FEBRUARY 15, 1650,

The Tryst At Dawn.
BY ADA A. MOSHER,

Written for the Catholle Mirror.

Jesus, dear, Thy Jast night's blessing
d 'Ry teuderness impart,
All pighi long i1 pesce curessing
Gently my poor Ured hesrt.

me this morning, Jesus,
‘5‘.-.1;?3 wau, 10 greet T'uee. Love,

B0 that last prle siur that sces us
From iw hfgn-wntcn tower above

ot fade and leave Thes lonely
"x'lz"u. first kweet hour of dawn.
I relieve its vigll only
Till the suniight cometh on.

leave Thee for the labor,
Tbv.nnt {ne Oulvaries of the aay,
Bat to oar sweet Chapel Tuabor
Eveniug brings me bACK alway.

s upon me gently,
L‘B’l::‘zn‘:‘:ld’l‘h m-lo ~ni'1'}mu own,
tle I #hisper peolrently
'zll toe feul nnp Thoo hast knowa.

t forgive, forgive and bless me
Bg‘hn‘: gur U'V.Il,.ul tr: A% mMay nee,
Jesus, when [hoa dost confeas me,

1 have kept o thought from Thee.

no idle dreamer,
x."ol.:’nt will, of nruul‘o free,
Bat my cournge, dear Kedcomer,
. Btrobg asis Thy love for me.

, during some femptation,
Aagnvnlxn“ol.:. wfnden mesk and still
Waltiog for Tny condemustion,

Jesus, from 1y Pllate will.

love, at laast more tender

u‘:‘::’wu Pllate's, tune Thy mde,

Brave Thy foes and Dot surreader
Thee, Love, 10 be orucified,

und my temple crying,
"“gllv:'uo- J uu-’l" passions umlu.
Make me brave unto defying
E'en tne strongest of the strong.

a7 the rabble’s hate and malice
rllﬂnl nanght of Pllate fear, 3
In my soul's baleaguered palace

Keep Tnee safe, my Josus dear.

Let the world ery ont against Thee—
Vain its hatred, valn 118 oall !

Onee, deur Chriat, it recompensed Thee
For Thy sweetness with the gall.

Onoce thov scouraged Thee, scourged Thee
Joeu!

Who 8li save Thyself didst shield ;
No one Lord, sppesliug for Thee,
Thee who for us all appealed,

Once with thorns they girt Thy forehead ;
Theirs Thou hadst n'er and sgaln

Gently laved to cool the torrid
Boorohings of & fever's pain.

Once they plerced Thy hands, sweet Jesus,
Handas so geatle in thelr touch,

And 80 eager 1o release us,
Wiliing hands that did #o much !

Ah ! my Christ, Thou wilt cot let me
Thee betray Lo them to-day,

Could I, Love, 80 far furger Thee,
Taoee, my loving Master? Nay !

KNOCKNAGOW
UR,
THE HOMES OF TIiPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XXIIL
MAT DUNOVAN AT HOME.

%G1 .d eave all here,” sald Billy Heffer-
nan, es he closed the door behind him.

“God save you kiadly,” replied Mra.
Donovan, ra'slng Ler apectacles to look at
him. She was about adding the usual
“sit down an’ rest,” but Billy bad already
taken poeseerion of the bench against the
partition by the fireside. So Mrs. Dono.
van pulled down her spectacles over her
eyes and went on with her darning.

“What news 1" sbe asked, as she opened
the wick of the candle with the daruing
needle, o glve berself more light,

“Nothiog strange,” replied Bllly, look.
fog around the house. “I thcught Phil
Lahy was here.”

“He wasn’t here slnce I was below,”
replied Mat, who was cutting & strlp from
A pi-ce of horee ekin to mske a gad for
his flail,

¢Falth, Blily,” sald Mat’s sister Nelly,
“tls a cure for sore eyes to sea you in
this direction. Here, card & few zowls uv
this for me.”

She lald a handfal of wool on the end
of the bench upon which Billy eat, and
then presented h!m with a palr of carde,

“"Twould be tlme for you to stop,”
sald hier mother. “Where is the use of
klllivg yourself that way 1

“As soon as [ have this cuppeen filled
D’ll stop,” she replied.

Aud Nelly returned to her wheel—to
the hum of which the grating of the wire-
toothed cards was added, as Billy H-ffor-
nan went on convertlug the wool into
rolls o soft and lght tkat the rudden
opeolng of tho door vtlew some of themn
from the bonch down upon the hearth,

The door was opened by a slatternly
wowman, smelling of sosp suds and enuff
Afcer thrusting her dishevelled hair under
a very dirty cap with borders that flapped
backwards and forwarde without sany
vieible cause, and pulling up the heel of a
man’s brogue, which she wore as a slipper
upon her stocklngiess foot,ehe announced
the object of her visit to be “a equeczas of
the blue rag.”

“'Tie there In the drawer of the
dresser,” eald Mrs. Donovan, coldly.

She got the article she wanted, which
was & small plece of flannel tled with a
strlng {uto sumethlug like a rude purse.

“IT{s button blue,” she remarked,
feeling what was tled up In tha plece of
flannel,

“No, tls slate blue,” rejoined Mra,
Donovan in no civil tone,

The slatternly woman took a black
bottle from her pocket, and, after holding
1t between her and the light, ard turelog
it In varlous directlong, exiracted the cork
with her teeth, Then throwlng back her
head, ehe held the bottle, bottom upwards,
over her open mouth for eeveral seconds,

“The divil & duge,” sho exclalmed, re-
placing the cork, and striking it with the
palm of her hand, “This is the second
three half pints I'm goin’ for for em,” she
added ; “though they never as much as
axed me had 1 a mouth on me,”

“Who are they 1" Mrs, Donovan asked,

“Dick and Paddy Casey, Andy Dooly,
and Phil Laby,” she replied, *Single~
kand  Wheel out for a balf-plat.”

