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iple-| So to the miil he went ; ang if §
will | were reverent to make such speculalt
at a [ tions, we should be disposed to gy,
lous | that some of . those strong, ,,-w:.}'
oth, | angels, of whom they had been :t
am ! | lately conversing, went with hiy -“;,}’
her, | kept company with him that day !;li he
oth- | fought with the bitterness of lli; '»"\}l‘

heart, and conquered. They m-n.l
dur- | surely there, helping him to drm:
ally | away the falsehoods which self-love

kept whispering, and to beayr the
eof- | dreary discomfort of his feelings : ang

her | when he came back at the cl

> to- | day, it was with a heart at peac .v,'m‘
himself, and with all the world besjqe
na,” When Mary paid him her usual vig,
hap- [ before dinuer, she found him o) ”tr
dis- | pale and tired, indeed, but the ;,u]
rnip | was gone.  ‘‘ What has been (e
matter, with you, old fellow ?" g,
said | said.  “* Mamma would have it it was
wver | 4 cold : Gertrude said it was t( mpe 1“
nust | and it looked to me very like a fif of
pel; | the dumps.” ;
Arm Geoffrey drew his sister to him, and
the [ kissed her. ‘“‘Gertrude was right -
ap- | he said : ‘‘something happened wh "}
ows | put me out. The devil, I suppose,
ery | was seeking something to devour, ap
1 on | he tried to lay hold of my heart ; |
on- | think I've been even with him
ook Mary looked at him affectionate
nd- | His gray eyes were weary and fadeg
You | but there was, or she fancied '5.“1..-
wrm | Was, a look on his face she had nevep
ally | seen there before : the beauty of
am | soul was streaming through the ¢ 8
of its rough mortal covering
led | old Geft,” she thought to he
think of my having been
I'm | self while he was suffe ) How
ow, | selfish I have been, and how generous
uld | he is !”

And Mary was not far wrong,
ion | few things are more selfish than some
* to | kinds of happiness, and none more
ely | ennobling than a battle with one's own

in | nature.
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at all ye know about the Banshee

Sure she's never crossed the sea to
Ameriky yet ; and your country is too
new, so it is, for her. It’s only in the
old country and for the old, old famil

ies, she do be coming, when death is
near. No, no, jewel, it's nothing at all,
at all, ye know about the Banshee.”
' tie,” I pleaded, my childish
curiosity aroused, ‘‘if we haven't any
Banshee in America, how can I ever
know about her unless you tell me ?

“See that, now ! Katie laaghed the
low, sweet laugh of the Irish peasantry

‘‘It’sa story ye dobe wanting.” Well,
jewel, bring up the creepystool, while I
peel the praties and I'll tell you what
I know of the Banshee.”

Ah me ! how that sweet spring day
in the wide low kitchen of Lord Tal-
bott’s cottage in pretty sea-girt Mala-
hide comes back to me now. 1 was a
little Irish American, bornin the South,
aud carried back to the old land, when
my parents refugeed from the war
The village was a heavenly sort of
place for an imaginative child— the
rolling surf of blue Dublin Bay, the
snow-white strand, the breezy, heather

covered hills that.at times dipped down
to the restless tide, it was all full of joy

to me. DBack of the cottage, was a
garden of sweet marjories and miguon

ette, with little holly-bushes marking
out the paths. In one corner was a
cluster of lilacs, tall enough to form a
summer house. In another, one of
flowery elders, and still another of plum
trees. No happier child ever played
and dreamed in prettier palaces than I
in my summer houses, with roofs of
white, and purple and red. AsI sat
in the kitchen with Katie Molloy, the
cook, I could reach out my hand, from
the low-window and pick the mignon

ette and cowslips. How sweet the
kitchen always seemed, so cool and
clean, too. Katie herself was good to
look at ; and, child as I was, I had an
eye for the beautiful ; and found it
gratified in the picture of this young
peasant girl, with rose-clear face, her
deep blue, jet-fringed eyes, her red lips
Jjust parted to show her white teeth and
thick shining black hair.

