only thoee belong.
fng to religlous orders shall be allowed to
work {m the leper colony. Last Septem.
ber the !hwl:rm Government sent word
that it would leoott me and gave me &
salary for the work I am to undertake,
Three moaths later I took the vows of the
Third Order of 8t. Dominfe, It was not
alone beoause the Hawallan Government
reyulres it that I jolaed the order, but I
foit that my wmissien would be sanctified
by that action. The Saperior General of
the Ocder granted me a special dispensa-
tlon which enables me te take the name
of Blster Rose Gertrude.”
Five months ago Miss Fowler began
her preparations. There was a great deal
to be done in that time, taklug leave of
friends and breeking off all tles forever.
Much of her time was spent with her
fatber, who {s a Oburch of Eogland
clergyman at Bath, her birthplace. *I
bad basiness to finlsh up in Eogland,”
the sald, and arrangements to make with
my brotker and slster for the disposition
of my sffairs, for you kaow it was llke
dyiog.”

“Yee,” she centlnued after a pause,
with her hands clasped in her lap. ¢I
think I realize just what I am venturing
into, and I have no hope of escaping the
discase, Then, you kmow, ufter I am
once on the island with the lepers there
ls no turnlug beck, for the G vernment
dees not altow it. "I do mot expect to
take any but ordinery precautions sgaines
the disesce.”

Miss Fowler told with a sparkle in her
eyes what an interest Eagland took in all
work {a bebalf of the lepers,

“My people espesially admired the
herotem of Father Damien,” she sald, “for
pluck, more than anything else, appeals
to our rece.”

Just before leaving Eagland Mias
Fowler recelved a blessing from Ca:dinal
Maoning, and through him the blsesiz g
of the Pope as well, who has taken o
speclal luterest in the young woman’s
minion,

‘"The hoepitable at Kalawso, of which I
am to have charge,” suid Miss Fowler,
“always contalus fifty or sixty patlents.
I tutend to do what I can to brighten thelr
lives. 1don’t Intend ts forget my sclenti-
fic work, for which I am taking with me
a microscope, whick will ald me greatly in
making a study of the disease, and &
camers, with which I shall make photc-
graphs, which may prove of value to the
medical werld.”

Miss Fowler 1s anxlous to reach Hawail

88 8000 s poesible, bat the elow trip made
by the Bothnia will prevent ber from
catching the next steamer from San Fran-
cleco, She will sccordingly remaln with
her frisnds in Brooklyn for a couple of
weeks at least before starting for Ssn
Francleco. When she leaves glew York
the w:ll travel alone on the rest of her
long journey,
Contributlons of any sort from those
who are iInterested in the unfortunates of
Kalawao will be acceptable to Miss Fow-
or. They can bs sent to R, F Downing
& C),, 63 Beaver street, New York,

The great majority cf so-called cough
cares do little more than Impair the
digestive functions and create bile, Ayer's,
Cherry Pectoral, on the contrary, while it
cnres the cough, does not interfere with
the functions of either stomach or liver.
He Yielded to Persuasion.
“For years I suffercd from dyspepsia in its
worst forms, and after trying a!l means in
my power to no purpose, friends persuaded
me to try Burdock Blood Bitters, which I
did, and after using five bottles I was com.
pletely cured.” New McNeiL,
Leith, 3
Mr. Thomas Ballard, Syracuss, g?bY.
writes: ‘1 have been atilicted for nea.rly:
a year with that most-to be-dreaded diseass
Dyspepsia, and at times worn out with
pain and want of sleep, and after trying
almost everything recommended, I tried
one box of Parmelee's Valuable Pills, I
am now nearly well, and believe they will
care me, I would not be without them for
any money,"”
The Candid Trath,
I used Hagyard’s Yellow Oil this winter
for the firet time for croup and must say I
find no better remedy forit. Mixxik Reip
Lestowel, Ont. Yellow Oil i8 & specific fo;
croup and sore throat ; it never fails,

There are a number of varieties of corns,
Holloway’s Corn @ure will remove any of
them. Call on your druggist and get a
bottle at once,

A Cure for Deafness.
There have been many remarkable cures
of deafness made by the use of Hagyard'’s
Yellow Oil, the great housshold remedy for
puin, inflammation and soreness, Yellow

Qil cures rheumatism, sore throat and

Father Damfen’s labors there, It came to

oroup, and is usefal internall .
nally for all pains and in,im-itm:y g
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A SISTER AT SALT LAKE. |of

THE EVILS OF MORMONISM AND THE
ORUELTY OF BRIGHAM YOUNG.

In the last pumber of the American | tra
Catbolic Quarterly Review is a psper of | bef
unusual interest on “Forty Years in the | mg

American Wilderness.”

It 1a feom the | mg

en of Mother Austin, a Blster of Mercy, | po:
:ho spent some years at Salt Lake Oity, |l:"
After a brief sketch of the rise of the | ]ar
sect aud its settlement in Utab, Mother | hol
Austio sayse: bas
“The controllirg authority of the Moz~ | me

mon Church hes aiways been exercised by | of

Amerlcsns of Saxon linesge. It s even

said that several of the first ¢Twelve | tip
Apostles” came from famtlies that had | wi
articipated in the struggle for nationsl | ¢h

dependence.

allen organization,
Chatholie.
Mormons rather avoided
tries, Spanlarde, Italians, French, Irish, | o]

It s pot, therefore, quite | ye;
correct to speak of Mormonism as an | o
It was always non. | th
Even in lukln& recruits, the | th|

atholic coun. | ¢h,

Mexicans, are sovght in vain awmong the | cq

Latter Day Salots It disclples were | o

deawn mainly from the lower grades of | th

non-Cathollc nations.
seething vortex men and women of ordin-

But fnto this| ¢o

ary education, and & few of more than | e
IV’OH e abllity, from the O'd World and | no

the

ew, bave been drawn., Time and | B,

sgain bave deluded creatures turned thele | T
backs on home, frierds and country to |y

seek salvation in this awfal fanaticlem | o

The Catholls faith seems to have been | m;
the only gis capable of protecting souls | B,
from tbis stupendous parody on things | hg

decent, fittiog, and epiritnsl. ,

¢« o o] ha

%“The Mormon men seemed dull, vu'gar | w,
and clownish ; no doubt there are many | ar

exceptions.

