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I know not If the dork or bright 

Shell be nr lot ;
If thnt wherein.1»» eoul delight 

Be beet or not.
F

Or daj and night my meat be tears 
On bed of pain.

tv* r:
Dear Iheee may surround my hearth 

With am flea and glee ;
Or I may dwell alone, and mirth 

Be strange to me.
My bark te wrafted to the strand 

Mr breath Divine,
And on the helm there rests a band 

Other than mine.
One who has known in storms to sail 

I hare on board ,
Above the raging of the gale 

1 hear my Lord.
He holds me with the billow’s might— 

I sha'l not fall :
If sharp, ’tls short ; If kng, ’tls light— 

He tempers all. e
Baft to the land—safe to me land,

The end Is this ;
And then with Him go band In band 

Far Into biles.
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At first sight you might have 
taken Patrick O’Byrne for a 8 
iard ; he was tall, and it he had 
in any other station in life but that 
of a mendicant you would have said 
that there was about him a decided 
air of dignity. He seemed very old, 
yet he appeared more worn by sor
row than by time. Loaning upon 
an oaken stick as ho took off his 
bat to ask for alms, bis white hair 
streamed in the wind.

“Health and long life to you, sir,” 
he said. “Give an old man a trifle. 
He is past his labour, and cannot 
trouble this world long, any way.”

The petitioner held his hat 
towards us, with nothing importun
ate in his manner, but rather with a 
look of confidence in us, mixed with 
habitual resignation. His thanks 
were :

“Heaven bless you ! Long life and 
success to you—to you and yours, 
and may you never want a friend, as 
I do."

The last words were spoken low. 
He laid his hand upon nis heart as 
he bowed to us, and walked slowly 
away. We called him back, and 
upon our questioning him further ho 
gave the following account of him
self:
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“I was bred and born—but 
matter where such p one as I was 
bred or born, no more than where I 
die and be buried. I, that have 
neither son, nor daughter, nor kin, 
nor friend, on the wide earth to 
mourn over my grave when I am 
laid in it, as I soon must. Well, 
when it pleases God to take me, I 
shall never be missed out of this 
world, so much as by a dog—and 
why should I ? Having never in my 
time done good to any—but evil— 
which I have lived to repent me of 
many’s the long day and night, and 
ever shall whilst I have sense and 
reason loft. In my youthful days 
God was too good to me ; I had 
friends, and a little home oi my own 
to go to—as pretty a spot of land for 
a farm as you could see, with a snug 
cabin, and everything complete, and 
all to bo mine ; for I was the only 
eon my father and mother had, and 
accordingly was made much of, for 
I grew headstrong upon it, and high, 
and thoughtTnothing of any man, and 
little of any woman—but one. That 
one I surely did think of, and well 
worth thinking of she was. 
was a girl moie sought after, 
was

