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Clare Castlemaine was surprised
to find how quickly she adopted
herself te her new surroundings,
and how perfectly at home she
soon felt. On their part the Blakes
became genuinely fond of their
cousin, and each in his or her own
particular way did all that was
possible to make her new life happy
and interesting. Owing to her
mourning she could not, of course,
join them in their various social
pleasures. Nora bemoaned that
she could not go to a dence or the
theatre, and -Shamus spoke of the
‘“ Abbey ""—the only place of amuse-
ment that his principles would
allow him to visit—but he assured
her that she would be better able
to understand the plays there later
on, when she was more used to Irish
life. Ursula, however, took her to
a few literary lectures, and Bride
to social ones, and promised her a
typical day’s ‘' slumming’’ in the
near future. Tom accompanied
her to one or two recitals of sacred
music, and Mr. Blake spent an
afternoon with her in the National

Gallery, and another in the Academy |

~—pictures were his hobby.

Altogether Clare was very glad |
Ireland, |

that she had come to
although there was much in her
present life that puzzled her—and

much that gave her ‘' furioasly to |

think.”
A letter which she wrote to Mrs.

Webb, after she had been six weeks | turned her surprised eyes on me. |

with the Blakes, expressed some of
her doubts, and showed her growing
affection for her cousins very
clearly.

“ Darling old Webbie,

"1 was pleased to get your letter |

and to learn that you were feeling
stronger, and your cold nearly
goue. As for me, I am in robust
health! and really I cannot tell you
how much better in every way I
feel for the change, and how glad I
am that I came over here. My
cousins grow more delightful every
day, and the more I know of them,
the more I appreciate them. Oh!
Webbie dear, they are good! 1
don’t mean in a goody goody sense
at all for they never preach but
they—practice which is far better.
Nearly all the family go to seven
o’clock Mass every day. Fancy,
Webbie, getting up those chilly
mornings at 6.30 a. m. and going
out without a cup of tea or any-
thing! Can you imagine yourself
doing it? I really feel quite
ashamed when the housemaid brings
me my early cup at half-past seven.
Breakfast is at 8.30, such a cheery
meal—not like the rushing break-
fasts I remember at the Wilsons,
when father and I stayed there.
Like the Blakes, nearly all the
family had to go into business
every day, and they used to rush
down "at the last moment, bolt
some breakfast, and fly—no time
for a civil word to anyone. Here
my cousins come in from Mass
looking so. fresh and happy and
gather round the table in such a
pleasant homely way. Webbie
dear! if there is any good in any
religion I am beginning to think it
must be in theirs—although it has
never been mentioned in any
presence. They are most particular
in this respect. Not that they hide
their religious beliefs or practices.
They speak openly amongst them-
selves in a perfectly plain matter of
fact way, and that is what strikes
me too—religion is such a definite
reality —to them. One would
imagine Heaven and its inhabitants
to be a sort of next-door neighbour,
well known to them all! But they
never ask me any questions as to
my own religious opinions, and
never suggest that I should accom-
pany them to any of their services.
** Uncle James is a perfect dear,
and they all idolize him, which is no
wonder. I see a good deal of him
because he and Tom and Mary are
generally at home in the evenings,
and of course I go out socially very
little at present. But we three
have such pleasant talks, and they
are such good company that I hard-
ly miss the others. And then I
told you about Angel. If one feels
lonely or sad, an hour with this
real little angel would dispel one’s
gloom and make one ashamed to be
discontented in her presence. I
cannot describe her to you, Webbie ;
but I am beginning to understand
the almost reverential love the
others have for her. Bride is going
to take me slumming soon—so look
out for a letter telling you my
adventures on that day. Pat is as
great a tease as ever, and Shamus
is up to his eyes in Gwlic League
work—he says the winter session
has commenced. I mentioned this
to you before, didn’t I1?—a sort of
society for reviving the old Irish
language and customs, and to
encourage Irish industries. It
seems that Ireland used to have any
amount of industries, and manu-
factures of her own in the past, and
the English got them all stopped,
as they were interfering with the
English trade, and it is only recent-
ly they are trying to revive them
again, now that better times have
come. [ think that was awfully
unfair, don’t you? And 1 think
the English of today must be
ashamed of such laws, as we are
never taught much Irish history in
ingland, and we don’t know how
the Irish suffered in the past. It is
only in bits and scraps I am picking
up my knowledge. Shamus can

| too!