I was Katie's pet, and the creepy-
stool in the kitchen my favorite place.

I knew all about Katie's affairs—her
invalid brother, her bustling mother
and most of all about Teddy. How I
would clap my hands and shout when I
caught sight of Teddy O'Driscoll, down
on the beach! I would whip up my
donkey, and when Teddy would hear
me coming he would run out of the
water where he was drawing the seine
and lead my donkey, away far into the
bay. What a delightful fear it was,
when the water would come up so far I
would have to tuck my little feet under
me ; and sit like a Turk on the broad
saddle. But I felt so safe with Teddy,

the strong, brave fisher boy, with his
merry blue eyes and curling black
hair. I always knew that when he
got away out in the water, Teddy
would ask me, easy like, as if he didn’t
want the fishes to hear— ‘‘ Miss Eily,

jewel, and how is Katie the day?”
Just as I knew that when I went home
and went to the kitchen to ask Katie

to untie my hood, she would take a
long time to do it, and her eyes would

look soft and bright while she said,

‘“And did you .ee Teddy, to-day, my

jewel 2"

‘“And ye never heard of the Ban-
shee before? To be sure, to be sure.
The country is too new entirely,” I
was deeply mortified at my native land
and ashamed of its youth. ¢ Well,
Miss Eily, when any of the quality is
near to death or any of the real old
stock, an old woman comes and cries

he
I

and sings, it's the Banshee, and she
follows all the good old stock, to let

P
them know when any of them are go-
ing to die.” n e _

t What does she sing, Katie? Did

ou ever hear her ?”

«Not me, acushla, but my granny
has heard her. She sings a soft kind
of a sing, like the druneen song, ye
put the baby to sleep by. Just a little
druneen song, acushla,”

Ilistened intently. “Thu.‘\' say \\‘hj‘n
any of the Talbott's are going to die,
the Banshee sits on the high castle wall,
put for others, she comes under the
window or walks around the garden.”
I liked this kind of a Danshee better,
she seemed more approachable, than
the mystic lady on lh:f high castle wall,
though I suppose this one chose her

osition to suit the social standing of
the Talbots, the lords of the manor and
landlady of the village.

«] wish I could hear the Banshee,
Katie. I would just sit up all nig
hear her.”

“Would ye mind that, ne
Katie looked at me anxiously.
Miss Eily, ye musn't crave to s P
hear her, for then she'll come and som
one will be after dying.’

“The Banshee wouldn't follow Teddy
out to sea, when he goes with the
in the big boat and tell them
they would be going to drown, would
she, Katie?”

The roses fled out of Katie's cheeks,
Her blue eyes looked misty and dark
I had touched on a haunting dread of
the sea, that claimed her
Teddy'ssake. Shel lo
and the peeled potatoes, saying softly :

“Teddy will beleaving thesea, please
God ! after this trip. He'’s saved up a
tiddy little bit of money, and myself has
a penny or two. We’'ll be called on
Easter and married in a day or two.
We'll get the little farm on the Sword's
road, and with the barley and the prat

ies there will be no need of the h
ing, but this trip is to be a long one,
acushla He'll be gone till Kaster

Ask the Holy Mother to
back safe.
“Why Easter is only ten day

0, Katie ! are you going to be m
in church?

bring him

I will ask Lord Talbott
for some flowers for the altar, an
shall have every one in mamu
garden. I just know she will let me
have them.”

“It’s the kind little lady ye are, Miss
Eily ; but ye will mind the bit of a
prayer to the Holy Mother for Teddy.

The next day Teddy left on the long
trip. I could watch them from the
parlor window, straight down the slop
ing street to the bay, as they trimmed
the sails and made ready to start, I
ran to my mother’s room and told her I
must take Katie to the strand to tell
Teddy good-bye. My mother smiled
asshe gave her consent, and away I
went with the pretty, young girl, my
hood blown back, my red cloak flving
in the March air. So little was said at
the parting, and yet I knew Teddy was
not laughing out of his blue eyes any
more, and when the last hand-clasp had
been given and we turned up the
street, Ifelt a hot tear drop on the hand
that held Katie's.