no

I

Never
She

then just nineteen, and full of 
life and spirits, but nothing light or 
bold in her behavior—quite modest 
and amiable, yet so obliging. She 
was altogether too good for me to bo 
thinking of, no doubt; ‘faint heart 
never won fair lady, and so I made 
bold to speak to Hose (that was her 
name), and after a world of pains, I 
began to gain upon her good graces, 
but couldn’t got her to say more than 
that she liked mo better than any 
one else. This was much for her, for 
she was coy and proud-like, and she 
had a good right to be ; besides be 
ing young she was lovely, beloved by 
all, and enjoyed all the innocent 
pleasure that came to her, and 
could not easily bo brought to give 
up her sway. This was only natural, 
and no fault of hers. Well, 1 got to 
thinking about it all, and considered 
«he would never have held out so 
Hong or been so stilt like to mo but 
for her old Aunt Peggy—God rest 
her soul 1 One should not talk ill of 
the dead, yet the poor old soul had 
no malice in her against me ; all she 
meant was good to hor darling 
niece, ns she called hor ; but she was 
mistaking iu thinking she could 
make flosey happy by some better 
mulch than I was, counting on all 
hor fondness for me, her own coun
tryman too. Now, there was a party 
of English soldiers quartered in 
town, an I there was a sergeant 
■among them that was woll-to do and 
iiad n pretty place, ns lie said, in his 
own country. He courted Rose, and 
the aunt favored him. Ho and I 
could novor relish one another at all. 
Ho was a handsome man, but very 
proud, and looked upon me as dirt 
under his foot because 1 was an Irish
man ; and at every word would say, 
•Thai's an Irish bull 1’ or, ‘i)o you 
hear Paddy's brogue ?’ at which his 
lellow-soldiors, being all English, 
would look greatly delighted. Now, 
all this 1 could have taken in good
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part from any but him, for I waa not 
an ill humoured fellow; but there wae 
a spite in him, I plainly saw, against 
me, and I could not take a word 
from him against me or my country, 
especially when Bose was by, who 
did not like me the worse for having 
a proper spirit. She little thought 
of what would come of it. Whilst 
all this was going on her aunt found 
fault with me. She said I was wild 
and given to drink, both of which 
charges were malicious, and I knew 
could come from none other but the 
sergeant, which enraged me the 
more against him for speaking so 
mean behind my back. Now, I knew 
that, though the sergeant did not 
drink whiskey, he drank plenty of 
beer. Rose took it, however, to 
heart, and talked very serious upon 
it, observing she could never think 
of marrying a man given to drink ; 
and that the sergeant was remark
ably sober and staid, therefore most 
like, as her aunt Peggy said, to make 
a good husband. The words went 
straight to my heart along with 
Rose’s look. I said not a word but 
went out, resolving before I slept to 
take an oath against drink of all 
sorts for Rose’s sweet sake. That 
evening I fell in with some boys of 
the neighborhood, who would have 
me along with them, but I denied 
myself and them ; and all I would 
taste was one parting glass, and then 
made my way to the chapel-house, 
and took a vow in the presence of a 
priest, forswearing spirits for two 
years. Then I went straight to 
Rose’s house to tell hei what I bad 
done, not being sensible that 

was that same time a 
little elevated with the parting 
glass I had taken. The first thing 1 
noticed in going into the room 
the man I least wished to see there, 
and least looked for at this minute ; 
he was in high talk with the aunt, 
and Rose sitting on the other side ot 
him, no way strange towards him, I 
fancied ; but that was only fancy; 
and probably the effect of the liquor 
I had drunk, which made me 
things wrong. I went up and put 
my head between them, asking Rose 
did she know what 1 had been 
about ? ‘Yes—too well!’ said she, 
drawing back from my breath. And 
the aunt looked at her, and she at 
the aunt ; and the sergeant stopped 
his nose, saying he had not been long 
enough in Ireland to lovo the smell 
of whiskey. I observed that this 
an uncivil remark in the present 
company, and added, that I had not 
taken a drop that night, hut 
glass ; at which he sneered and said, 
that was a bull and a blunder, but 
no wonder, as I was an Irishman, I 
replied in defence of myself and 
country. We went on from one 
sharp word to another, and some ot 
his soldiermen being of the 
pany, he had the laugh against 
still. I was vexed to see Rose bear 
so well what I could not bear myself; 
and the talk grew higher and higher, 
and from talking ot blunders and 
such trifles, we got, I cannot tell you 
how,on to politics and religion. I 
was a Catholic, the sergeant a Pro
testant, and there ho thought he 
still had matters against me. 
company, seeing all was not agree
able, dropped off till none wore left 
but my rival, the aunt, Rose and my- 
self. The aunt gave me a hint to 
depart, but I determined not to take 
it, for how could I bear to go away 
beaten, and borne down as it were 
by the podgy English sergeant, and 
Rose looking on. At this moment 
the aunt was called out to see some
one who wanted her to go to a 
funeral the next day ; the English
man then said something about 
Irish cry or howl, as he called it, and 
savages, which Rose remarked 
uncivil, ehe being an Irish girl, 
which he, only thinking of making 
fun of me, had quite forgotten, 1 
could not stand this, and challenged 
him in a low vôice to fight, telling 
him it was he who was the savage 
and a coward, for the matter ot that, 
to behave so in the presence of a 
lady.

“ ‘What?’ he cried, ‘Do you 
to call mo a savage ? This is some
thing an Englishman 
bear.’

“He immediately seized hie bay
onet, and we left the room to have 
our fight out.

Fight me, if you dare !' be said, 
coming after me.