| view.

give date and Act of Parliament
for all these laws, but he won’t say
much before me. Fancy, Webbie,
Mary won’t use anything in the |
house that is not of Irish manu-
facture, if it can be got at all. She |
says ‘Shamus would kill her’ if |
she bought English goods. (That's
the way they have of talking—they
don’t mean anything by it—they
say a man is killed dead, and he
will only be a little bit hurt.) But
the other evening he found a box of
English matches on the mantel-
piece, and I only wish you ecould |
have heard his remarks. He forgot |
I was in the room—he is always so
scrupulously polite for fear he
might hurt my English susceptibil- |
ities—and 1 did enjoy listening to
him! 1 bhad to laugh out at last,
and then he saw me and suddenly |
broke into laughter himself ; that’s
the way with them too, Webbie— |
but the despised box had gone into
the fire.

“ Ursula is going to become a nun |
—she is to ‘ enter’ as they call it in |
the spring. 1 heard them talking |
about it by chance one day, and
oh ! Webbie, I could have ecried. |
She is a lovely girl and so clever—
she is the musical one of the family |
and sings—such a voice! It made
me feel almost physically sick to |
think of her buried alive in a|
convent—and I believe it is a very
strict order, where they are up
half the night praying, and never
get a decent meal. I could not help |
speaking of this to Mary. ‘ What a
pity,’ I said, ‘ for a girl like Ursula,
Oh, Mary, couldn’t you stop
her from doing such a foolish
thing?” Webbie dear, you should

| have seen the way she looked at

me. 1 felt quite small when she
‘Stop it?" she said. ‘Why we
consider it an honour, and it makes |
us 8o proud of Ursula!’

** So you see that is their point of

‘“Mary has a great friend—Mary
Carmichael-—a nurse here in one of
the district Homes. She knows
London well, as she worked there
for some years. She is a convert to
the Catholic Church, and I fancy
before her conversion she must have |
enjoyed life in London in a rather
frivolous manner. We have had |
several chats, and she struck me as |
being a very strange mixture. |
She is an ardent Catholic, and on |
account of her being a convert, she
speaks to me much more freely on
religious matters than any of my
cousins would ever dream of doing. |
But Miss Carmichael has all the
zeal of the convert, and is not |
ashamed to show it. On the other |
hand, she is devoted to the theatre |
and all other kinds of amusements, |
and is awfully keenon dancing. Of
course I know that from an ordinary
Catholic standpoint there is no
harm in any of these things in |
moderation, and when one’s duty is
not neglected in consequence ; bul‘
somehow Mary Carmichael always
gives me the idea of one that—to |
use a rather strong expression—
would sell her soul for pleasure if
she was much tempted, and I fancy
too, that if ever any great trouble |
overtook her, she would not care
what she did, or what happened to |
her. 1 wonder would she still stick |
to her religion in that case? 1|
would be curious to know, for 1|
honestly believe nothinrg else keeps |
her on the straight path—I suppose
some people are built that way. I |
understand that she is practically
engaged to a Dr. Delaney—a sort
of demi god in Pat’s eyes—and as |
they are apparently devoted to each
other, she will probably settle |
down with him alright. Accord- |
ing to the family verdict, he is an
epitome of all the virtues and with-
out, not only a single viee, but
without even a fault! I have not
met this paragon as yet, but he is
coming to tea to-morrow with Miss
Carmichael, and I confess I am
rather anxious to see such a
unique specimen of the opposite |
sex ! The only person who does not
go into raptures over him is Tom—
and somehow I would trust Tom's |
estimate of a person’s character |
above that of anyone else. |

** Now, Webbie dear, I have no |
more news to tell you for this time, |
so will say good-bye with heaps of
love from your loving Clare.

“P.S.—I am becoming quite a
housekeeper—on i lines |
too, under Mary’s supervision. I
had no idea how interesting it
could be. Mary says 1 will make
an ideal wife for a poor man—but I |
have to find him first !”’

It seemed almost prophetic that
the very evening that Clare posted
this letter she should meet Anthony
Farrell for the first time.

She was sitting in the dining-
room alone, reading by the fire-
light. It was half-past six, and the
table was set for seyen o’clock tea,
but as yet no one was in except
Mary, who was upstairs. It was
getting dark, but Clare had not yet
switched on the light, and as a tall
figure entered the room, she barely
glanced up from her book, as she
remarked, “Is that you, Tom?
The others have not come home yet.
Come over to the fire—it's a bit
chilly I think.”