The days wore on, the sweet spring
days. I was busy all the time, now
running wi handfuls of hawthorn
and elder flowers, to put on the altar of
the village church. Everybody was

1 you

1

l
full of Easter preparations Now
would go down the broad Dublin Road,
and near Lord Talbot's Lodge, 1 had a
treasure house under the hawthorn
hedge, where I had found a wealth of
cowslips and buttercups. At home, I
sat nearly all the time at Katie's side
on my creepystool. When she moved
back and forth in the routine of her
work a soft sigh would sometimes
sound from her red lips. Then very
earnestly I would ask, “How far off do
you think Teddy is now, Katie? Is he
almost to America 2"
. ““The Holy Virgin, forbid, my
Jewel ! Why, its ever and ever so far
to America ! |
Sometimes when the lengthening
d'nys gave her an extra hour or two,
Katie and I would walk down to the
beach. She would shade her eyes and
look' over the water and I would ask,
* Which side is Teddy now ?”
“Sorry bit of me knows, Miss Eily,
darling.”
“If we could move the Hill of
Howth,” I suggested, one day, ‘‘ we
could see clean over to America.
* What, my jewel ! Move Ireland’s
Eye? Never a move on it at all, at
all,”
. When we did not go ouf Katie would
Sit in the kitchen and bring out a
Plece of sewing, and dream of her own
little home, down on the Sword’s Road.
Ah me ' across (h(‘ years from my own
¢hildhood, to the faces of my own chil-
dren, T can still vividly see, pretty
.\.I:llnhidu and its sea-washed hills, our
l'.“’“‘ cottage, and thers in the flower-
girded Kitchen, sweet Katie Molloy as
she waited for her wedding day,
vIIow it stormed that night! Spy
Wednesday it was, and Katie said old
udas was groaning in the wind. We
had talked of Teddy and his return on
Saturday night ; how Katie would go
to the altar at early Mass; how I
would go to the High Mass, and hear

Katie's banns called; how they would

be married the Thursday after Easter,

.an I was to be the only bridesmaid.

‘“bit of a prayer for Teddy.”

" Will you tell me some more about
the Banshee, if I say one more ‘ Hail

Mary ' 7

b 't Husp, my jewel ! The mother will
e scolding me for telling you such

things,”

‘“But just tell me this, Katie; when

does the Banshee come ?*
ti
least peep of day.”

Isat upinbed. The wind washowl-

s Katie was tucking me into my
trundle-bed, she asked me for the usual

““In the night sometimes, and some-
Mes in the morning, just before the

own blue-eyed lad. And in three
days the banns would be called. Oh
ma'am, how have I the heart for the
holy Easter, and how can I bear to see
the pipers and the dancing, when I
thought my Teddy would be there ?”
Here she would cover her face and
weep.
With the unconscious cruelty of
childhood, I never dreamed that [
could lessen Katie's sorrow, although
her grief was a genuine distress to me.
Our talks in the kitchen were very
sober now. Katie had laid aside her
wedding preparations. All the village
knew that Katie Molloy had heard the
Banshee the night of the big storm;
and that Teddy O'Driscoll was out at
sea. So they almost treated her asa
widow. I was sorry about Teddy, too.
No more nice rides in the water, no
more help in hunting mussels, My
mother was kind and thoughtful in
every way, feeling deeply sorry for
the poor girl.
Holy Saturday came. The older mem-
bers of the family had all prepared for
approaching the altar. Poor Katie
was preparing to carry her sad heart
to the Great Comforter. Once or twice
I had been on the verge of telling
how I had played Banshee, but the
dread that had fallen on the household,
at the mention of her name, frightened
me from confessing that I had imper-
sonated the dread visitor.

““Kily,” said my mother, * how do
you get your nightdress so full of
mud ? Just see here, Katie, the whole
hem of this gown is muddy and grass-
stains on it, too. You must not play
out of doors with your night-dres:
child,” Katie was gathering up the
clothes for the Monday wash.