“Rose called me to stop, but we 
were both out of ourselves at the
minute; wo thrust at each other__be
missed me—I hit him. Rose had fol
lowed. us by this time, and 
ran in between us to get the musket 
from my hand. It was loaded, and 
went off in the struggle, and the bull 
lodged in her body. She fell. What 
happened next I cannot tell, for the 
sight left my eyes and all sense for
sook me. When I came to myself 
the house was lull of people going to 
and fro, some whispering, some cry
ing, and till the’words reached my 
ears, ‘Is she quite dead ?' I could 
not understand where I was or what 
had happened. I wished to forget 
again, but could not. The whole 
truth came unon me, but I could not 
shed a tear, and pushed my way 
through the crowd to the inner room, 
and up to the side of the bed. There 
she lay stretched almost a corpse— 
quite still. Her sweet eyes closed, 
no color on her soft cheek, that the 
night before had been so rosy. I 
took one ot her hands in mine, and 
pressed it gently,and she then opened 
her eyes and knew me directly. She 
smiled, and said—‘It was no fault of 
yours. Take notice, all of you, it was 
no fault of his if I die; but that I 
won’t do for his sake if I can help it!’ 
That was the word she spoke. I, 
thinking from her speaking so strong 
that she was not badly hurt, knelt 
down to whisper to her that if my 
breath did smell of spirits the lust 
night it was the parting gl 
tasted before making the vow I had 
taken against drink for her sake, and 
that there was nothing I would not 
do for her, if it would please God to 
spare her to me. She just pressed 
my hand to show me she was sen
sible. The priest came in, and they 
forced our hands asunder, and 
ried me away out of the room. Pre
sently there was a great cry, and I 
knew all was over.

Hero the old man’s voice failed, 
and he turned his face from us; when 
he had somewhat recovered himself, 
to change the course of his thought, 
we asked him whether he was

F00T8TEP8 OF 8T. DOMINIC. CARDINAL MINNING ON PASTORS 
AND FLOCKS.

in tending the elek and preparing men to 
die. If e priait doae not love hie flock he 
won't do Uni, but if he doea love them he 
will toil laboriouelv by night and by day 
to do all he can for the salvation of hie 
people. Once more the priest will say, 
'■These are the sheep of Christ, and if I 
don’t love them how sen I expect that He 
will love me. Moreover these sheep are 
pat into my charge, and I shell have to 

for them, end if I neglect them, 
tod leave them without care and warning, 
I shell be responsible.” As 8t. Gregorv 
the Greet 8 1
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ASSOCIATIONS abound loundns that re
call BIB MEMORY.

And I esld, “She la deed ; I ci 
Again on thst marvelou < face 
But they took my hand and i 
And left me alone wild ray n 
Once again tr that alient plat 
My beautiful dean and 1, face 
And I could not sneak, and I 
But I stood and with love I lo 
With lo

London Unlveree, May 16.
The Church of 88. Mary and Joaepb, 

Popular, wag crowded to the doom at 
High Mass on Sunday when His Eminence 
the Cardinal Archbishop of Westminster 
preached on behalf of the schools of the 
parish. Selecting for hie 
from the Gospel of the day ; “The good 
shepherd giveth his life for the sheep,” 
the Cardinal went on to uy our Dime 
Lord here declares that He is God. The 
good shepherd feeds tbs sheep 
bought, aud if they have wandered he 
finds them again, and if the wolf cornea 
he defends them. This is the office of the 
good shepherd. His task is one of love, 
of careful tenderness, of watchfulness, and 
of self-sacrifice. Our Lord is the ouly 
true end Divine Shepherd; but He hie a 
multitude of shepherds whom He has 
chosen and sent in every age ill over the 
world. Some, it is true, may not be good, 
but the greet multitude of them would it 
need be lay down their lives tor 
their sheep. I need only appesl 
to that which you know. The other day 
in Germany, when the force of a great 
empire drove away the pastors, the sheep 
of the flock remained faithful to them, 
stood fast and firm in their faith, and now 
the pastors are coming back again. But 
we need not go so far as that country for 
an instance of what I say.
IN IRELAND FOR THREE HUNDRED TEARS 
there has been a multitude of pastors— 
bishops and priests—than whom none 
more Christian and none more Catholic 
can be found in the history of the Church 
—always united to their flocks. The 
gates of hell have never prevailed against 
the faith of Ireland, but by the people 
and the priests of Ireland their faith nas 
been spread all over the world, wherever 
they go; all over the great continent of 
America aud in the continent of Australia 
—for though it is an island it is large as a 
continent—they have been the pioneer of 
the Gospel As long as pastors and flocks 
are united, and as long as shepherds are 
prepared to lay down their lives for the 
flock, as the priests and bishops of Ireland 
have ever done in times past, no power of 
man or Satan can prevail against 
faith. Here was the meaning of our 
Lord’s words. On the morning when the 
twilight was still grey, and the apostles 