‘When I look at them,’ sald | ¢
* » prominent Gsntile, ‘I think thelr bor- | by

rible system should be uprooted by fire | N

and sword.’ Not so the writer.
never be glorified by persecution.
to Itself, it will tumble to pleces. When | o

Itshould | §,
Lalt | of

Mormons break the laws by bigamy or | 4
other crimes, they euffar not as martyrs, | 45

bat as evil doers,
to pose as victims.

Yet it s theie polley | p

“The Mormon women look shapelees | 4

d el ly; thelr faces soulles), their|
por g ¢ ’é Seen In tho'unnda 1:

eyes fishy, dead.

fesulng out of the tabernacle on a fine | f,
Sandsy afternoon, with their slatternly | ¢
figures and elouching galt, they do, In | §
deed, appear ‘the off scouring of all” | p;
Nothing blithe or gay about them as they | |
waddle along ; no glow upon the cheek, | «
no sparkle in the eye, no trlm, graceful | I.

robes, no womasnly dignity.

Those | n

whom we saw were downright ugly, and | ¢}

bad a wizened appearance.
the expreseion was repulsive and defiant,
in others repulsive and sad. Msny of
the children are sfflicted with physical | ¢
deformity, and not a few are ea'd to be
idlotic. 1
creased of late years, The groups have
a decldedly forelgn appearance. Light
halr and the Scandinavian cast of features
predominate.”

1
Some of our readers ma{ recall Kate |
e i

Field’s letters frcm Salt Lake City some

years sgo, and her assertion that the| 4
i

fanaticlem of the women waa the bulwark
of Mormonism., The experience of the
United Siates cfficlais in thslr efforts to

v
f
root out polygamy corroboreted her. | ¢
t

The Sister of Mercy glves cumulative
evidence. It is easy to persuade A woman
that a thing which is hard to flesh and

a bounden duty. The ignorant women,
without religlpus snchorage, who were
drawa into Mormonism, were taught
that the heart-crucifixion of wives, in
the polygamous marriege relation, was,
if patiently borne, their pasport to high
happlness in Paradise. Taose who eculd
pot be thns deluded into resignation of
thelr wifehood’s divine right were terror-
{zed into submicslon, or, in the lifetime
of the Mormon prophet, held by thelr
abject falth in bim. Mother Austin, lo
the brief dialogue appended, gives a case
in point: :
“No one but & Mormon womap,” sald

a poor, faded creature, “can know the
torture, the horror, of this diabolicat cua-
tom.”
“You think it wrong, then? You are
not deluded iato beiisving it right 1”
“Oh, no, I never could belleve such
abominations.”
“Well, now, the head cof your religion
practiced these abominatiovs How con
you follow h's teachiogs in other poluts?
“Oh, that 1s entlrely different, He was
right whatever he did.”
Mother Austin describes the personal-
ity of this modern Mokanna, the terrible
despot and money grabber, who, never-
theless, “did herd thiogs in & kindly
fashion, kept the rabble on his slde, ansi,
was worshipped by his motley clieatele,
She continnes: *His unctuous words
were seasoned with Scriptural allusions,
and emitted in a clear, finely modulated
volce, with which one could not readlly
connect any disposition to cruelty. His
gentle condeacension and quiet self pos-
sesslon sometimes threw strangers cff
thelr guard, apd mado them wonder
whether this blaad, corteous gentlemsn
was in reality the terrible Brigham. He
would deecribe his sufferings with a pa-
thetic alr, aud pose as a victim with so
much grace that tears sometimes be

]
blood is necessarily a good thing—even |
1
I

n
The deaf and dumb have in |
y
o

In " some | 4,

the eyes of an impresslonable
?i:t:::r. o y When he made tours, or,
what the old Eoglish would call ‘pro-
gresses,” through the country, young

men, unasked, went out before his car

remove stones or other cbatruc
:11:?1: ;:om the rocky roads lest his sacred
person should be jolted, On his arrival
at Mormon hamlets, little glrls in white,
with eashes of celestial blue, used to march
and gambol before him, Every material
misery found a counterpol:e in him. He
sought.to eliminate all the supernatural

f which ho was not the medium, He
?late‘x'md gently to the woes of the plural

onsorts who came to him fr‘u‘ a remedy
:vhlch he could not glve. Simllar woes
disturbed kis own castles.

{ew soft words from him, they would sab

mit to thelr hard lot with patient endur-

But after a

ance from which no perfume of genuine

lety exhaled.”

His honest opinion of the polygamy

hich he preached and practiced may be
::fe:nd h?( m his dying worde, as reported
by one of his grond children: “I never
bhad & wife but one, and ttat was my

”
ﬁrsl:.ﬂ[gham Young dlecouraged any mater

ial progress that
Gentiles.”

wight brivg In “the
But whenever he fourd that

he was powerlees to hinder, as in the cace




