ol Jeaving the holy precincts. The holy

mnday Morning In 8

©Oh, who can duly appregipte the
eharm and the quiet peacefu of
that Irish crowd assembled on the
goadside just after hearing holy Mass
the chapeél, except him who has
‘bad the delightful experience of mix-
‘n‘ in such a gathering on each of
fhe fifty-two Sundays and holidays

ghroughout the year.

Picture, then (and not an’imagin-
ary ome, either, but a weekly oc-
egurrence in holy Ireland), the way-

" side chapel and the congregation just

water is reverently sprinkled by each
of the devout Catholics on his or
fer forehead as they pass the font.

The crowd waits outside the chapel
gate; there is no hurry or bustle
homewards. ‘‘Shure, I'll see ye at
the chapel on Sunday, avic,”” is the
universal arrangement for a  sure
appointment with the Celtic nation
amongst themselves.

The neighbors who meet at the
markets or fair, funeral or wake, and
who, perhaps, as is often the case,
wish to have another friendly inter-
wiew in a few days’ time, always at
parting arrange for the next place
of meeting—namely after Mass time.

There they ,stand in hundreds—old
and young—conversing volubly on
everything worth talking about. The
old men about the weather and crops,
the young men as to the evening's
programme, whether a football or
hurley game, or a dance with their
“purty colleens’’ at the cross-roads
fn the eve}ling. Some of the more

Moya; and off they skip to have a

better view of the much talked of
bride-elect, and also to wait on
their sweethearts.

Look around. Here comes 'tod-

dling along, on the homeward jonrney,

Peggy ?”’

**Quick, then,’”” replied Kathleen.
““And are ye goin' to the big dance
dt M’Carthy’s to-morra night 2’

“Maybe I amn't indeed,’” says

two old well-known figures. Never a
Sunday or a holiday, blow high or
low, do they miss Mass. &
Peggy Duncan and Moll Malone.
The beads are still twisted round
their old wrinkled hands, and each
bedecked with a neat white cap and
pretty border. Real old ancient,
good-natured Irish women they are.
‘“Faix, Peggy, I'm gettin’ stiff.
Shure the chapel bell rung twice the
other day afore I got the length of
the dure. I'm bad wid the pains.”’
‘“‘Arrah, ’tisn’t younger we're get-
tin’, alanna. I'm gettin’ hard o’ the
hearin’ meself. Shure, I barely
heard what Father John was sayin’
about the Stations. Did you catch
it, Moll ?*’

‘““Aye, shurely,’”” replies Moll.
‘“’Twas about the Easter dues he
was talkin’. Half o° them aren’t col-
lected yet, and ’tis a shame, entire-
ly.”

‘““When had ye word from Ameriky,

““Och, shure, ’tis goin’ five weeks

encourage him to bear his burden of
sorrow or tribulation with patience

and many
leaves the Irish sacristy or confes-
sional a thousand times happier and
lighter than when he or she entered
it, after receiving the good priest’s
blessing and listening to his words
of solace and comfort.

meeks
picture him as described by ome of
his spiritual daughters,
stature, but slightly made, his face

a heavy-hearted soul

SKETCH OF ST, DOMINC,

St. Dominic ! - The name is indeed
a ‘“lordly’” one but the bearer— how
and humble ! In fancy we

‘““of middle

. ehild’s play
of washday.
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favor the design.  In a vision, how-
teran Basilica about, to:#all, but sup-

aic.
a similar vision when St. Francis of

\

{

(]

ever, the Pope seemed to see the La-

ported on the shoulders of St. Dok~
Four years before he had seen

Assisi solicited approbation for his
infant order, and the Pope under-
stood the designs of God that these
two Saints had been raised up to
repair the ruin caused in the church
Ly heresy.