fishing and had taken nothing all 
night, Jesus came and stood on the shore, 
aud Peter did not know Him. But 
there was one who bad laid on His 
bosom

There will, no doubt, bo many amongst 
the pilgrims to Lourdes in May who have 
special devotion to 8t Dominic, and per
haps if they knew how near they are to 
places around which still lingers the fra
grance of bis esnctity they will be glad to 
visit them. There is, indeed, but little 
left in the old town of Faujeaux, or at 
Prouille, but memories ; revolutions, 
spoiiiations, confiscations and restorations 
have stripped the churches of nearly all 
that would attract the outside world. But 
Faujeaux and Prouille are names that 
seem to * waken the spirite of the two 
heroee of Albigeneian wars—one ■ saint,the 
other a soldier—Dominic de Guzman and 
Simon do Montfort. As the traveller 
goes from Villa Savory across the rolling 
plain that has a pastoral prettiness, Fan- 
jsaux, perched upon a lotty hill, domin
ates ail the country about, reminding 
of the “city cet upon a hill that cannot ba 
hid.” The lower terraces are vineyards, 
and then begin the houses, and wind
mills with huge flipping sails, and finally 
on the very top is the Gothic church with 
a lolty spite that is high above all else, 
and when the sky is red and gold with the 
ight of the dying sun, the nUumetU of the 
city is lovely. The Blessed Jourdain of 
Saxony tells of St. Dominic's coming to 
Faujesux, and of the dispute which he 
held with heretics in presence of all the 
people ; and that when no judgment 
could be formed it was decided to cast the 
heretical books and St. Dominic’s book 
into the flames, and that that doctrine 
which should survive the fire was to be 
declared the truth. This was done, and 
St. Dominic triumphed three times over 
his adversaries. If one goes into the 
church there in the square one may see a 
log from the fire iu one of the chapels. 
The saint was convinced that one cause of 
the spread of heresy was the skill 
with which the heretics managed 
the education of the young women. 
He resolved, therefore, to found a 
convent, and by direction of our Lady, 
who indicated the fields of Prouille for the 
site, he built the Convent of our Lady of 
Prouille, which he himself opened on St. 
John’s Day in 1206, And it was thither 
that he called his companions from Tou
louse, in 1216, to deliberate on the choice 
of a rule to submit to the Pope. Prouille 
is therefore the birthplace of the Order of 
Fiiar Preachers. It grew in numbers 
and in wealth ; at one time the walls were 
adorned with fifteen stately towers in 
honor of the fifteen mysteries of the Holy 
Rosary. The sacrilegious hands of a suc
cession of avaricious revolutionaries and 
heretics, however, have plundered, 
scattered and destroyed, so that now the 
humble convent with its few fields might 
easily lie passed by unnoticed.

It is best to come down from Faujeaux 
by the footpath and across the fields. This 
is the short cut which Dominic took for 
his visits to the convent, and at one turn 
in the way there is a stone cross to mark 
the spot where he was "set upon by mur
derers and miraculously delivered. Now 
in these spring days the fields are brilliantly 
starred with primroses, and all the air is 
heavy with the smell of violets and 
almond blossoms, and the droning of bees 
is restful. The road winds on past Prou
ille to Montreal, two league» further on. 
Just after crossing the stone bridge that 
spans a stream flowing from a holy well 
there is the hermitage of the holy prophet. 
It crowns a slight eminence, and is in the 
midst of a “vineyard that is laid waste 
the wall is broken down, and weeds 
have come up, and the vines bring forth 
no grapes. Father Kenelm Vaughan, who 
has been in Prouille for some months past 
preparing for the work of the Universal 
Expiation which is so shortly to take in 
hand in England, has bought it, and re
paired the little stone house, dedicating to 
the holy prophet Jeremies, and setting 
statues of the seven patrons of the great 
works in which he is interested ; and it is 
now hie retreat and oratory.