¢« Miss Ilily wouldn't do that ma’am,
I'm sure. She's the little lady, so she
is."

“ But here is the mud anyhow,
Katie.” Mother was a little out of
patience. * Where did you have this
gown, Eily "

I stood with flushed face and down
cast eyes. ‘‘I just wore it in the
garden once, the morning I played
Banshee !

“Played what?” my mother asked.

‘] played Banshee " I said, nearly
sobbing in my humiliation.

Katie Molloy caught my hands,
kneeling down before me. *‘Miss
Eily, acushla, my wee little jewel, tell
your own Katie when ye played Bar-
shee ?”

“ Day before yesterday. Just after
the big storm. I came down at the
peep of day and I sang Nora Drew's
druneen song. Andyou knew I did it
right, because you all thought it was
the sure-enough Banshee.”

But Katie could not answer. She
wag kissing my hands and sobbing
quietly, My mother looked at me so
sternly that I too began to weep.
Katie caught me in her arms.

“No, no! my jewel, Be easy now.
It's just the little fright ye gave me.
God bless her little heart! Playing
Banshee indeed ! Holy Mother defend
us. Did ever a one hear the likes of
that? But ye Americans are the bold,

ing. I was frightened, half by the!

M enger of the Sacred Heart,
Leo XIII. told us a few years ago in
one of his immortal Encyclicals that
‘“among the many means apt to de-
fend religion, there is none more so
than the public press.” And quite
recently, the same illustrious Pontiff,
speaking to the Italian preacher
Zocchi, said:  ** Write articles, Father.
They will bring more fruits than ser-
mons ; for where the preacher’s words
caunot reach, there the printed words
do reach, and people read them who
never hear a sermon.”
It is a truism that the influence the
public press wields in the world for
good or evil is enormous, [
The Pontiff feels that the Catholic
Church should find her profit in this
power, and this is the reason he asks
all triends of the Sacred Heart, during
the month of April, to make the Catho
lic Press the object of their special in-
teution in prayer.

Looked at from a merely utilitarian
standpoint, the press is a power in the
land. Material progress, in all its
phases, has no greater champion. Not
to speak of the arts and scienceg, which
have received an extraordinary de-
velopment under its fostering influ
ence, agriculture, commerce, industry
under various forms, have found in
the press a powerful aid. In illustra-
tion, we have only to cite the case of
our country. In the development of
Canada’s resources, the press has done
admirable service. And it is only fair
to contribute the Messenger's mite to
the praise already lavished on those
Knights of the Pen,who have struggled,
year in and year out, to colonize our
vast uninhabited regions, or who have
endeavored to create centres of human
activity in places alveady settled.
There are few of us who will fail to
recognize in the press an important
factor in the development of a nation's
material interests ; and were the press
to be erushed out, a most potent means
of civilization and advancement would
cease to exist,

If the role of the press were restricted
to the material welfare of a nation, the
task of guiding it would be easy.
But it is in the channel of public opin-
ion and religious thought that the press
calls for more serious treatment. Men
cease to think for themselves when
they find everything cut and dried in
their daily paper ; and herein lies the
danger of a vicious press. As long as
it remained a simple chronicle of pass-
ing events, there was little reason to
be over -critical of its shortcomings ;
but since it has assumed the role which,
in the beginning of its power, did not
belong to it, that of directing public
opinion ; and since this role belongs
to it now by right of prescription,
there is no use trying to wrench it
from its grasp. It is the part of prud-
ence to accept the situation as an ac-
complished fact, and employ our
energies to direct the work of the press
into the proper channel,

This is a task that is not so easy of

and the independence of the press—
they tell us—place them under the
obligation of keeping themselves un
trammelled by rianism.  They
must, consequently, eliminate any
thing that might run counter to the
prejudices of their readers. But this
is only half the reason. The modern

sects

gecular newspaper is essentially a com
mercial ex Journalists do not
pa ir prose to enlighten or move;
they aim at augmenting their circula-

tion ; their dividends feel the effects.