It is also, related that the Blessed
Virgin appeared to her devoted client,
one night and sprinkled his Friars
with holy water, making over them
the sign of the Cross. When the
Saint prostrated himself ®efore her.
asking her who she was, she ' re-

{ Concern has the best equipped granite

7 vaily

‘““Aye aye, Peggy.

again Monday, Moll: but I'm expect-
in’ wan every post.”
They say the
times is bad out there, and Eileen,

beautiful and rather sanguineg in its
color, his hair and cloven beard of
a fair and bright hue, his eyes re-
markably fine”” His white habit is

devout old women remain behind | that’s my youngest, is brakin’ her| threadbare and travel-stiained, his
after Mass inside the chapel, to say | heart to cross the say. Ochone, | feet bruised and often hleeding, for
an extra rosary for her darling boy | ochone, an’ ’tis the lonely house| this holy man, despite the fact that

across the seas—who sends the
#*Ameriky letter’”’ and its welcome
contents with unerring regularity.
Others are doing the ‘‘Stations of
the Cross”’ with fervor and faith.

But it is the outside crowd that I
would wish to call your attention
to.

““Morra, Phil, ’'tis a' grand day,
glory be to God.”
“Morra kindly, Dinis. Fpw’s all

yer care.”

“Thank God an’ you, they're mid-
dlin’, barring that young heifer I
bought from you last Lammas fair,
shure, ’tis back she’s going in her
milk.”

‘“Pshaw, ‘man !
towld ye kape her

'Tis the grazin’. I
off that mountainy
strip and put her where ye have the
three other milk Didn't 1
now, Dinis, tell ye thim words at
Pat Donoghe’s wake. (God rest his
sowl.)”’

COWS.

“Faix, an’ ye might well pray
‘““Begorra, an’ maybe ye did, an’ I| goqainst that same,”’ continues Moll.
forgot, but plaize God I'll do what | «“Shure there’s poor Nancy without

you bid me to-merra mornin’— the
first thing, too, Phil.”’

““Are ye for home, Dinis ? I'll lave
ye the length of Moll Nolan’s, I've a
bit of tibbacy to pay her for since
the last fair day.”

‘‘Shure, an’ I might as well be go-
in’,”” replies Dinis, ‘‘only I expected
to meet Condy M’Hugh, the carpen-
ter, to give him an order. for a pair
o’ new wheels, an’ bad scran to
him, he hasn’t thurned up—an’ he’s
missed Mass as well.”’

““Oyeh,’’ replies Phil, ‘“‘divil a much
religion ever was in the M'Hughs,
barrin’ the ould uncle that walked
with a halt. Bedad’ ’tis he was the
holy man entirely.”’

And so these two sturdy Irish far-
mers trudge leisurely homewards and
finish the conversation by parting at
. Moll Nolan’s tobacco shop.

Now we will hearken to the col-
loquy of these two Irish colleens.
Look at them, the picture of health

and beauty with the bloom of the
mountain heather on their cheeks,
and the Irish lovelight in their hand-
some blue eyes.

“Tell me, Moya, did ye lay eyes on
Tim M’Carthy the day, for I didn’t?"’

““Yes, Kathleen, I did sure enough.
He passed me goin’ out the chapel
door, but I think he turned up by
the sacristy. There's a temperance
meeting to-day, 'tis the first Sunday
o’ the month,”’

““Shure, an’ I forgot entirely,” re-

plies Kathleen. ““But did ye hear
that Kate Fitzgerald is goin’ to be

married 7"’

‘*Arrah, go long wid ye. Who' to?”’
““The ould Yankee, Mr. O’Connor,
that comes to visil her father every
harvest.”

‘“0 saints protect us, no, 'tis not
thrue,’”’ repliéd Moya as she raises

her hands in holy horror.

_be her grandfather; he’s: seventy
he's a day.” : e i
A “They're to be married, T tell ye,”
Kathleen ' repeats, ‘‘as

money out."”’

we’ll have thin; bekase go she will.
She’s savin’ all the egg-money this
last six months to pay her passage
And poor old Mrs.

he was born of an illustrious family,
and connected with the noblest houses
of Spain, invariably made his many
journeys on foot. His disposition
was always joyous and cheerful, and

““Shure, Kathleen, that men could
it

Malone wipes away a tear with her
snow-white apron.
‘““Tis  God’s holy
happens to us, Moll. Shure, look
at me now—after rearin’ nine of
them—Ileft like an orphan, wid'nether
chick or child, and thim all scatter-
ed over the four winds o’ the
earth.””