“Faith, 1#f I'm to walt for Phi”
thought Billy Heflarnan, as he presented

rdﬂnhmm mesns of the Eog.
lsh alpbabet the nuly name ever given to
potatoes in  Kuocknsgow. “Piatles”
would be laughed at as & vulgarbm on!
worthy of s epslpeen from Kerry, whil
“potatoes” wan copsidered too geuteel ex-
cept for ladies and gentlemen and school-
masters, The mearcat approsch we can
make to the word we were about writing
{s “pueatas” or “p’yehtes.”

“Sea if them pucatas s goin’ to bile,”
sald Mat Donovan ; * *twould be timse for
l‘m ”

Billy Hcflarnen enticipated Nelly be
fore she could stop ber wheel, aud ralsed
the wooden lid from the pot.

“The white horee 1s on ’em"” eald be,

Nelly now baviog “filled the cuppeen”
—that fs, lﬁnn a8 much thread as the
spiedle could carry—placed her wheel
againet the wall, snd drew s very White
deal table to the middle of the toor.
Upon the table she spresd a cloth as clean,
bat scarcely so white as itseif—for it was
of homespun unbleached csnvas—and
upon the cloth she laid & singls white

ate with a blue rim, and three very cld
gluk-hndled kuives, with the blades
worn to & point and very short, Takiog
s small ssucepan or porringer from s nail
io the wall, ng: balf filled it with sprin
water azd put it down to boll oo ar
scd of tnr'(’ which she took from the
centre of the fire with the toogs, and
troke upon the hesrthetone, Thrasting
the torgs fnto the pot, she took s potsto
snd felt it in ber left hand, which wae
covered with the corner of her spron, and
then laid it smoking on the table-cloth.
The pressure of her hand did not bresk
the potato, but she knew by the feel it
was bolled to the “heart.” Whipping the
pot from the fire she emptied its contents
in a boat-shaped basket placed over a tub,
to drein cff the water, Nelly Donovan
then “threw out” the potatoes on the
table, adroitly eatching one or two that
were rolliog away and placing them on
the top of the plle,

Her mother now took cff her spectacles,
makipg many wry faces as she did so, for
they had got entargled in her white hair,
or she imagined they hed—which came to
the same thivg—aud pleced them on the
upper sheif of the dresser. The dresser
was of deal like the table, and tcoured, if
poesible, into & more snowy whiteness,
It waas pretty well furnleshed with plates
with blue riws, and some cups and eaucers
in which red and green predominated, a
sturdy little black earthenware teapot,
balf & dez'n lron epoons fixed in allts in
the edge of the top skelf, which top shelf
wae ctowned with a row of shicing pew-
tez platee, and two large clrcular dishes of
the ssme metal—relles of the good old
tlmes when “a pig's head and a bolster of
cabhage” used to bo no rarity to them,

Having p'aced her spectacles upon the
upper shelf, and her darnlog needle and
the bhalf-mended stocking in one of the
two drawers under the lower shelf of this
imposiog article of furnitare, M:s. Dono-
van smoothed dowa her spron and took
her accusstomed place at the table. She
was a qulet, decent-looking woman, with
a sad, careworn face, but tranqull and
content:d at the same time. Her well.
starched cep was scrupulously clesn, and
her gray hair cerefully smoothed over her
temples, She wore a swall, yellowish
shawl pinned over her dark brown stuff
gown, and a white cotton kercblef under
it, which wes vleible at the throat and
round her neck, Her hand, as she rested
it cn the table, appeared buny and
ehrivelled, and it could be seen that the
gold weddlog rlog was now too large for
the fioger It once fitted tightly enough—
which mede it neceesery for ber to wear a
smaller ring of brass, as a guard,

“Pat up that flall, Mat,” she cald, some-
what reproachfully, “and sitdown to your
supper.”

Mat tucked up hls cuffs; and, af:er
washing bie hands In a wooden bastu—
alwaye called a ‘‘cup”—and drying them
on a etrip of canvas that hung from a peg
in the wall, he, too, sat at the table, ex-
clelming, os he pushed some of the pota.
toes cul of the way, snd laid the emell
lron caudlestick on the middle cf the
teble:

“Pat the pricst in the middle of the
perleh,”

Then selzing a good efzed potato, he

looked admiriogly firet one elde and
then &t the other. It was white and
floury, and altogether & tempting object
for a hungry man to look at. There was
even something appetlsing in the steam
that curled up from it. Ia fact, the pota.
toes were romarkably good potatoes, not-
withstanding the bad name Mat hai given
them to M'ss Mary Kearney when ho pro-
nounced them “deeavers.”
Daring this time Nelly Donovan was
engnred In cooking a ealt herring on a
smsll gridiron, which was constracted by
simply bemding a plece of thin rod iron,
zig zag, Into eometblug like the out
line of a hand with the fingers ex-
tended, traced with a burut stick
upon the wall, and bringlog the
ends of the fron together and twlsting
them into a handle, which might repre-
sont a very attenuated arm to the hand
aforesald. When the herring was done
she toesed it on the plate, and poured
some of the bolllng water out of the por-
ringer upon it for sauce,

And now the repast belng propared,
Nelly sat down to partake of her share

“Won’t you come an’ ate Billy,” she
8ald, turning to their silent visitoz,

“No, thankee,” he replied, “I'm afther
my sapper,”

“Oh, wisha ! wigha !” Nelly exclaimed,
dlecontentedly, as she glanced at the tabie,
“how well I should forget.” She stood
up and opened the door ; but seelug that
the night was dark and the wind rising,
she turned to Bllly Heffernan and eald,
“Come out wud me, Billy.”