In the midst of this chaotic state,
what is the duty of the Catholic press?
The role of the Catholic writer or
journalist is, first and foremost, to work
for the glory of God and the widening
of His Kingdom among men : to defend
and aid the Church in the accomplish-
ment of her divine mission. Herein
the duty of the Catholic writer is
traced.

But to fill this programme, the Cath-
olic writer must be a man of rare culti-
vation. Without requiring him to be
a paragon of sanctity, he should be a
submissive child of the Roman Catholic
Church ; without asking him to be
amenable to the ecstasies of poetic
rapture, he should be familiar with the
intricacies of theological and philoso-
phical studies ; the knotty questions in
controversy—historical and otherwise
—should have no secret for him. He
should have at ready call an inexor-
able logic. He should add too all this
the refinement the classics alone can
give, to enable him to cope with ac-
complished infidel and sectarian writers
in giving literary form to the produc

tion of his pen. In fact, the qualifica-
tions required are so many and so
varied that one dares ask, how many
Catholic writers are there in our land
sing them ?

us bear in mind that Catholic
journalists are made, not born. And
the process of making them nowadays
is slow, and attended with many dis
advantages. Here is a suggestion :
1f the Church sanctions schools to train
minds for the liberal professions and
teaching, why not also have a School
of Journalism? In view of the power

at stake, the reasons for such an
establishment are obvious.

Newspapers and other periodicals
coming into the family circle frequent-
ly, are silent preachers in black and
white, inculeating principles and prof
fering examples that have a positive
influence on the character of their
readers. How important, then, that
that influence should be salutary, that
the moral and doctrinal tone be irre-
proachable. Put in the wake of error
a man trained to Catholic journalism,
and the victory is ours. The examples
of the Catholic press in I'rance and
Germany, and the careers of many
brilliant Catholic newspaper men who
are fighting and teaching in our own
tongue throughout the world, prove
the assertion.

In the meantime, while waiting for
the age of specially trained journalists,

reckless sort. It's little ye mind the

accomplishment as it would seem. The

it is only fit and proper that we, mem-

of the press and the Catholic interests |
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ated. capital city of Ireland. feel the truth of this remark. particular for the welfare of the C
In vain did my kind-hearted mother = oo - Add to superficiality the orance lic press, that it may growin influence
try to comfort Katie, the days after the LEAGUE OF THE SACRED secular journalists affect of things re and ~!{'<-n;,rth, and thus be better able
Bansheo’s visit. HEART - ligious. Religion is the bond of union 0 cultivate and advance the interests
‘It might have been a warning for i between here and hereafter, and as ©f God and souls.  Amen,
me as well as for you, Katie.” General Intention for April, such it cannot be ignored by those who -
**No, no, ma'am. It's my Teddy's - assume the task of forming public _ PROTECTION from the grip, pneumonia,
soul calling to me, out of the sea, my THE CATHOLIC PRESS, opinion. The spirit of higher eriticism 'l]‘!‘m.""'."" fever and epidemics is given by
lood’s Sarsaparilla. It makes Pure Blood,

Mr. Thomas Ballard, Syracuse, N 3
writes : I have been afilicted for nearly a
vear with that most-to-be-dreaded dizease

Yyspepsia, and at times worn out with pain
and want of sleep, and after trying almo
everything recommended, I tried one box of
Parmelee’» Valuable Pills. | am now nearly
well, and believe they will cure me, I would
not be without them for any mone;

One trial of Mother Graves’ Worm Exter

minator will convinee you that it has no equal
as a worm medicine, Bu L bottle, and ser
it it does not please yon

Hard and soft corns cannot withstand

1

lolloway’s Corn Cure; it is efle
time,

tual ey

(et a bottle at once and be hap

s and soaps

:'(\f]]) Ur

oaps and washes clothes
with less labor and great-

s homes brighter
5 hearts lighter

When good,

A live seed is sown, the
RY,” planter’s battle is half
i 7 won, The seeds for wide-
awake farmers and gardeners