‘‘But, shure, Peggy, they're all well
and doin’ well, an’ that’s a
fort to ye in yer ould days. Ye'll
niver go to the poor-house while
there's wan o’ them able to draw
the breath,”” replies Moll.

‘“May God and His Blessed Mother
keep me an’ me worst inimy from
that place, Moll, an’ that’s from me
heart this blissid Sunday mornin’,”’
fervently exclaims PegL‘T.

will whativer

com-

wan belongin’ to her, Moll.”’

‘““Not a sowl. Peggy, in the wide
wurruld. Her last boy was kilt (God
be merciful to him) on a railway in
Glasskey. Shure, an’ he was the
good son. Ivery Monday mornin’
poor Nancy would cum to me wid
the latter from Pat for me to read
it, an’ the money ordher inside, be-
kase the sowl can’t rade writin’, God
help her; an’ wirre, as thru, she gets
no letters nor no money now, bar-
rin’ what she begs from ‘you an’ me
an’ the likes o’ us.”

‘‘Musha, then Moll, she’s a charityy
an’ I've two ould skirts and a pair
of boots lyin’ by me, an’ ye might
send her to me an’ I'll give them to
her, for the winter's comin’ an’ the
sowl will be in need o’ them.””'
‘“Thank ye, kindly, Peggy. I'll do
yer biddin’, an’ poor Nancy will be
thankful for the boots, anyway,’’
replies Moll,
““Well, T’1l be afther lavin’ ye now,
Moll. Take a pinch, an’ I'll see ye
next Sunday afther Mass.’’
‘“Wid God’s help, Peggy,”’ answers
Moll, as she helps herself to a good
pinch of snuff from Peggy’s capacious
box.

And the two good-hearted
shake hands and separate.

% These are only a few of the many
homely incidents and conversations
that take place Sundap—after Sun-

souls

day at the chapel gate when the

neighbors get the opportunity of

seeing each other. =
Then the good priest himself, the

Soggarth aroon, when Mass is over,
the christenings and marriages are

ded. He is fasting from the
night before, and in many cases does
not get time to take his breakfast
until two or three o’clock in = the
day. Perhaps he has to listen  to
complaints and stories and settle lit-
tle family quarrels and neighborly

priest the Irish peasant goes! to first
" | when in trouble or difficulty, fo

he was ever mgved to compassion by
the afflictions of his neighbors,
constant petition to God being for
the gift of true charity.

his boundless zeal for the salvation
of souls, springing from the murning

charity.
cious books that he might distribute

he saw suffering from famine.

founder of the Albigenses,’”’ ‘‘Promul-

bickerings, ~ Tt is glways to  the

his

The story of his life is ons of
absogbing interest. It is the story
of a life, the keynote of which was

love he bore his Divine Master. We
find this spirit of zeal manifesting
itself repeatedly in heroic acts of
As g student he sold his
clothes, furniture, and even his pre-
the price to the starving poor whom
On
another occasion he offered himself to
a poor woman, asking to be sold to
the Moors as a slave that her own
son might Ye ransomed.

“Ivory of Chastity,”” ‘“Rose of Pa-
tience,’”” ‘‘Doctor of Truth,”’ "(.‘or}—

gator of the Holy Rosary,”’ are
among the titles by which we hail
him in his litany, and in a few
words they give us an idea of the
virtues which iliuminated his holy
life and of the labors he accomplish-
ed lior God’s greater glory.

The story of how he led the spi-
ritual crusade against the heretical
AlHigenses of southern France and
finally triumphed Yecause Our Lady
herself deigned to teach him her ro-
sary as a means of overcoming the
works of Satan, is a matter of Ca-
tholic history, and to him and the
devoted members of his order is due
in a large mdasure the widespread
teaching of this Deautiful devotion.
. St. Dominic’s life was one of inces-
sant labor, constant prayer and ex-
traordinary penavce, hut God ' was
pleased to bless his; efforts abund-
antly and testified. to the sanctity of
His humble servant Ly many mira-

back alive and well; a noor mason
crushed beneath a falling wall was
restored to life. Again, at Rome,
a community of puns, two Cardinals,
and a number of other persons were
witnesses of one of the Saint’s great-
est miracles, the rajsing to life of o

