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MONTREAL, FRIDAY, JUNE 29, 1860.

“"GAPTAIN PATRICK MALONY ;
OR, THE IRISHMAN IN ALABAMA.
(From the Boston Pilot.)
" CHAPTER I.

Patrick Malony was born on that beautiful
“ gem of the sea,” where Patrick is esteemed a
holy and glorious name, and w.here there 1s,
mmoreover, o lack of representatives of the an-
cient and bonorable house of Malony.

What part of Old Ireland had the honor of
being his birth-place, I cannot just remember ;
but if there is any particular county more re-
powned and more romantic than any and all
others, there is no reasonable doubt that that
was the birth-place of my hero.

He tnight bave been of rich but honest pa-
rents ; only that they happened to be poor, and
experlenced the gruth ; ] ! ;
# though pm{erly IS 1o dlsgrace, Its mlghty n-
convenieat.” In fact, Patrick was the eldest
son of a widow, with seven curly-leaded, blue-
eyed, rosy-cheeked, roguish childrep. ?at'rick
was the eldest, the handsomest, barrin’ his sister
Norah, who was, in fact, incomparable ; and he
was, of course, the pride of s fond mother’s
heart ; as what handsome first-born son ever
failed to be—though ever so much a scape-
grace? )

But no scapegrace was master Patrick. No
boy had said his catechism better, or served Fa-
| ther Murphy at Mass more gracefully, than Pa-
trick Malony. His mother rejoiced in the hope
of seeing hitn a priest; the high and holy ambi-
tion of so nany a tond Irish mother. TFather
| Murphy lelped him with his Laun and bumani-
ties, and Patrick was so good a boy, that the
| prospect seemed fuir enough.  Only two things
b were wanting : the vocation, as the future proved,
| and the means, wlich grew less, and less, as the
day of trial darkened over Ireland, which was
to end in famipe and pestilence, desolation and

death. :
When Patrick was eighteen years old, the
times were growmg worse and worse. There
were many moutls to feed, and little work and
f poor pay. 1t was not want yel, buta dreary
| prospect in the tfuture. There was no lack of
§ 2 humble trust in God; but Patrick, fall of the
! energy and hope of youth, feit that he could not
i claim the help of Providence, without making a
| manly effort to help nmself.
| At this juncture, there came a letter from lus
cousin Timothy ; and as Tium was rather a char-
 acter in his way, we’ll read the letter.
) City of Mobille, State of Alabama, )
Jan. 20th, 18—(and here ¥
comes a big blot, which makes the {
last part of the date quitae illegible J

Dear Cousin Pairick :

This letter leaves me in good health at present,
thanks be to Almighty God for the same ; end I hope
these few lines will find you, and aunt Bridget and
swate Noreh, and all my other cousing, (God bless
them) in the enjoyment of the snme blessing. And
now, Patrick, my boy, America’s a great country
intirely. And Alabama is the flower of America.—
| The rozes and all the pretty flowers are bloomin'
here now, and ‘the wonderful mockin-birds are
‘ séiugin' while 1 sit writin’ out Jdoors at my open win-

ow, :

They told me the gold could be picked upin the
streets. That's & igure of spache- cousin - Patrick.
But just come ever here, my stout lad, and get forty
dollars a month's wages, (that's eight pounds, my
boy) and they ate you, darlin’, besides. It's & great
 country, an’ no mistake at all; only I can't begin to
fi tell you half it. Just put yourself on a ship and
come over, Be sure you come to Mobille. If you
come 1o New York first, dono't stay long there. The
Patricks and Dennisses knock each other's elbows,
They are ag thick as thieves, and thicker than that
i3 needless. Como straight bere, darlin’, an’ make
your fortin at wonst. It's only & mntter of fifteen
bundred miles, an' that's only a step an 'a straddle.
You'll make you fortin’ sure, an’ have somethin’ to
nnke the onld mother comfortable. So, God bless
an’ preserve you all, prays your loving cousin,
Tix O'RoURKE.