The tall figure advanced, but the
voice that answered her was not
f her ¢ i

that nf
think

economic

that of

i, | you must be Miss
Castlemaine. You see I am not
Tom! I must ask your forgiveness
for coming in like this, but I am
always regarded as one of the
family, and your cousins are kind
enough to allow me the run of the
house.”

Clare had risen by this time, and
found herself confronting a tall,
rather slight young fellow, with

| exelaimed,

| Castlemaine,”’

| friendly manner.

Anthony,
| been down in Co. Limerick ** doing "’ |

[ he

| slowly past the
| and

| ran into and out of the small coun-

| sank back
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dark grey eyes, and hair almost |
black, so dark it was,

‘“Oh! 1 beg your pardon,” she |
said, ' I thought it was my cousin
Tom.”

The intruder smiled.

‘““May I introduce’ myself?”’ he
gaid, "' 1 am Anthony Farrell, one of |
Tom’s greatest friends—you may
have heard your cousin mention my
name? 1 have been away in the

| country, or you would have had the

doubtful pleasure of my acquaint.
ance before this.”

Clare extended her hand
friendliness.

“Oh! are you Mr. Farrell 7
“yes, indeed 1 have
often heard Tom, and the others
too, speaking of you, and am very |
glad to meet you.”

““That is very kind of you, Miss
said Farrell, and
taking a seat near her, the two
were soon talking away in quite

in swift

she

Clare had seldom met anyone who
interested her so much, and indeed

|
1
Anthony Farrell wag one of those |

| whose personality will always make |

itgelf felt. A university man, well- |
educated, cultured, but not well off, |
he had entered the ranks of journal- |
ism some years ago, and had made
rapid strides in that profession.
He had travelled a good deal also,
and had developed that broad out-
look on the world, which your stay-
at-home never attains.

He knew London well, and he and
Clare were engrossed in the dis-
cussion of a recent play just
produced on the London boards,
when Mary entered the room,
followed by Tom.

Farrell received an enthusiastic
welcome from them, and also from
Mr. Blake and the younger ones, all |
of whom were shortly gathered
round the tea-table.

Conversation was brisk and gay.
it had appeared, had |
some special articles for one of the
‘* weeklies,”” for the past two
months, and he had many questions |
to ask about mutual friends and |
interests.
‘* And how is Mary Carmichael 7"’

inquired presently. ‘‘Is the |
affair with Dr. Delaney still pro- |
gressing 7"’

‘“ Rather !—like a house on fire
said Pat. ‘‘They go about every-
where together now—theatres,
pictures, concerts, and all those
National Health Meetings and
debates that they are both so keen
about.”

“Well! I am very glad to hear
it,”” said Anthony, ‘‘ Delaney is a
decent fellow, and 1 think he
deserves Mary Carmichael—and I
can’t give higher praise to any man,
because as you all know, Mary is a
very dear and old friend of mine,
and I think a lot about her.”

‘“ All the same,’’ said Pat, ‘‘ she is
a jolly lucky young woman to have
got the right side of Delaney,”’—
there was a murmur of approval |
from several, but Clare noticed |
that Tom Blake was silent. Pat
continued, “* Why, I know dozen of
girls who would give anything to
be in her shoes—and any girl might
be proud of her place!”

TO BE CONTINUED

1|

| less till the train next drew

| once.”

| the nurse in a low voice,

| tailed.

| mirthful laugh.

| first night—I

| Leighton paused a second.
| now my boy is gone—gone—lost to ‘

| “not lost.

| that way.
| that Jack has escaped trouble. I

something pathetic in the droop of

the lids and the blackness of the | Mrs. Leighton

long lashes resting on her cheeks.
She lay perfectly still and motion-
up, and
then she rose,

‘1 must find another earriage,”
she said
*Oh, no, my dear,”” Mrs. Leighton
said, ‘"don’t go I am in great
trouble and you don’t look very
happy; let us be companiong while
we may.”’

The girl's lips trembled and tears
to her " People in
trouble of en like to be alone, but if
you don’t mind—

‘“1 like to have you,” Mrs, Leigh-
ton interrupted.

“Thank you.

rose eyes

Yes, some one very

| dear to me was killed lately in this
dreadful War.,”

*Oh, poor child! poor child!”
Mrs. Leighton put out her hand and
laid it gently on her companion’s.
“1,” she gave a short, dry sob, *‘ I
have lost my son, my only son,
there, too,”

*“ Oh, I am so sorry.”’