He left his bench in the chimnay corner,
and followed her out, They returned in
a minute or two, and after washing some
thing in a black, glazed earthenware pan,
and drylng her hands, Nelly laid two
small lecks on the table near her mother,

the last roll of the wool on the back of
the card to Nelly, “'tls & long walt I'll |
bhave, I'm afrald. An’ if I don't wait
Honor ’Il think I didn't mind what ehe
sald to me. An’ mayhe Norah’d think it
bad av me ”  ®his last reflaction declded

The menl then commenced, but Nelly
started up sgaln exclaiming :

“Bad cess to me, but thers's romethin’
comin® over me.”

She celected half a-dcaen of the best

Billy Heffarnan to wait for Pbil Lahy ;!

and he knew his man sufilclently well to |
he pretty sare that he would call to Mas |

Doncvan’s on hie way home, and try to

make his wife belfeve that it was at Mag

Donovan’s he had been all the time.
“Look at them—here a difficulty pre.

sents itzelf : we are not suze whether s be helped themselves with their fingers to |

potatoes and lald them in a semlclicle
round the fire to ronst, and sgalu took up
her place at the tadle,

The worn knlves weros ured to poel the
patatoes—though towards the conclaslon
of the meal Nelly somctimes foll lato o
confemplative mood and did tho peeling
with the natl of ber thumb—bat all thege

|

]

the berring, which they took in minute
nohes, 88 if they weze merely trylng how
¢ tasted.
Billy Heffarnan left bls bench and sat
upon & straw-bottom chair {o front cf the
fire, 90 that bis back was towards the
ubfo—lho Infh peasants slways conelder-
ing ic rude to etare at people while e ting.
And as be weas turnlrg the “rossters”
with the tongs, & laugh from Nelly, clear
and mueical es ever rang throngh fectal
bali, made bim look rounud. Mat, it sp-
peared, was makiug great icreals upon
the herring, the backbone of which was
well algh 'a'd bare from the hesd to the
tail, He bed bls band etretched out to
belp bimself to a eccond pluce, by way of
supplement to su uvnconeclonably large
pinch ho had just taken, when bis sister
soatched away the plate. Mat, fiuding
bis finger and tbumb cloee upon vacancy,
opened bis moutb, nct to add the supple-
wental pinch to its contents, but in bla:k
smszement ; snd, as be atared at bis sister,
she lsughed till ¢he was obliged to wipe
the tears from her eyes with the corner of
her apron, Even ber mother’s sad face
zelaxed Into s emile ; which, however,
was followed by a forced lovk of reproach,
as ehe requested Nelly to “bebave herself
Mat now rested the handle of his knife
on the table with the alr of a man who
bad made s good mesl, and was pretty
weil eatlefied.  All three, in fact, paused
as if the work in band were completed
But Nelly, golng to the fire took up the
‘“gonsters,” which served the purpose of a
second course, and placed three of them
before Mat sud two before ber mother,
reserving one for herself. These belog
disposed of after the manner of tarts or
some euch delicacies, Mat Dooovan leant
back luxuriouely in bi¢ straw-bottom
chair for a minute or two. Tben hastily
making the s'gn of the cross, he stood up,
and, dipyiug s cup into & pall of epriig
water which rested on a stone slab under
the little window, Mat Donovan took a
draugbt with a relish that delokers of
champsguoe dream not of. He then placed
tha little tron candlestick on the window,
while his «ister set about clearing away the
table, aud jolned Billy Heffornan at the
fire.

Mat Donovan'’s house was on the top
of & hill where two roads met ; and the
candle in the little window was a beacon-
light to many a splached and weary way
farer during the derk winter nights. In
fact, bis latch waa often raised not only by
his nelghbors, who came fn for & “chana
hus” of an evenlng, but travellers who were
accustomed to pass the way medait a
point to light thelr plpes at the bright
turf fire, or In the bot summer days to
take a draught from the pail nnder the
lttle window, which was sure to be found
as all hours and sessons as fresh as in the
well under the white thorn in the “rushy
field” near the bridge.

“Have you the flute, Bil'y1” Mat
neked, as he sat in the chalr which Billy
had egaln lef: for the bsnch in the corner.

“No,” was the reply; “I left id at
home,”

“I’Il engsge be hasn’t,” eald Nelly, *Tis
seldom he bae a tuve for us,”

“Begor, you cin’t say that, Nelly.
Whin did I ever disappolnt ye whin ye
wanted a tune?”’

“Well, that's thrue enough Billy,” ze-
tarned Nelly, “Ycu'rea good warrant
t) play for us whenever we ax you, ’'Tis
jokin’ 1 wes,”

“That’s what you’re alwsys doin’,” sald
her mother, shaking her hesd.

“’Tis better be merry than sed,” she
replied, with a lsagh.

The latch was here raised and the door
ruebed open ; but as no one ceme in, Mat

eant backwards avd peered out into the

darkuess, Dy ehadlug his eyos fiom the
fire-light he wss able to eee that some one
was fastenlog & horee to the backstick
iron In the door post ; aad after a llitle
delay—more perhaps than s perfectly
sober man would require—a tall, brozd-
shouldered man  tarned round and
advanced a step or two into the house.