Mr. Patrick Malony walked home from the
Post-office two inches taller than be ever walked
before. His chest expanded, and there was a
flush on lus cheeks and a light in his eye, which
rather startled the good widow Malony..

“ Why, Patrick, jewel,” said she, as he
stalked rather ferociously in at the door of their
humble cabin, # what’s come over ye, lad ?”

. “Is a letther trom cousin Timothy, mother
gear; all the way from America, and from Ala-
bama, and Mobille, and that’s further yet.”

i
i

America—an® how is that good-for-nothing T'-
::ltll?;’ O’'Rourke, my sister’s child, God rest her

So Patrick read the letter; and the mother,
and Norah, and Bridget, and Mary, and Teddy,
and all the childreu gathered behind him and
looked over his shoulders.

Patrick folded it up ; kissed Norah ;" drew a
ong breath, and started up to go out agam.

“An’ where are ye goin’ now, Patrick ??
sked the careful Mrs. Malony. ¢ Sure the

Praties,” ‘
“No, mother dear, I'm no that hungry. -I
fst see Father Murphy . and Patrick stalked

of the proverb, that,.

“Arrah, honey, an’ what's the news from' ,
‘CHAPTER II.—HOW PATRICK GOT

{joy; Norah sobbed on -his bosom; the younger

fookish letther it kape till ye get a bit.of the-

off solemnly to the Priest’s house, beside the
Church. '

Father Murpby was at home. No man easier
to find. In bis little parlor, reading, or saying
his office ; in the church, saying Mass, hearing
confessions, catechising the children ; working in
his garden for recreation ; liearing Lhe complaints,
sorrows and troubles of his poor parishioners,
visiting the sick—these were Father Murphy’s
daily occupations.

“ Well, Patrick, my son, how fare you; are
you all well at home ?° :
“Yes, Father, all well, thanks be to God.”

“ You’re a good boy, Patrick, and a comfort
to your poor mother, God bless her.”

“ Well, Father, that’s what I have come to
consult you about. Mother’s getting worn down
with care and lard work. The times grow worse
and worse. I’ve got strong arms and a willing
heart, but poor old Ireland’s a bad market for
them. Will your Reverence plaze read that bit
of a letther from cousin Timothy 2

His Reverence took the letter and read it.

¢ Se you’d be after going to America to seek
your fortune #” said Father Murphy, more cheer-
fully than Patrick had any hopes of. - You
want to leave us all.”

“It’s a sorry day I'd be leaving you,” said
Patrick, “but T think it’s me duty. I'm the
oldest. Noral mnust stay with mother an’ help
take care of the little ones. Isn’t it me duty,
Father Murphy, to go and work for them ?”

“ Have you told your mother yet 7

« Why should I be atther breaking her heart,
and no use in 1t ?  J wouldn’t say a word Gll I
came *0 your reverence, to see what I should do
about it.” '

“ That’s right. You're a thoughtful lad, Pa-
trick, my son. To-morrow wmorning I’ll offer up
the FHoly Sacrifice of the Mass, that Almighty
God will guide us aright, and I will open the
matter to your mother, if i’s needful.” _

Patrick knelt down reverently, to receive the
dear good Father’s blessing, and went home
to the fireside that never before had seemed so
dear. :

In the moraing early, Mrs. Malony, and Pat-
rick, and Norah were at Mass, as was their
usual custom. It was the fresh early spring
time. The sun was rising over the green Hlls;
the birds were singing in the trees; the air was
full of the odor of sweel flowers, and from the
hearts of the humble worshippers, who flocked
to the little church in the blythe morning, rose
the sweeter incense of Catholic devotion.

Had Patrick been a Protestant young man of
eighteen, I am afraid Le would have been quite
too manly to kneel in church beside his mother
and sister. Iew DProtestant young men bhave
much sense of religion, and tliose who have, ge-
nerally feel ashamed to give it apy outward ex-
pression. The Catholic, when properly educated
in his faith, and unperverted by bad asseciations,
has no shame, but glories ia the practice of lus
Holy Faith. '

Even bad Catlolics are ready to die for their
religion ; but good Catlioles are also ready to
live for it, which, on the whole, may be better.