‘heen killed by a fall from his horse.
Aftgr  offering the Holy Sacrifice,
during which he was seen to be rais-
ed in ecstacy, he thrice touched the
face and mangled limbs of the
censed to put them in their place,

trembling,

cles wroulhf at his intercession. A | < Mr. John Redmond, Capt. Donelan,
heartbroken mother laid her dead | and Mr. Patrick O’Brien received an
child at his feet and received it | enthusiastic . welcome at Toronto.

young man named Naboleon who had Y

de-

plied: “I am she whom you invoke
every evening and when you say,
‘Turn, then, O gracious wadvocate,

thine eyes of mercy towards, us,’ I
prostrate myself before my Son. for
the preservation of this Order.”” On

the same night St. Dominic had o
second vision in which he saw Our
Lord with the Blessed Virgin sur-
rounded DLy religious of every order
except his own. Weeping bitterly he
drew near our Lord when signed to
do so, and when He asked him the
cause of his tears he answered, ‘I
weep because I Bee here religious of
every order except my own.”” And
Our Lord asked him: *‘Wouldst thou
see thine own ?"’ And St. Deminic
replied, ‘‘Yes, Lord.”
Then, the Lord placed His hand on
the shoulder of the Blessed Virgin
and said, “I have given thine Order
to my Mother.”” Our Blessed Lady
then opened her mantle and extend-
ing it before the eyes of the Saint
8of that ts immensity covered all
the space of the heavenly country,
he saw under its folds a vast multi-
tude eof his children.

These are among the many beauti-
ful evidences that St. Dominic’s l
work found high favor with God and
after his death many were the reve-
lations of his glory. His principal
feast is celebrated Aug. 4, by the
church he enlightened Ly his eminent

life is faithfully followed by thous-
ands of his white-robed children in
the three orders bearing his name,
Like an echo of his Master’s ‘‘Behold
I am with you all the days, even
to the consummation of the world,”
are the dying words of tlie Saint
spoken to comfort those who wept

at his bedside. ‘Do not weep for
me, my children. I shall be more
helpful to you where I .am going

than I have ever %een in this life,”’
And throughout the ages those who
strive to imitate his virtues, rely on
his hopeful promsse and pray, ‘‘Ful-
fil, O Father, what thou jast said,
and help us by thy prayers 17—
From Mother ¥Frances Raphael
Drane’s ‘“History of St. Dominic.'"

Enthusiastic Weicome at
Toronto.

Premier Ross, Speaker Ohariton, of
the Ontarip Assembly, Senator Kerr,
Hume Blake, Robert Jaffray . and
many other Protestants in public life
were on the platform of A bati

virtues and teaching and his rule of |-

g rock drills, and also
the first to take up the plug drill. We
can say, without exaggeration, that this

buarry in the country.”
THESMITH BROS. GRANITECO.
so08 SMITH BROS. 30

In Canada. The granite is princi-
sed for the finest ciass of
monumental work.

T. J. O'NEILL,
REAL ESTATE ACENT,
I80 ST.JAMES STREET.

Loans, Insurance, Renting, and Col-
lecting of Rents. Moderate charges,
and prompt returus.

TSONROY BROS..

228 Centre Btreet

Practical Piumbers,Gasand SteamFitters
ELECTRICand MECHANICAL

BELLBN,ato.
‘l'el. Main 8552. Night and Day SBervices

—

TeLEPPHONB 3833

THOMAS O’GONNELL

NealerinG hotdHard Painte)
Qile,and & fine line of Wall T8,
Cor, Murray and/Ottawa

STREET
PRACTICAL PLUMBER ,

GAS, STEAM 204 HOT WATER FITTER

RUTLAND LINING, FITS ANY STOVE
CHEAP,

Oraers promptly attended to. :-: Moderat
charges. A trial solicited.

KevaBLIgEED 1864.

House.Sign ana Decorative Painler
PLAIN AND DECORATIVE

PAPER-HANGER.