“Istkat Ned 77 Mat veked.

“'Tis,” was the reply, as ha took off
bls bat and ewapg It dowanwaida to ehake
off the wet with which the fur—for it was
abeaver or “Caroline”—was dabbled.

“Is it reinia’ it 129” Mat enquired, in
some surpties,

“No, but the wind whipped id off uv
my head es I was paseln’ the quarry,”

At thie Mrs, Donovan made the sign of
the cress on her forehead ; for it was gen-
erally belleved that the “Good People”
were want to take their nightly jouraeys
through the air to aud from Maurlce
Kearney’s fort over the quarry,

Nelly took the hat, and bringlag 1t close
to tho candle, gave it as her opinion that
it was “epiled ;” and immediately set to
work to dry the in:ide,

“A fine new Car'line,” eald she, as she
gave it back to the owner ; “take care and
don’t rub the outside tiil *tis dhry,”

“Falth, Ned,” she added, taking up the
csudle and viewleg bim all over, “I'm
thinkin’ I could make a good guess where
you're comin’ from.”

Ned emiled aud looked rather sheepish,
a3 she held the candle down almost to
bis shoes and then slowly raleed it till
ehe came to the “fine new Car'line,”
and then dropping the light on a
level with his walstcoat, moved her hand
a8 if the were describing a circle in the eair,
tlil the little glase buttons on the waist.
coat twinkled llke so many Mttle bright
black eyes winking at her. Ned’s ridirg
coat was that which he usually wore, but
everything elss about bim was brand new,
even to the black silk cravat with ascarlet
border, the bow knot of which happened
to be under his left car, till Nelly pulled
1t back to its proper position,

“Tell us something shout her, Ned,” che
began, lsughingly., “What sourt is she?
Shawn na match eays you’re bringin’ a
patthern to the parish, But fer-away
cows wear long horns, you know.”

“Go about your business and thry an’
have a lttle eense,” said her mother rising
from her place {n the cbimney-corner,
St down Ned, an’ never mind her.”

No, Nell, no ; 'tis too late, and I'm In
a hurry. Tako a walk down as far as the
bridge,”” he sdded, turning to Mat, “I
went to epake to you.”

There was pomething in hls volece aud
manner that male Mat apprehend that ke
had uupleasant news to communicate, so
ljv at exes stood up, snd taking the bridle
from the jemb of the door, set back the
horeo aud destred the owner to mount

¢Ne, I'd sather walk d he, taking
hold of the brldls and leading the horee
out upen the rosd,

Taey walked ou In silence for coms

time, and at Jast Nod Brophy—for it was
the same Ned Bropby of whom mevtion
bas heen made more than once—sald :

[ believe this business ls settled,”

“Ia the day appoloted an’ all 1"

“All fa settled,” wau tba reply.

“Well you're gettin’ a fiae fortane any
wav,” sald Mat Dunoven,

Ned Bropby mede no rep'y, hut walked
cn in stlence till they came to the bridy? ;
and then be eto;ped and locked down st
the Mttle etrenm s it rushed under the
ivy.covered arch.

¢'Mat,” eald h», covering hia fuco with
bis hande, *‘imy beart {8 broks.”

“[ don't ses the use f talkla’ that way
pow,” Mat replied, a litle srgrily, *
tould vou to lovk befureyou, Aw,’ begor,
Ned, "tien’t for you [ have the compaselon.”

“Don’t be tov bard on me, Mst, You
don’t know the way they wor at e,
Judy sald she'd dhrag the red head off uv
her.”

“More shame for Judy to talk that way
uv as dacent a glrl as everthe was, Bat,
like tbat, you know, ehe bad no great
barm fn id. An’ sure 'tle no wouder
she'd be agin a match that'd leve berself
wudout a fortune., Bat as I often ssid
to you, you bad a right to think uv all
tkis long ago, su’ not to be the maues uv
setting any girl astray. Bat 'tis too late
to talk about id uow ; eo dhsop id in the
vame o’ God.”

“You don't know the way I do be,”
mid Ned Bronhy, “whiuever I pass over
this bridge. T wo hundred pounds is a
fine fortune, moreover, whin & mau 'd
want id. Bat that bush beyand an’ the
bridge here that kiils me.”

Mat took up a stone from the road and
jerked it ioto the stream, but made no
reply.

“There now, continued Ned Brophy,
with s groan, “[ think I'm lookin’ at ber
peltin’ the little pebbles into the wather.
Och! Ido be all right tiil I stand on this
bridge.”

“Well, dou't stand on 1d,” rejolned Mat.
“But you’re not fit to talk to now ; and
if you wor itse’f there’s no use in talkin’.”

Mat turned his back and then hle
shoulder to the wind, which was blowing
{o strong, fitful gnets over the uasheltered
bridge.

“Come, come,” he continued, puliiog
up bis coat collar over his ears, ‘‘there’s
no use fn perichin’ here.”

He heid the horse while Ned put his
foot In the stirrup and mounted ; avd
after eaying “safe bome” was startiog off
up the hill, wien Ned Bropby suddenly
wheeled round his horss and laid his bard
on Mat’s shoulder.

“Mat what way is ahe ?”’ he acked.

Y] didn't see her since the day uv the
Statlon,” he replled, “She wa:n’t at the
dence o’ Sunday.”