-Some time after the Mass, Mrs. Malony was
delighted with a visit from Father Murphy.—
Sad must have been the house where Father
Murphy didn’t bring joy. The children flocked
around hun, kissing his hand, or, at least, a finger,
and the fast of all toddled down on its knees,
and put up its fat little bands to ask his blessing.

“ God bless you, my darhngs; and how is
your health, widow Malony ?”’ said the good Fa-
ther.

“«T'm as comfortable as ever, thanks be to
Almighty God for ail Fhs mercies.”

« Apd the children; but they’re all well
enough, the little beggars. Noral, the roses
will have no bloom this year, for you've got it
all in your cheeks, I’'m tlnking.”

And Norah showed by a blush of pleasure,
that there was plenty more of bloom where that
came from, without robbing the roses.

But Father Murphy bad come on serious bu-
siness, It was hard to sever the mother from
her first-born son. It was hard for Norah to
part from the brother she was so proud of and
so loved. It was hard for Father . Murpby to
send forth mto the world the child of his love
and prayers; but he saw thatit was best, and
they - all submitted to the will of Providence.
SAFELY
OVER THE SALT SEA.

Patrick’s humble’s outfit was made ready by
lus mother and Norah. For the last time ke
knelt with them at the aitar rail to receive Holy
Comnunion. Father Murphy gave bim ins last
hearty good by and his blessing. The mother
hugged to her tone heart its® chiefest earthly

children drowned him 1n tears and smothered
him with kisses ; and then he looked back with
a full heart, through his tears, at the beau-
tifl valley that bad been in his world. He
knew that his mother- and Norah were on' their
knees praying for him, and he too koelt on the

green turf by the hedge-side, and prayed to Our
Mother of Consolation. .One more look, and
Patrick walked on his way. And hope and the
consciousness of duty soon made his heart grow
light. He knew that * One God the Iather
Almighty,” would watch over them.all; one
Holy Mother Church embraced them 2il in her
bosom ; though thousands of miles apart, they
knelt at the same altar, and the same Blessed
Ones watched over them and listened to their
prayers. One faith, one bope, one heaven ;—
oceans cannot divide those who are so united.

In a few days Patrick saw Ireland fade in the
distance and sink out of Ins horizen, with a sad,
proud, fond regret. Land of beauty and poetry,
purity and faith ! Island of Saint! martyr of na-
tions ! millions of thy children, with loving hearts,
bave thus looked back to thee through blinding
tears; and with cheking voices have cried—
¢ Farewell ! God bless Old Ireland "

The sights, and sounds, and smells of Liver-
pool gave him some comforting distraction from
the thoughts of home. He did not forget to
find a church there, too. It was larger and far
more splendid than he had ever seen before ; bat
that made little difference. The good Catholic
rejoices to see the tabernacle of his Beloved
surrounded with splendors, He would gladly
gather all the magnificence, beauty, music, and
sweet incense of the earth into the sanctuary of
God ; but it is not these he worships. "Che
humblest little chapel, where the lamp burns be-

{ fore the altar, holds more for him than York-

minster, Westminster, or St. Paul’s; hollow,
deserted, barren shamns, with all their magnifi-
cence. :

Another vision of beauty filled the eyes of
Patrick. Some pretty girl, you fancy ; bui that’s
a mistake. A rosy-checked young Irishman is
not very likely to turn his back too contemptu-
ously on a preity sweet creature of a mce girl ;
but the new ohbject of Patrick’s admiration - was
an American packet-ship, with her graceful huli,
her tall, tapering masts, and the starry flag that
floated above them. In afew dayshbe found
himself, with four bundred of his counirymen
and countrywomen, on beard of one of the finest,
which a black hftle steam tug towed down the
river Mersey ; and Patrick was at sea.