WhitewashingandTinting - Orderspromptly
attended to. Terms moderate.
Residence 645. Office 647, D

stroet

leury street, arethesolerepre- |
nnmlv'o:, of these famous quarries |

ST. PATRICK'S T, A, AND B,

CIETY—Moets on the secons 38:
day of every month in 8t. Patriy:
Hall, 92 Bt. Alexander otreey .
8.80 p.m. Committes of x.;.;:
meat meets in same hall on 1y,
Arst Tuesday of every montn at g
p.m. Rev. Director, Rev. Jas, Ki).
loran; President, W. P, Doyle; Res.e
Secy., J. D’Arcy . Kelly, 13 Valleg
street.

——

ST. ANN'S T. A. & B. SOCIBTY,

established 1868. —Rev. Diregta.
Rev. Father McPhail; President D,
Gallery, M.P.; Sec., J. F. Quims
625 8St. Dominique Street; M, J,
Ryan, treasurer, 18 St. Augustip

street. Meets on the second Bupe
day of every month, in St. Ann'p
Hall, corner Young and Ottawe
streots, at 8.80 p.m.

—

ST. ANN'S YOUNG MEN'S SOCIE,
TY, organized = 1885.—Meets in its
hall, 157 Ottawa stveet, om the
first  Sunday of each month, ¢
2.30 p.m. Spiritual Adviser, Rev
B, Strubbe, C.88.R; President,
P, Kenechan; Treasurer, Thomas
O’Connell; Rec.-Sec., Robt. J. Hart,

C.M.B.A. OF CANADA, BRANCB
26.—(Organized 18th November,
1878.—Branch 26 meets at 8¢,
Patrick’s Hall, 93 St, Alexander
St., on every Monday of each
month. The regular meetings for
the tr of are
held on the 2nd and 4th Mondays
of each month, at 8 p.m. Spiritual
Adviser, Rev. M.- Callaghan; Chame
cellor, P. J. Darcy; President, W;
F. Wall{ Recording Secretary, P. 0,
McDonagh, 189 Visitation street;
Financial Secretary, Jas. J. Cos
tigan, 825 St. Urbain street; Trea:
surer; J, H, Kelly; Medical Advisers
Drs. H. J. Harrison, E. J, 0'Cope
nor and G. H., Merrill.

east of Bleury“street .Montreal
Bel' Telephone, Main. 1405, *

LAWRENCE RILEY,
FPLASTHRIE

OHUROH BELLS,

McSHANFES BELLS }

are evidences
Over 3 08 ringing
MeSHANK BELL FOUNDRY,

of sterling wortl
round the work
+ Baltimere, Nd., U. 8. A

Successor toJohn Riley. Establishedin 1866
Plain and Ornamental Plastering. Repal:

a[l kinds promptlyattendedto. KEstimatesfur-
nished . Postal orders attenaed to. 16 Paris
Street, Poim (St Cunrie: .

e

A STORY FOR THE YOUNG.

DANTE.

Dante was one.of the greatest poets
that ever lived. He was born at a
time when Italy contained within, it~
self all that the world had of great
or noble. The poet first saw. _ the
light in Florence, May, 1265. His
father died when he was nine years of
age. All the circumstances of his
youth united to make him bright and
learned. He Wad great natural gifts,
wonderful energy. loving and large-
minded teachers, who were well equip-
ped in all the learping of the day.
He had plenty of the world's goods,
and was able to travel to the dif-
ferent universities, not only in his
own country, »ut in France and Eng.
land. Though a great scholar, . he
did not withdraw himself from the
world, hut lived pleasantly with his

i He entered public life,

Hall, when Mr. Redmond was tender-
ed a reception under the auspices of
the United Irish League. The hall
was, overcrowded, and the waiting
throngs on the street could not be
accommodated even when an adjoin-
ing hall was procured. Mr. Red-
mond spoke at overflow meeting.
Sixteen thousand dollars was spon-

%

and thrice. prostrated h f. Then
making the sign of the Crees, with

and 4is body raised from the ground,

‘man to arise “in the hame of
‘Lord Jesus

his hands extended toward heaven

Our |

Blake sent $500. Mrs, Blake

Ly lowards: . they
Irish campaign fund. Hon. Edward

Mrs. Redmond were present in  he|.
St. Dominic commanded the young bhat.