*Wasn't she, Mat?” ho acked In a tone
of such real feellvg that Mat was moved,
and added :

*Nelly goes In to see her now an’ then ;
an’ she eays she is purty well, on'y she
can’t stir herself to go among the b’ys an'
girle like she nsed,”

“I'm tould,” Ned contluned, “the
mother is very bitther agin me. But
Tom or herse’f says nothin’,”

“Nancy Hogan could’at ray a hard
word uv any wao,” returned Mat Dono-
vap, “But I'd rether you wouldn't meet
Jemmy till his passion cools, Good
nighr, an’ safe home, An’ mind your bat
goln’ thzough tha bog, if you don't want
to have id swep’ where 'twon’t be as aley
for you to find it as in the quarry.”

Ned Brophy rode away at a brlak trot,
avrd Mat the Thrasher turned toward
home, remarkiog, as he did so, that the
light had disappeared from the liitie
window,

TO BE OONTINUED.

KENELM DIGEY.

Kezelm D'gby was born at Goashill,
Kiog’s Cruuty, Leeland, A, D 1800.

He w:s the youngest son of the Very
Rev. W, Dlgby, Protestant Dean of
Cloufert. He came of a family tbat bad
erjiyed conslderable ecclesinstical prefer-
ment, Oae of his aucestors was Protestaut
Bishop of Elphin, aud another was Pro-
testant Bishop of Dromore,

He was sent at avery early age to Trin
Ity College, Cambridge, to complete his
studiee, and graduated as Bachelor of Arts
in 1823,

He was a diligeat, but dlscursive reader,
a8 {8 evident from hia va:ied and vaet at-
tainments, His works exhibit a variety
and amount of cruditlon truly smaziog,
His acqualetance with mediw val customs
aud literature weae altogether unequailed,
His knowledge of Greek and Roman litera-
ture wae, perhaps, no lees extentive and
prefound. With all this accumulation of
anclent and medival lore he combined
an acquaintance with the modern litera-
tures of Europe, which alone would seem
to requ're a lifevime to obtain. But these
vast stores of knowledge and the happy
art of using them sppropriately and
follcitously did net constitute bis sole
claim to the world’s attention. Heunited
a high poetic with a profound phtlosophic
faculty, This rare unlon fitted him for
the examination and discuseion of the
moat eievated subjacte, Hlis early studics
in scholastic theology enabled him to sce
the errors of Protestantism and soon after
bis graduution at Cambridge he became a
Catholie,

A short time bafore thls, when he was
yet but tweniy.two years old, he pub-
lished the first edition of the Broadstone
of Homor, This famous book, on the
“origln, splrit, and fnsttution of Christian
chivelry,” extorted the pralse, even of
critics who had but lfttle eympathy with
Med!ceval Institutions, and was heartily
welcomed and extolled by the historlan
Arnold and the poet Wordsworth,

Tee subject of Wordsworth’s beautiful
poem—The Armenlan Lady's Love—Is
taken from the fourth bock of the Broad-
stone of Honor. Wordsworth dedicated
the poem to Digby, “as an acknowledg-
ment, howaver unworthy, of pleasure and
instruction derived from his numerous
and valuable writings {lluatrative of the
plety and chivalry of the olden time,”

Ia 1831 appeared the first volome of
hia Mores Catholicli, or Ages of Faith,
It was publiched in eleven dvodecima
volumes ; the last of which epoenred In
1840, 1t was reprinted in 18645-47 in
three volumes, royal octavo,

I may bs eafely sffirmed thas this
work has mad ame {nemor
tal. No other work in our largnage—wa
belleve wa may say with perfect truth
no other wuik ia auy langurge—

ts s0 completely, so felicltously

m eV l’lnt of view, the
¢'a'me of the Ustbolie Church to the ven:
eration, love and obedlence of every exiat-
ing human belog. It may be sald to be s
ploture of the life of the Christisn world
so acenrately photographed that no
feature {s wanting that could be required
to give due expression to the whole, in
which the portratture is so fafthful that the
funer life {s expressed as well as the cuter
semblance.

‘T'he humllity, the devotion, the great.
pesy, the loarning, the genius of the man
are all displayed in this incomparable
wortk. In produclog it he evidently
placed under contributlon the principal
Mbearies of Europe and Aela, and invested
the knowledge garnered from there
sources with charms pecullarly bis own—
charms which exhibit the genius of the
poet, the acuteness of the philosopher,
the comprehensiveness of the stateemas,
and the holinews and purity of thesaint.

H's Compitum, or The Meetivg of the
Ways at the Catholle Church, was pub-
lshed {n seven duodecimo volumer, 1848-
b4. A second edition of this emcellent
work with additlons appeared in 1855,

From this time forward uatil his death
ke wrote and published the following
worke:

L The Lover's Besals—Kathernerina or
Common Things in Relation 1o Beauty, Vir-
tue aud Faith, London, 1836.

II. The Children’s Bower ; or, What you
Like. London, 1858,

LII. Evenings on the Thames; or. Serere
R&nu and What They Require. London,

1V. The Chapel of 8t. John; or,a Lifs of
Faith in the Nineteenth Century. Luandou,
1861, Socond Edition, 1863.

This was a memozrial to bis decrased wife.

V. Bhort Poems. London, 1863. e
e;{’l. A Day on the Muses’ Hill, London,

VII The Eales and Transfars of Shares in
Companien, ete. Louodon, 1868.
VILL Little Low Busher (poem). Lond

1
IX Haleyon Hours(poem). London,1870.
X. Ourapagaia (a poem). London, 1871,
X1 Hours with the First Falling Leaves
(ip verse). Loodon, 1873
a qu_la.nv. Year's Leaves (In verse). Loa-
', 3
XIII.‘ 'h~ Temple of Memory (a poem).
Ls» don, 1874,
X1V, The Epllogne to Precious Works, in
poem and verse. London, 1876.