¢ GREGORY’S
| HOME GROWN SEEDS. 7

|
Their vitality is assured. Every- ‘;I
thing that pays they grow. Get
| Gregory’s Seed  Cawalogue
1896 (mailed free) and you'll have
a book worth reading. Filled /%
1, with hard facts for planter
ﬂ/ ). J. H. GREGORY & SON,
Marblehead, Mass. 2
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Catl | plic
Books, 1} 1 ¢ i |
v \
t M and $x v 1 B
{ lissi nsold
turned.
We r ki 1
P hal ( \ 1
wlity, are 1 posi
tistaction
Please gsend your order as 1A
that we can forward them in time t

D. & J. BADLIER & (¢

Catholie Publishers, Bookselle N Sige

1o Chureh Ory 18, \ nen
atuary and Re s Artic
1669 Notre Dame St 116 Chureh &
MONTREA L. TOK
FOR $1.00.

The CATIOLICS OF SE0TLAND

1 and 1 I
archy in 1603, 1 the Dea I )
Carruthersinl .
By the Late Lamented N1 1
DAW LL. Dy, I
A 1 { i IX 1 '
I 11 tur
¢ | mpora I

b«
w !
¢ 1o '
m Im
( ' m i
in announcit that we & HOwW | |
furnish a Hmited number of cop ol
Catholies of Seotland attie vy worale
of $L.00 each, churges jor earriage propaid,

Address,
THOS., COFFLY,
Catholie Reeord Ofliee,

\\'EISSTEIK‘§ Ii!CTIﬁT\';\R\'
The Catholic Record for Une Year
" $4.00.

By special arrangement with the publiahe
ore, we are ahle to obtain a numberof the
above books, and propose to furnish a copy
to each of our subseribers, -

The dictionary I8 a necessity In every
home, sebool and business house, It filis g
vacancy, and furnishes knowledge whiclh no
one hundred other volumes of the eholeent
books could supply. Young and Old, Kdus
ecated and Ignorant, Rich and Poor, should
have it within reach, and refertolts contenty
every day in the year,

As some have sked 1f this 18 reall
Original Webste Unabridged 1 tic
we are able to state that we have learne
| rect from the publishers the fact that thla
{ the very work complete, on which about
of the best rs of the anthor's

well employed in writ It containg the
entire vocabulary of about 100,000 words, ine
sl 1Z the correet spelling, d |
lefinition of same, and 18 the
dard size, containing about 300,000
e h of printed surface, and
) 7initgelf, The ar eell
« wier's Dictlonary | here
e heen $12.00,
1 Diot wries will be o 1 freq
charge for carrls o ust
| be accompanied with
{ { the hook 18 not entire) ' ctory to
| the purchaser it may be returned al our exe
| pense.
| 1 am well pleased with Webster’s Une
abridged Dilctlonary. I find Ita most valge

wle WOrk., JORH N PAYNE,
Chatham, Ont,”
“T1 am highly pleased with the Dictions

ary,” writes Mr. W. Beott, of Lancaster, Ong,

Address, THE CATHOULIC RECORD,

LONDON ONT

Pictorial Lives of the Saintg

The Catholic Rocora Jr Ono Toar
For $8 00.

The Plctorial Lives of the Ssints containg
Reflections for Every Day in the Year, Toe
book is compiled from *“ Butler’s Lives" and
other approved sources, to which are added
Lives of the Ameriean Saints, recontls
vlaced on the Calendar for the United Statog
{n_v special petition of the Third Pleuary
Council of Baltimore ; and also the Lives of
the Salnts Canonized in 1881 by His Holiness
Pope Leo X111, Edited by John Gilmary
Shea, LI.D. With a beautiful frontispiece
of the Holy Family and nearly fonr hundred
other {llustrations. Elecantly bound im
extra cloth, Greatly admired by vur Holy
Father, Pope Leo XITIT, who sent his special
blessing to the publishers; and approved by
forty Archbishops and Bishops

The above work will be sent to v of onr
subseribers, and will also give them credls

| for a year's subseription on THY CATHOLIO
! RxOORD, on receipt of Throe Dollara W3
| will In all cases prepay oarriage,
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