Four bundred men, women, and children,
stowed between decks ; rolling and pitching ;—
little light and less air, and nearly all sea-sick.~—
T must leave it to the imaginations of some and
the recollections of others of my readers. IJome-
sick and sea-sick—it is to be hoped that one is
homcopathic to the other. Patrick soom tri-
umphed over the latter, and he was on deck,
watching the changing aspects of the glorious
sea. For the home-sickness be had three good
remedies : faith, hope, and charity. Ide said his
prayers, and commended the beloved hearts to
the blessed protection of Jesus and Mary.

" Handsome, light-hearted, with a cheerful
word and a kind service for everybody, Patrick
was a general favorite.  He took the children
on deck for a mouthful of fre:u air, when their
mothers could not leave their berths. e paid
specral attention to DMary O’Sullivan, because
she looked like his sister Norah, probably, He’
was not the only one that admired her. The
second mate, a stout, beef-eating Iinglishman,
had fixed his eyes upen her also. .

The result was that the second mate bad a
black eye one morning, and Patrick a slight
sprain in his wrist ; and that Mary O'Sullivan,
next ta her heavenly Protectress, was grateful
to Patrick Malony.

-Patrick saw a whale, a good ways off ; and an
iceberg rather nearer, too near for comfort, for
they just grazed it in a dense fog. A tew days
more and there was a cry of « Land bo! Then
came the beautiful schooner of the New York
pilot ¢ then they sailed up the Narrows, and saw
New York, and Brooklyn, and Jersey City, and
Hoboken—a great city—with rivers, ships, and
steamboats, and a few other remarkable institu-
tions.

Father Murphy had read of New York in the
papers, and gave Patrick some good advice.—
You have something to lose,” said he, ¢ so be-
ware of the Sharpers. They will rob you of
every penny ; and some of your own country-
men, with a thick brogue on their tongues, will
be as bad as the worst of them. Don’t buy a
gold watch, if 1t 1s ever so cheap, It will turn
out brass; get up at .day-light, go to bed when
you are sleepy, and eat when you are hungry,
provided  you can get anything, and never - mind
about kuowing the time o’day. Don't buy a
pocket-book, even if it is stoffed full of bank
aotes. Carefully mind your own business. Go
to church as soon as you land, and attend to
your duties, 'Wherever you go, my son, never
‘neglect them. Leave aione whiskey and tobac-
co, and live on such food as you have been used
to at home. When our countrymen go to Ame-
rica, with.roses on their cheeks, and full of
health and vigor, they are told that the climate
is 5o bad that they must eat pork three times n
day with plenty of tea, coffee, tobacco, and

whiskey. They lose their red cheeks, white
teeth, sweet breath, bright eyes and - vigorous
constituttons ; and then blame the climate.—
Patrick, I am satisfied by all I can learn from
reading and inquiries, that 1t is ot the climate,
half so much as the pork, and wliskey, and to-
bacco, and other useless luxuries. So, take my
advice, Patrick ; live as you have lived at home.
You are strong and healthy ; try to keep so.—
Sare your wages to help your mother, and your
brothers and sisters. It times grow worse, and
you think America-is a better place for them
thao poor Ireland, bye and bye you can send for
them, perhaps. And I may come too, God knows
best. Good bye, my son, and may God bless
you.”
(70 be continued.)

LETTER OF HIS GRACE THE MOST
RIV. DR. CULLEN,
TO THE CATHOLIC CLEWGY OF THE DIOCESE
OF DUBLIN,

ON THE DANGERS TO WIIICH THE FAITH OF POOR CATHO-
LIC CHILDHEYN 18 EXPOSED.