He died at bis resldence. Shefteshary
House, Kencivgton, March 22ud, 1880, in
the eighty firat year of bis sge, Requiescat
in pace

HIS VOICE HIS FORTUNE.

HOW AN IRISH LAD B8ANG HIS WAY
TO FAME AND WEALTH.

Little Jobuny Ryan, the poor Irish lad
who saog to Americine salling from
Quezenstown to New York fu his drell,
sweel way in order to earn a fow nhillings,
and who, through the kindnees of eeveral
American gentlemen, a8 told in the
World’s London correspondence on Thurs-
day, was given & free psaaaga to thiscoun
try, {s in Brouklyn, He kas been there
for three wecks, his had the measles and
psesed eafely throngh the wilment, and
this aftercoon will start West, where he
will be given a home with one of the rich
men of the country, a milllonatre twenty
times over, who will give the youngster
a college education and in other waye
purh him onwsrd in life.

A communication from a sneclal corres
pondent of the World in Londom told
how Johnny Ryan, a little Irish Iad, with
e sweet aud plalative volce, eang songe on
the docks at Queenetown to homaward
bound Americans. He became a general
favorite with the cfficlals of the steamship
companfes and was permitted to board
the steam teuder that carrles the passen-
gers to the steamships, About a month
agn, on Thankeplving Day, the hoy’s
sweet volce attzacted the attention of an
Awmerican gentleman who wai comlng
howms on the Teuntonie, and after glving
the boy the largest sum of raoney he had
ever had in his lifs at ono time, a fine
sbiving sovereign, this gentleman asked
little Johnny how he would like to go to
Awerica, It bad been the lad’s ambitlon
for moutba to journey to that wonderful
country that he had heard so much of,
and he st ouce told how delighted he
would be to be abls to make the journey.

HE BTARTS FOR AMERICA.

The it'e sluger's questioner grew earn-
est when be saw the glad look that came
Into his eyes, and he st once propoted
that the Iad accompany him to America.
The offer was gladly accepted and in lese
time than it takes to tell it the poor lad
was booked a3 a passenger on the big
steamship and several gentlemen whose
Interest was excited In him bad agreed
with the agents of the White Star llne to
see that no trouble should arlse with the
authorities at Castle Garden about getting
bim achore. Oae of the gentlemen, the
account stated, promfsed to take the lad
as one of his own children and see that he
Rot a falr atart In the land of the free.

Thero the interestlng account of the
little Irlsh lad’s adventure ended, with no
intimation of who the gentlemen were
who interested themselves in him or what
his destination would be when he reached
New York,

Yesterday morning & World reporter
located the lad, whom he found, clesn
end smlllng, dressed ‘n a fine sult of
clothes and as merry as a lark, under the
care of a celebrated phyelclan in the
Eastorn Distelet. Thellttle follow is with
Dr. Reuben Jiffery, the head of the
Brooklyn Tharoat Hospital, and weil.
known specialiets in nose and throat dls-
eages, at No, 142 BSouth Eight street.
The reporter was making his way through
that thoroughfare when he mat the doctor
who was accompanied by a little fellow
;vlth a bright and unmistakable Hibernlan

ace.

“Hello,” said the doctor with a qu'zzl.
cal look, “I've got an interesting liitle
patient here with throat trouble. He
singe tos much. Who do you thiak he
fs. You can’t guese,”

The reporter couldn't.

‘“Jobnny Ryan, and I'm now taking
him around the coraer to buy a blg, warm
overcoat,” replied the doctor, Later, in
Dz, Jffory’s handsoms office near by, the
little lad, who ie only fourteen yeara of
&ge, told the story of his lucky adventure,
etrange enough to have come from the
pegesof achild’ssiory book  Dr. Jeffery
first told how he happened to have the
youngster in his keeping.

HI3 VOIOR WINS A PATRON,
My brother fn law, Hamilion 8
Wicks, the proprletor of the Kansas Olty
finler:n rrelnly o the gentlernas who notleed
ittle Johnoy oa tha dock at Quacna.
‘town,” said Dz, J flery, “Ho was ate
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teacted by the lad’s fine singing and open,
honest ‘i‘{tth face, un('l' :n:nl a }Ibnui'
fellow, given to somewbhat strange freaks
of gon'er‘ollty st times, he asked the lad if
be wouldn't like to ccme over to Ameries
and make bis fortune, The Jittle fellow’s
evident delight improesed bim so that Mz,
Wicks at once agreed to rly his passsge.
Thomas Lowerv, the millionaire twenty
times over, of Minneapolis, who‘wse on
boa:d the steswer, took a {iking to the
boy and ssked to be allowed to take
him out West, where, if he was 8
good boy, he would make s msu
of him, When Johnuy landed Mr. Wicks
took charge of bim, and he was to bave
been sent directly to Minneapolis after
befvg fixed up, He was taken with
measles, however, and his trlp was poste
poued. In the mesntime he has been
boarding with Mre. Hunter, the jinliress
of the Brooklyn Throat Hospiial. On
the way over on the eteamship a collec-
tlon wus taken up smong the pas:engers
who listened to the littie fellow's sing.
ing, and 850 was banded to him, This
sum the good-bearted little fellow at
once handed to Mr. Wicks to be sent to
bis poor mother in Ireland. To morrow
afternoon I will pat Joheny on bosrd a
train bourd for his future home with his
milllonsire friend scd patron iu Miape-
spolls. The lad as you sce bim now is &
different one altogether from the yourg:
ster, who, dirty faced and ragged, earned
coppers by stogiog on the dock at Queens:
town to American tourists howeward
bound.”