‘“Yes, he was my only child. 1
think I should like to tell you of
him. He was always a gay, merry
little fellow, and as his father died
when he was a child of four years
he was everything to me. After
leaving school he joined the army.
His father had been a soldier. He
and I never thought differently but
Mrs. Leighton clasped her
hnlu‘lx ‘““And now I wish we had
not.”

*“There is always remorse,” said
‘“oh, al-
ways !”’

‘““He was supposed to be his
uncle’s heir, and his uncle was
anxious that he should marry suit-
ably. The girl he selected for my
boy was very beautiful and young
and wealthy. It would have been

| right enough, I dare say, only my

boy cared for someone else. How-

ever, he and the girl became en- |

gaged.”

* Which gir] ?”

““Oh, the suitable girl. You see
his uncle's property was not en-
The engagement was an-
nounced a few weeks before Jack
set out for the seat of war.”

Mrs. Leighton gave a short,
“No. She could
think of her frocks, of her trivial

| engagements, of a hundred different

things. I went to her room the
could not sleep. 1
could not rest—I thought we might
weep together ; but she was asleep
—sleeping like a baby. And
had not forgotten to apply some
¢osmetic to her cheeks—her com-
plexion was wonderfully fair., And

| her little hands were encased in kid
| gloves ; she was vain in her habits. |

I could have struck her. 1 was ill
for a day or two. Yes, they were
kind ; but I felt that my grief was a
bore, even to Geraldine.”

me forever,’
“Oh, no,” the nurse protested,
1 Hereafter you two shall
meet.”’
"“That is vague,” Mrs. Leighton
answered. ‘‘I can’t get comfort
I have thought indeed,

| never thought women, nice women,

THE OTHER GIRL

The station master waved a flag,
a whistle sounded, the train moved
flowering shrubs
evergreens that adorned the |
embankment of the railroad that |

try station at Balston, and Mrs.
Leighton gave a sigh of relief and
among the cushions of
the first-class carriage. The lady
was beyond middle age and the new-
ness of her mourning and the in-
tensity of grief upon her white,
drawn face told of recent bereave-
ment,

“Iam so glad to get away—to
get home, where I can grieve un-
noticed,”” the lady ecried. ‘‘Obh,
Jack, Jack ! my boy ! my boy !”’

The carriage was untenanted but |
for herself. She sobbed hysteric-

| ally for some minutes, but the very

violence of her grief had its reac- |
tion. By and by her sobs ceased ;

| she wiped away her tears and lay
| back white and still as the train |

drew up at a large and crowded |
station. The men and women who
boarded it belonged to the laboring
classes, and Mrs. Leighton had be-
come assured that her solitude was
not to be invaded, when the door
was thrown open by an irritated
porter, who was muttering some-
thing about the other carriages be-
ing filled up.

* There you are, miss,” he said to
the girl in nurse’s uniform at his
elbow.

The girl was breathing quickly as
she deposited a small handbag in
the rack overhead. She was evi-
dently young, and the strings of the |
ugly bonnet she wore encircled a |
face pale and oval. Little tendrils |
of soft golden hair lay around her |
blue-veined forehead and the great |
violet circles around her eyes made ‘

|
[
|
|

them look almost luminous. She
perceived at once that her compan-
ion had been weeping, and that she
evidently resented her intrusion. [

‘““1 am so sorry,”’ she said, after |
ar '.. ‘“that I eould not [
find a seat in a proper carriage.” |

The girl's voice was low, clear, |
and singularly sweet, yet the|
woman was conscious of an under. |
note of sadness. It made her |
answer less stiff and reserved than |
it would otherwise have been.

“I am afraid that you wished to
be alone,” the girl remarked simply.
Then she leaned back in her seat
and closed her eyes. There was |

| authority

played

cards for money for
stakes.

Ggraldine did. And

big
she

|

| by some woodwork

“What has happened 7’ asked

The carriage lay on one side.
The nurse made an effort to get to
the window. A volume of smoke
met her,

1 don't know:"”
the train must be on
hurt 7"’

" Not muceh

then—"' |
fire, Are

ul:,
you
My foot is crushed |

And you?'

' My head was struck. There is
somethlng across they window. |
am afraid we can’t get out.”