Very Reverend and Dear Sir—The continued
and dangerous warfare carried on most actively
for years agaiust the faith of poor Catholic chil-
dren, has obliged me to address you repeatedly
on so important a subject, Theugh well acquaint-
ed with your vigilance and zeal, T considered 1t
necessary (o point out to you the dangers lo
which children were continually exposed, and to
call yaur attention to the perfidious arts by which
wicked proselytizers, disguised in sheep’s cloth-
ing, and quoting words of Scripture like the
tempter i the Gospel, were endeavouring to lay
‘waste the fold of Christ. To defeat such dan-
gerous schemes, I requested of you to exhort ali
parents to give a sound Cathalic education to
their chiidren, instructing them not only by word
but by example, and teaching them from infancy
to dedicate their first thoughts to God, to sanc-
tify themselves by prayer and other exercises of
piety, to acquire habits of virtue, to grow up in
the fear and love of God, and 1o be sincerely at-
tached lo thew religion. - T need not add that,
however farthful and religious our flocks may be,
we cannot be too assiduous in inculcating those
lessous, in order to prepare the raising genera-
tions to encounter the dangers which await them
in aiter life, and to enable them to defeat all the
schemes of the enemies of their salvation. The
fate of religion, as well as the salvation of im~
mortal souls, depends in a great part on the good
mpressions wade on the tender mind of youth.

In connexion with the care which we are call-
ed-on to exercise regarding the education of our
flocks, there  is a matter referred to Yery often
by the public press, 10 which it is now my object
to call your special attention—1 mean the scan-
dalous practice of kidnapping or buying Catholic
children for the purpose of educating them 1 a
religion different from that of their parents..

This monstrous and degrading gractice; tlus
branch of traflic mn human (esh, is not of recent
originin Ireland. We find innumerable exaniples
of it in the history of the seventeenth century.
When the hordes of Cromwell bad got posses-
sion of this country, 1t was the fashion of those
fanatics to sing psalms and praise the Lord, and
to quote Scripture in favor of liberty of con-
science, whilst at the same time they shed blood
like water, and slaughtered the unoffending 1n-
habitants of the country because they were Ca-
tholics: the massacres of Wexford and Droghe-
da amply show how the rights and persons of
Irish Catholic parents were respected by the
Scripture-reading lovers of religious liberty at
that time. And how were Catholic clildren
treated 2 Thousands and tens of thousands of
them were seized on and sent off to Jamaica and
Barbadoes, or.the English colonies professing
Protestantism, and taught to hate the faith of
their forefathers. Undoubtedly, a scriptural way
of enforcing liberty of conscience, and respect
for parental autherity. .

A little later, and especially about the begin-
ning of the last century, this wicked system was
extended and legalised. Professing lovers of re-
ligious freedom, anxious, of course, for the
Christian liberty of the spirit, made laws in Par-
liament under King William, and afterwards un-
der Queen Anne, prohibiting all Catholic schools
and enacting the severest penalties against any
Catholic parents convicted of the offence of hav-
ing sent his child to receive a Catholic education
beyond the seas. At the same time every en-
couragement was held out to Catholic children
to desert. the religion of their fathers, .and - the
'young apostate was euriched at the.expense of
his brothers who remained faithfl to their God.
Whilst our legislators thus respected. parental
authortty, they did not fail to denounce -Catlo-
lics as the enemies of progress,‘and of the light
and doctrine of the Gospel. . B

When the work of perversion -was not pro-
ceeting with the desired rapidity, a Protestant
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Dr. Boulter,” proposed the establishment of a
system of schools throughout freland, into whicl
Catholic children were to be seduced, for the
purpose of educating them in the Protestant re-
ligion. This dignitary, in a letter wrnitten 1n
1730, to the Bushop of London, states that it
was useless to attempt to induce the adultso! the
Catholic population of Treland to renounce their
religion, and admits that the only way of promot-
ing Protestantism was to seize on poor ignorant
Catholic chufdren, and to unbue their minds with
Protestant dactrines aud batred of Catholicity,
before they could hare lesrned what the Cathe-
lic Church required of thewn to believe. This
same persuasion still prevails in the minds of
many dignitaries of the: Protestant Clurch. Oge
of them, some few days ugo, nsed the following
words in the presence of u Catholie geutieman:
“ All our preaching, all our missionary labors, all
our discussions are guite useless, unless we can
lay hold on the instruction of the Catholee chil-
dren of the country.,”  ‘'This 15 the sreat end
which they are endeavouring 1o Altain by their
proselytisirg institutions, and by cucouragg
model schools and mixed education, so well cul-
culated to undermine faith and to promate indif-
ferentisin to every religion.”