Little Johnuy, as the reporter saw him,
is & freckled faced lad, smart for his years,
compactly and strongly bullt. He has
sn Eonut blue eye that fairly dances
with good nature, while his broad smile
and gay, though altogether respectful
manner of talking and acting bespoke the
hone:t lad that he evidently is. Johony
speaks with a broad brogue mixed with
the idiom of bis birthplacs. He told bis
story In his own way.

THE IRISH BOY'S ANTECEDENTS,

The little fellow was born of very poor
parents in a section of Cork called the
North Gate. His father s & laborer aad
“aort of gardener,” as the boy put it, asd
manages by hard labor to earn eight
ehillingy & week. This munificent eum,
not quite $2 in the money of this countey,
hal to support mother and father, throe
boys and two girls. Little Jobnny ls the
eldest of the children. He was named
after hils father, and as early as he con
rem-mber he was compelled to ald the
heed of the household to earn the few
shillipgs that were ita sole support.
He went to the gardens of the rich folk
about Cork and pulled up weeds and did
other odd jobs that wouid help his father.

When very young Jobnny bagan to
slug In the eweet, droll way pecullar to
the Irich peopl= and when the little house-
hold was gaithered around the family
hearthatove after ths day’s labor he would
amuee hiz mother and father and the little
ones by his songs. There was only one
room in the little house occupled by the
Ryane and Johnny elept on a straw mat-
ress flang into a corner of the room along
with the other childzen. He never knew
what it was to eat meat more than once a
week, and his life was altogether abont as
dresry es conld be pictared. Oae night
the listle fellow, a8 he lay on bis bed of
straw thinking of the hard time his father
hsd to get along, determined to try to
put bis vcice aud the many songs he
koew to some use, So the nex:t day the
littie chap went to the rallway station acd
begged & ride of fourteen miles to Qaeens.
town. Joheny, if he was poor, was
proud in his way and he would not sing
before the boys he knew in his natlve
city. Arrived at Queoenstown, where
passengers on the big steamships salling
to America emba:k, little Johony took up
his station oa one end of the docks aud
rang hls firet soug for money,

The i st song he relsted was “Mury
Ann Maloue,” aa Irish ballsd that tels of
the adveatures of 8 bouny Irishlesi, The
boy’s honest face aud his really fine volce
that rang out clear and sweet on the air
attracted much attention from tha rich
filks who were on thelr way bome, and
that night Johnny went home and poured
coppers and silver {ato h's astonished
mother’s lap to the sum of over four
seillipgs, This was a godsand to the
family and Johnny at once became the
prop of the household. He pald his fare
on the rallroad after that, and only weut
to Qaeenstown when the Amerlcan steam-
ships were to sall, He secored more
money one day than another and some-
times his luck wae poor, but hls sweet
voice was a fortune to the household.

WHY HE LONGED To COME HERE,

From seelng the comstant stream of
well-dressed, rich folks going to Amerlea
little Johuny galoed the idea that the
land of the free was a great and prosper-
ous place and he longed day end night to
go there, but the lucky day seemed dim
acd far into the future to him., When,
therefore, the kind hearted American
gentleman asked him to go to the place ot
his amblition, he forgot home and every.
thlog for the time heing and gladly.
accepted. Not long, however, did he
forget his little brothers and elsters, for
the first wish that he expresied when
the kind -hearted psssengers gave him
the §50 was that it might be sent home to
his mother, When takea oan beard the
big ship Jobnny was given a refreshing
bath in warm ealt water sand & eult of
clothes ransacked from the steward’s room
took the place of his ragged garments,
He was glven a comforiable berth and
each day he sing to the passengers from
the eabin who congregated to bear his
sweet volce. Millionaire Thomas Lowery
kept hia eye on the boy and looked out
for hls comfort, His sloging waa geeatly
appreclated by the passeugers, for when
the lttle fellow ntepped foot on the land
that he had longed to be in ke had nearly
$7 1a hla trousers’ pockete, besides the $50
glven to Mr.Wicka,

The little fellow’s constant thought s
for his parents ln the old country, Hlis
mlllionalre patron, bestdes taking care for
his futare, wiil send $50 & month to his
father {n Ireland until Johony is old
enough to earn money of his own to gend
o them, Childitke, llitle Johnny’s im-.
pressioos of the land that iy to ba his
f"'l'll’ﬂ homs are based nupon comparizons
with his home esurrouvding What {m-
prosses blm most {9 the universs! kind-
neas of every omo he cimes in coutact
with and what he cslla the “aplendos” of
the homses and buildiogs. De Jeffary’s
homo he coneiders fit for g lord to Jive in,
Lo sings his sougs every day as usual, and
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his sweet toned voice has been heard by
meny of Dr. Jcffery’s friende.

The 1eporter listened to ome of bhis
favorite sooge yesterday and he was strnck
with the fact thst the little fellow bae a
fortune in his volce alone, He will not
be aliowed to sing ae a profession, how-
ever, a8 one of Dr, Jeffory’s friends, who
fs connected with the show business,
cffered the other day to gusrantee bim &
eplend!d sum of money esch week if be
could place him on Tony Pastor’s etage,
but the cffer was prowptly aud emphatl-
cally refused.