Both women were calm, and the
younger tried, but without avail, |
to push aside the obstruction from
the window. Outside there were
cries and shouts and the confused
murmur of many voices

We will soon be released,” the
nurse said mor¢ hopefully than she
felt. The smoke above was thicker
and the sparks fell faster and
nearer. Soon the heat became
unbearable apd Mrs. Leighton
moaned piteously, A face appeared
at the window.

" We are getting the people out
of the front part,” a voice strained
find unnatural cried.

" Will God forgive me
Mrs. Leighton, ‘' for—for
thing 7"

" Love God and
believe in Him. Oh, you do, you
do! And you are sorry for all
your sins because they offended
him. Say the act of contrition
with me.”’

Hand in hand the women prayed
for pardon. As the last word was
said, the obstruction across the
window was thrust aside, and
blackened and eager hands were
put forth to drag them from their
dangerous positions

‘You first !” Margaret O'Don-
nell gasped The smoke was
stifling. *‘ Take her first,”

When the girl recovered con-
sciousness she was lying on a rough

cried
every-

trust Him and

Mrs. Leighton in a chair near was
having her foot examined by a
doetor.

‘* It is merely a bruise,”’ he said.
““ Luekily the woodwork did not

press more heavily,”

she |

Mrs. |
“ And

| edge

‘““Can we—the nurse and
travel 7" Mrs. Leighton asked.

" Oh, yes.”” The doctor glanced
'round. ‘* The young lady is recov-
ering. Are you traveling
gether 7"’

Mrs. Leighton hesitated, and put
a query. ‘‘Margaret, will you
come with me ?"’

“ 1 must return to the hospital,” |
w:lrgurvt objected, ‘‘ to London.”

"I am going to London also. My
home is there. Will you share it
and be my daughter 7"’ the elder
lady asked, and Margaret gave
tearful assent,

Two weeks went by, Margaret
gave up her work in the hospital. |
Indeed, she would not have been
equal to it; and Mrs. Leighton's |
bitter grief found solace in the |
girl’s sympathy and in the knowl-
she had loved Jack in far
different fashion from Geraldine
Brissett, Together they talked of

[—

| the dead soldier or sat silent, think- |

ing of him. One day a cablegram
came to Mrs. Leighton. She opened
it, and gave a cry that brought

| Margaret to her side.

was vulgar at times and she fancied |

she was smart. If I could believe

| that Jack and I shall meet !”’

‘“Oh, you shall. I'm a Catholic
and Catholies have one great com-
fort. They can pray for their

| dead "’

‘““How 7’

The nurse explained the doctrine
of purgatory and Mrs. Leighton lis-
ened with shining eyes.

““Oh, it is beautiful !
pray for him! Could
him! But is it true ?"’

suffer

contained.

‘“Oh, Margaret, Margaret ! Read !
Tell me I am not dreaming ! Jack |
is alive!”

Such was the news the cablegram |
Later they learned how
Jack’s name and a brother officer’s
had been confounded. Jack had
been sorely wounded ; how sorely
they did not know till he came home

| gaunt and pale with the left sleeve

If I LmuH}
for |

‘“We Catholics believe it—on the |

of the Church and the
teaching of the Old and New Testa
ments.”’

** Jack might have been a Catho-
lic. He cared for a Catholic girl,
and wished to marry her. 1 don't
know if she would have married
him.”’

‘“She couldn’t,” the nurse said.
"I mean few Catholics would unless
he had become a Catholic.”

“I wrote to the girl and showed
her how it would mean ruin to Jack
if she married him.

grief, and Jack’s poverty.
Jack asked her to marry him, but
she wouldn’t.”

‘“Well 7 the speaker’s
grew suddenly tense.

voice

Then Jack saw a good deal
Geraldine. His uncle urged
match. I urged it, and
yielded. And now he is
Mrs. Leighton moaned.
Geraldine doesn’t mind so

of
the
Jack

** And

[ is

of his coat empty.
On the day prior to his arrival
Margaret left Mrs. Leighton.
*“ He is bound to Geraldine,”
explained. "I will come to see you
by and by.”” A week after a letter

she

| came to her,

** Oh, Margaret, I must write to
you,”’ the letter ran. ‘‘ Geraldine
has broken off her engagement with |
Jack. And I am not angry—but
pleased—pleased. And so, I feel,
Jack. He is going to Scotland