and was devotedly attached to his
country, and suffered much, Leing
banished from his:favorite city. His
great poem, called the Divine Come:
dy, is the greatest porm ever writ
ten. It has three parts. Heil puts
before us the hardened sinner pune
ished, Purgatory the penitent absolv-
ed from his eins and advancing
virtue, Paradise the height rdached

NENBELY BELL CONTAN

TROY,N.®.,and
177BROADWAY ,NEW YORK Oity.
Manufacture Superior CHURCH BELLS

sw——

PATHENT SOLIOITORS.

‘Wesolicit the business o lllnuhctlr!m
gl.n!erl and others who realizethe a
aving the! by
perts, Pre!

R
ol

{7 Patent business transa od-
liminary advice free. Charges 1!
te. Our Inventors® Help, 125 pages, sent U
request. -Mariou & Marion, New York Life
sontrea) - and Washiagton, D.C., U.S.A-

e

GRODIE'S GELEBRATED
SELF-RAISING FLOUR

Isthe Original and the Best
A PREMIUM given)for the empty b4?

returned to our Office.”

10 BLEURY ', Montreal.d

THE DIFFBRENCE BETWEEY
THE KIRKS.—A Rosshire gamekeet”
er, a great light in one of the lerks

‘United churches.
" @ifference in a ST

" books,
i the ¢

‘.ftbogganing and  sn
16nything in the world

wQorner.” St
L ::::;wlu-bowyo““
vacation, what amus
L * ke best, what boolss yo
| Tt studies you have, and
| g you think will e inter
e want to make .this departn
| practive, so let us see what 3

B
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Dear Editor:—I am & girl ¢
and have never wrltten]
| 4] before, but Wi
m; rpoagel;'our letter at
of the “Boys and Gh:ls' Corp
gaid it would be mice to le
fnow some little ones app!
.what you were doing for us.
i"“ back to school and was
ny teacher Was not changed.
the dearest/ paby brother yo
ish to see; He has just cox
to walk, and often pulls my
ground, which makes me ver
with him. We lpve him st
that mamma says he will be
spoy. 1 love to work out puz
T hope to see some 800D,
Your little friend,

MARGA
L]

Dear Editor:—1 was surpris
1 saw the Children’s Cornmer i
week’s True Witness. I was ¢
ithe mountains all suminer, bu
{he time had been very shor
I had to go back to school.
p lovely spaniel that follov
everywhere I go, and didn't ]
right to school with me the
day. I thought I had left h
find after playing with hin
somebody must have opened t
tor I was not long in school
peard loud barking, and who
pe the cause of it but my de
Jack,

Your friend,
K1

Dear Editor:—I have a littl
and I call it Smut for it is s
It came crying to the door ¢
and we took it in. I have a
bird, too. My auntie gave i
for my birthday.

Your friend,
I

Dear Editor:—I am at hom
school just now. I broke 1
climbing in the barn at my
where I was spending a mont
oh, didn't it hurt, but I wa
that it was my left instead
right arm. I don’t mind s
being home from school, bu
Papa gave me a present of &
and I had just started to t
sons, when I fell. I am g
have a page for ourselves no

Your friend,

JJ

e = =
Dear Editor:—I had a b
party last Wednesday. I %

little friends over to play w
and such fun as we had. We
games and romped round
beart’s content. Mamma ' ma
lovely cake covered in pink a
icing, and she put ten little
of all colors on the top. M
has a magic lantern, and he
it down to amuse us.

HAR(

Dear Editor:—I learnt to sw
Wmmer. We were at the
and that is the best place t

used to sail my boat. A
little boys had boats, too, ¢
bad races sometimes, T hop
2 lot of letters this week,

BE

" e e

Dear Editor:—Won’t you gi
Btory just for children, T I
Tead, and T have ever so ‘mat
T do hope you will -
hildren’s page.

Your little friend,
, x BI
We wil try and meet ot

Tends in every way, and W
theémn a pjca story.—®d))

hDe&r Editor.—T wish th
€. I would wather