The Charter Schaols were establi-hed 1o car-
ry out the views of Dr. Boulter.  T'ne expense
thus entailed on this Cathobic country 10 bring
up children iy beresy wus immense, wod & Parlia-
mentary Teport publsbed i 1823 crates, that
in some few years, a million or more wis ex-
pended in this way.  From the same Heport we
learn, that o those schools the children were
allowed to grow up in ignorasce and vice, that
they were badly fed aud badly taugin, and cen-
dered incapable of Lecaming uselul members of
society., The bennevolent men who estublished
and managed the Charter Schoals, quite satis-
fied with having robbed the puor claddren of
their faith, cared but little about tiwir prospects
in'this world or the next.  Very probably when
history shall have thrown its light upun esents
now passing, it will appear that the zealous pro-
selytizers of the present day have no other ob-
ject in view but toinflict a wound upon Catho-
licity, and that having once poisoned tie ininds
of poor children with error, and inflamed them
with hatred of the religion of their parents, they
abandon tliem to tnisery and wretchedness, thus
walking in the footsteps of their predecessors,
the directors and masters of the Charter Schools.
Such ‘was the conduct of the proselytisers de-
seribed by our Saviour, who compassed earth
and sea to wake one proselyte, and then render-
ed him a child of perdition worse than them-
selves. '
In the Darliamentary Teport on Education in
Treland, of 1825, just referred to, there 1s one
pascage worthy of most serious reflection :—

# 1t appears, however,” says the LReport, -
6, ¢that the Society (for Protestant Charter
Schaols) soon adapied the opinion that, as long
as the children associated with their parents and
kindred, the systemr of instruclion which was
pursued could not effect the 6Bject of converting
them to the Protestant religior ; and as, consist-
ently with this object, the schools were establish-
ed in districts chiefly inhubited by Roman Ca-
tholics, 1t was thought necessary to not only cut
off all communicution between the cuidren
and their relutives, and to confine them within
the walls of the schools during the whole period
of their instruction j but it is staled to have been
a part of the discipline peculiar to the society,
that they should transplant the children into such

* We give Boulter's letter to the Lord Bishop of
London, dated Dublin, 3May 5th, 1730, whick ex-
plaing hig object in proposing the erection of Char-
ter Schools:—* The graat numbers of Papists in
this kingdom, and the obstinacy with which they ad-
here to their owa religion, occasions our irying what
may be done with their children to bring them over
to our Church; and the good saccess the corporation
established.1n Scotlund for the instruction of the ig-
norant and barbarous part of that nation, has met
with, encpurages us to hope, if wo were incorporated

for that purpose here, that we might likewise have

some suceess in our atlempts to teach the children
of -the Papists the English tongue and the principlea
of the OChrigtian religion; and several gentlemen
here have promised subscriptions for maintaining
achools for that purpose, if we were once formed
into & corporate body. This has set the principal
nobility, gentry, and clergy here on presenting an
nddres to his Majesty to olect such persons as he
pleases into & corporation hera for that purpose,
which we have sent over by the Lord Lieutenant, to
Yo laid before his Majesty, The copy of this ad-
dress I have hero scot your lordship, ‘in which you
will in some measure see the melancholy state of re-
ligion in this kingdom ; and I do ia my own name,
aud that of the rest of my brethrex, beg the fuvor o2
your lordship to give it your countenance I can
assure you the Papists rre here 80 numerous, that. it

out of concera for the salvation of thesa poor grea-
tures, who are-our fellow-subjects, to try all possi-
ble means to bring them and theirs over to the
knowledge of the true religion; aud ona of the
most likely methods we can think of is, if posaible,
instructing and .converting 'the young meneration ;—
for instead of couvérting those wha nre adull, we

Primate of all Ireland, but a native of England,

are daily losing many of our meaneg paople, who o
off to Popery.” ) peobe, €

highly concerns us, . in point of interest as well ag =