| for a time, and you must come back

I put it all | Margaret ?”’ — Magdalen
very plainly—his uncle’s anger, my | Benziger’s Magazine.
| own

|
| ARE
|

| §8 James J

dead.” | are enough children

to me. And Jack is a Catholic.
Isn’t it wonderful! There was a
priest attached to the hospital and
Jack and he were very friendly—
but he will explain. And when he
asks you to be his wife and my |
daughter, you will not say him nay,
Rock in
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ity
Walsh. M.D., P D.. in America
The question as to whether there
in the Irish |
atholic families of this country to

much. | replace their fathers and mothers |

Of course, she is sorry in a way. | and keep up the representation of |

Jack was such a nice young fellow,
every one liked him. And
mother is already thinking

; the
her | would
of | Everybody seems to presume that

another mateh for her—Lord Lave- |

burn. My poor Jack! The other

girl, the Catholic girl, might have |

loved him better.
prayed for him.”

‘“She will pray for him,” the
nurse said quietly, but emphatic-
ally. Mrs. Leighton started.

Just then was a sudden
waying motion, then a grinding, a
shock, and’ the two women were
thrown forward. The engine had
left the track and turned over an
embankment. The carriage occu-
pied by the two ladies was toward
the rear end ; after a momentary
period of unconsciousness, the
younger realized that neither she
nor her companion was seriously
injured,

thai
uhere

|
She would have |

race among

seem to

our
be

population |
gratuitous.

the Irish are a prolific race and are |
beyond all doubt not only reproduc-
ing themselves but besides that dis-
tinctly adding to the population of
the country. In spite of some
notable modifications of racial ten- |
dencies in the matter of large
families, due to conditions of one |
kind or another here in America, it |
is felt by the great majority of |
people that to use the characteristic
expression of my dear friend Tom
Daly, the national bird of the Irish |
is still the stork, and our race ig|
following quite literally the Biblical |
injunction “increase and multiply.”
In the light of such impressions it
is extremely interesting to take a
series of families belonging to what
is usually considered the successful

] . | surely
couch in a farm house kitchen, and | -

| and

to- |

| or grandchildren of the family

| understand from th

group among the Irish in practically |
any part of the country and see
what has happened Lo them in the |
course of three or four generations

I'he first generation out from lre

land, usually beginning its career in
poverty, had an average of a little
more than six childrenin the famils

who lived to adult life. The child
death-rate was very high seventy

five ago, and the infectious
diseases, cholera, tyvphus, typhoid,
as well as the children's diseases
carried off a great many in their

younger years. Of these six who
reached adult life not more than
half, as a rule, married. This may

be astonishing considering the usual
Irish attitude toward marriage, but

it will be found to be true. In some
of the cases there was a priest
two in the family and not
quently one or more of the girls
entered the convemnt. In others the
apparently inevitable old maids and
old bachelors, so commonly to be
found in Irish families of the better
to-do here in America
accounted for the rest. It is an ex

infre

classes

| ceptional family strain and history

whien there are more than twelve
children in the next generation.
That would make two to replace
each one of grandmother’s six and
an average of four children in each
of the second generation’s families
This is multiplication, though by the
smallest factor possible, and when
there are but four, diseas

and accident are so prone to reduce
the number that the multiplication
does not work out in practise. Asa
rule, however, family results among
the Irish Catholics in this country
are not 8o good as this,

To a great many people an asser-
tion of this kind would seem to be
an exaggeration on the part of
someone who had a pet theory and
an axe to grind with regard to it.
Almost universal impressions which
must have some foundation
in fact are very different from this
would seem to contradict it
absolutely. In a matter of this

ever

| kind there is only.one way to reach

definite reliable conclusions and that
is to take a series of family records
for four generations, and choosing
representative families in groups as
large as possible from the various
parts of the country so as to make
the statistics really worth some-
thing, to set down in black and
white just what is happening to the

| Irish Catholics in centers of popula-

tion where they are the most numer-
ous.

I have gone to a good deal of

| trouble during the past three or
| four months to secure data for the
| setting forth of actual conditions

and have taken pains to have the
data as exact as possible. If what

{ I have found is at all true, then the

outlook is alarming. The Irish
Catholic families are not only failing
to reproduce themselves in our
generation, but they are disappear- |
ing rapidly. It is not an unusual

| thing to find that a family of six or

seven children, born as the first
generation in this country, are. rep-
resented by fifteen to twenty-five
children in the third generation, but
present no more than four or five,
sometimes less, in the third genera-
tion born in this country to keep up
the family stock. There are a num-
ber of better family statistics in the
matter of children than this, but
they are comparatively few in pro-
portion to the families that are run-
ning out.