BIS LOVE FOR THE SHAMR(CK,

The little fellow’s three favorive songe
are “Mirv Aun Malone,” “Harp and the
Sbamrock of Irelavd” avd **The Three:
Leaved shamrcek.” These rovgs the lad
bas sung to De. Jeffery’s phorograph and
they will be preserved as a memento of
bis passirg vl to Brook!lyn,

The Mtue fellow’s rich patron alresdy
takes a great interest in him. When he
lesrned that Jahnn% was aick with the
measles he came to Brooklyn all the way
from the West to pay bim a visit and re-
new hils sssu:ances that the lad would be
hacdeomely takea care of in h's new
home,

Jobhuny has much of the dare.devil of
his race in bie little body, ea & little inci
dent while he wae lylog elck at Mrs. Hun
ter’s, on Bedfoid avenue, will show. He
wes in the critical stage of the ailiaent
and orders had been given that he must
not leave his room. Oge night Drngelst
Virncent, on Breaiway, sald to Dr, J #ary ¢
¢Little Johavy pald me a visit to-night,”
“Impossible,” ea'd the doctor, Then he
ron around to Mrs, Hunter’'s, She eald
the lttle fellow badn’t left the room.
When Johnny wae queationed he sald, in
his quaint way :

“Sure, an’ I did put th’ blauket around
me an’ go to th’ store an’ get & glass of
sody.”

As no evil coneequerces foliowed the
eecapade the little fellow was forgiven his
disobedlence of orders. This afternoon,
if nothing happens, the little fellow, who
has & happy and prosperons future
through his sweet voice and a gemerous
Awmerioan, will atart for hls home in the
West.—N. Y. World.
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A CATHOLIC PASTOR PRKACHES
TO BAPTISTS,

We take the followlng frem the Cia
cinnati Catholic Tribune, the organ of the
colored Csthollca of the United States.
It eaye : Father B. W. O'Boylan, rector of
8t Bernard’s Church in Corning, O,
delivered the following lecture at the
Colored Baptist Church, in Rendeville,
recertly, at the invitatlon of the pastor
and members of that Church. We can
not now recall a elmilar incident ia
medern times where a Catholle priest, at
the invitation of the pastor and congregs-
tion, occupled the pulplt of & Protestant
Charch, Following is the lectare:

“My FRriexps— It certalnly appears
strenge to see a Cathollc priest on & Sun
dsy afternoon in a Baptlst Church spezk
ing to non.Catholicsy and I sm sure there
will be mauy curlous comments passed
upon my sctlon ia comisg amosg you
this evering ; but to me there are only a
fow things which appear to be very
strapge on this cccaelon : first of all
that we profers to be all followers of the
same Divine Master, aud bave so wany
d:fferent churches and so many coxfl ct
ing bellef>,

*2ud, Thet being s micleter of the
grand old Caurch in whose boeom the
doctrines of Chrietiauity have keen 80
zealously guarded elnce the aecension of
Christ icto heaven, I «houid be eo lorg
a stranger to you in rellglous lntercourse,
while you ard I ere on the friendliest
terms in our soclal eurroundirga; aand
finally the strangest feature of ell is to
find that all the colorid men before me,
with one exception, are non Cathollcs !

“Your chalns were cut to pleecs and
you were lifted up to the diguity of frse
men in the late war ; but why, I atk you,
wken you looked upwards sud around
you at tke end of the war, why did youn
not find yourselves Catholics 7 Why were
you Baptists, Methodiats, Preshyteriaus,
any thing but Catholies? I snewer, be
causa the Cathollc Church {s the mother
of liberty ; becauee the Catholfc Chuxch

pever nurtured slavery, becauss the
(atholle Oburch was unsbls fto
break  through the burrlers  thet

Protestant slave owners drew arcund
your pereecuted race la the Southern
States, You came therefore out of
slavery with the relfpion that your cruel
mastera posteased,  Bat 1f the Catholle
Chburch had her way the abominable and
cursed treffi: In humean elavery could
never have exlrted in this fair land of
frecedom. I ciaim therefore, my colored
brethren, as a priest of that glorious old
Church, wbich bas ever been and ever will
be the frlend and fearless defender of the
righta of the poor and the oppre:sad, that
I em entitled to & hearing on your part;
and thet ¢8 candid, trustworthy and fode
pendent men, as men of free and un-
shackled intellects, 8 men prepared at
any sacrifize to embrace truth whenever
you can find it, a8 men cf large, charit.
able, and generous hearts, you will llsten
to the clatms which the Catholic Church
puts forward in defence of her doctrice,

“You will seriously teke up what doc-
trines she cffers you and carefully ex-
amine the reascny and arguments on
which thelr fruitfulness rests, and if you
find her clalms to ba just and her aoc-
trines to ba true you wiil not fear to em:
brace and profess them, I am not golng
to enter into detall on all or any of the
Church’s dogmas to-day, I am only
giving you an intreduction to what g
trust you will eagerly lsten to fa lectures
and lustructions which I will be prepared
to glve you in the future.

«The Oatholic Chorchinvites evary one
toinveatlya'e the greunds of her doctrines
She terches that faith must rest not or
human judgment but on the truthfulnes
of God. A thousand buman opinions oar
pever maks oue cextalnty, nor csn th
combined witdom of all the peoplie o
earth apd oll the engels and salnts b
heaven be n suffisient reason for giving
the assent of our intellect to ea article o
faith. The object of faith {8 the Wor
of God 5 the subject that receives this ob

I kave used Ayer's Pills for the paet 3
years, and am satizfied I should not b
alive to-day if it had not been for them
'They cured me of dyepepsia when all othe
remedles falled,”—T. P, Bonzer, Cheste!
Pa. Ayex's Dille are ecld by all drugg'st
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