[ have come to the point in the in-
vestigation where [ realize that
must ask number of people
different parts of the country t
take account of their own families
and those around them and to send
me the results of their research. It

ble that by some chance
I have struck in six different part
of the country just the groups of
families whose records are unfavor
I should be glad to think so,
but in spite of reiterated inquiries
I cannot find the more favorabl
families in any reasonable number
Here, for instance, are six typica
examples of how Irish families run
down. They are taken from definite
records of family life in six differ
ent parts of the Eastern States and
represent families whose grand-
fathers or great-grantifathers came
out from Ireland and made a dis-
tinet success in this country so that
they were able to send the children
to |
Everyone will |
at that they are |
chosen from the ““F. I. F.’s., che
First Irish Families,”” who had be-
come prosperous beyond the reed- |
organ or melodion stage of family |
life up to the piano, though, of
course, their descendants now could
not possibly get along without a |
pianola.

Here are the typical families : (1) |
Father and mother, both from Ire-
land, had nine children. In the
next generation four of these nine
married and three had children,
nine altogether, just equaling the
second generation in number and
maintaining the first advance in |
population. Of these nine, how-
ever, only three married, and alto- |
gether they had but four children |
and probably will have no more. |
One family has none after fifteen
years of marriage, the other two
have two’ each, the youngest over
ten years of age. In first
generation out from Ireland the
grandparents had seven children.
Four of these married and all had
children, seventeen in all. A defi-
nite satisfactory increase. Of these
some dying in early youth, four be
coming priests or Sisters, five re
mained old bachelors and old maids,
five married and to date have five
children, with only the slimmest
hopes that there ever will be even

is just poss

able.

boarding-school.

tha
e

!

|
Gordon Mills,

AUGUST 235 1922

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY & GUNN

BARRI ITORS, NOTARIKS

' LI

¢ Home Bank of Canada

DA

KNOX & MONAHAN

! ACTITORS, NOTARIK

FOY,

Kto

Life Building
AND RICHMOND STRERTS
TORONTO

FERGUSON & CO,
BARRISTERS
2 Adeluide Bt, West
TORONTO, CANADA

NEY & LANNAN
'ERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES

B.A., B.C,L.,
LL. B.

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. MCELDERRY
BARRISTER. SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
CONVEYANCER

DAY,

$94 2

.UN

I 18

Harry W, Lunney
honsus 1

I'elephone 1081
YOM 24

GUELPH, ONT

~ ARCHITECTS
WATT & BLACKWELL
. m“’\w Hlx»'\li\‘”v
Bank of Toron

LONDON

LD BLDG R

Onta ion

o Chambers
ON1

M

Jotario Association of Architects

MILLSON & BURGESS
REGISTERED HITECTS

! I n“l‘l.\“ A, ONT,

and Institutional

AR

Eoclesia
fon.

DENTIS

tical

DR. BRUCE E. EAID

, Dominion Bank Chambers

ict nd and Dunda Phone 5660

Vsl boedodbopod

Corner of Richmond and Fullarton Sts.
A Business College of Strength and Character

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KINQG ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers
Open Night and Day

Telephone —House 373 Factery 543

E. C. Killingsworth

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night

389 Burwell $t. Phone 8071

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey

“Something More Than a Drug Store"

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone we deliver

LOUIS SANDY

Gornos Mg

Habit Materials and Veilings

BPECIALLY PRODUCED FOR
THE USE OF

"RELIGIOUS COMMUNITIES

| BLACK, WHITE, AND COLOURED

BERGES and CLOTHS, VEILINGS
CASHMERES, ETC,
a large variety of

Stocked in widths and quali

ties, Samples forwarded on application

LOUIS SANDY

STAFFORD,
Luisandi, Stafford

ENGLAND

Telegrams Phone No, 104

8end for free book, glv.
| FITS =

ears 088,

s from all

Min o vear, Write

'S REMEDIES LIMITED

79 Adelaide St, K,
out)

parts of the world ; over 1
i\t ouce to TRENCH
2407 8t James' Cha

Toronto Ontar

THE TIRE SENSATION OF 192
LW“.L BE YOUR CHOICE FOR 1922