It is on record that one Sunday, as St. 
Dominic waa passing through the fields 
below Montreal, hie indignation was 
stirred by seeing the people at work, and 
he rebuked them. One of the men 
standing up to answer him, angrily 
grasped a handful of wheat, when he felt 
the warm blood trickling down his hand, 
aud they all looked and sew that the hands 
of every one of them were in the same 
condition. The men were, so runs the 
legend, moved with fear, and followed the 
saint into the Church, where he preached 
and converted them.

The church at Montreal is dedicated to 
St. Vincent, deacon and martyr, and was 
designed to be a splendid building, but it 
is still unfinished. One of the Gothic 
portals is very characteristic, aud the en- 
semble of the interior, owing particularly 
to the bold, simple construction of the 
arches, is very good ; but a wave of restor
ation seems to have swept over the Aude, 
and a number of scene painters let loose, 
so that much of the primitive beauty of 
the churches is cither marred by or buried 
under their work, though now and then 
one still finds a bit of old glass that is sat
isfactory. From Montreal there is a charm
ing view of the majestic Pyrenees that 
is worth a long tramp. Standing at an 
elbow of the road, with the well-filled 
plain, green with sprouting wheat, and 
dotted with manor, cnataeux,church spires 
and villages, and off in the background 
the eternal hills, so great, so severe in 
their grandeur, the scene is one so unique 
that It can hardly be forgotten. But it is 
not improbable that many of our readers 
whose eyes are turned to the shrine of 
Our Lady of Lourdes will see all this for 
themselves before many days are past.

ve, and with raptun 
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I looked on the lips and the c 
On the perfect rest and calm i 
And the happiness there It 
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And the thin white hands tbs 
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text the words answernow

WHO SENT BACK THE FAITH TO THIS 
COUNTRY

he has
tlful dead who hi

e sorrow that 
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My beautl

The pain and th 
Wbo had neve 
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And the smile that sweet 

at way
Lay light on her blewed mou 
I smoothed from her hair a 
And I wept, but I could not 
I felt with a wonder too deep 
She could tell what only the i 
And over her mouth I leaned 
Lest there might be eomethli 

bear.
Thenoutf 
A message

“Wh
That

says, “Every pastor has as many souls of 
his own to answer for as he has souls in 
his flock.” That is an awful thought. 
Now what ought the flock to do I Ought 
they not to love him ? I know we are 
but men, we biehopa and priests, and that 
we have our faults. Some by the charity 
of their hearts attract and draw people 
around them, and aome do not. Still, 
the flock it bound to love its pastor, be
cause he is the servant of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, and therefore whatever wa may 
be—and we are very unworthy no doubt 
—nevertheless you ought to love bishops 
sod priests for the office they fill, for thou 
priesthood ; but I hope there is a better 
reason than that, 1 don’t think in any 
pariah the people can say they bars not 
any sign of charity or any act of the priest 
for their good; it must be a very rare and 
sad thing if they can. For it may be 
that he baptized them, heard their first 
confession, or gave them their first Holy 
Communion, taught them their Catechism, 
and thus they owe all their knowledge of 
the true faith to him. If that bo so haa 
he done no good ? More than that in 
times of sickness he has visited you, and 
when you have been troubled he has con
soled you. The Cardinal concluded by 
speaking of the obligation of pastors ana 
flocks to help one another, and made an 
appeal for the parochial schools of which 
he gave a very favorable account as to 
efficiency.

one

rom the silence bet 
> that reached to m

you to-day, wVo6,:p
the road wae rough I 

o’ert
Why mourn that my lips cat 
When anguish and sorrow ai 
Behold, all my life I have lot 
Yea, e’en when my babe lay 
And, now that I lie In a breat 
Instead of rejoicing, you sigh 
My dearest,

If you could, my slumber,

For, though life wae full of th 
I have never till now known 
Then I dried my tears, and w 

left my mother, the beautlf1

ADDRESS.

By Right Rer. Bishop 
Cleveland.

1 AT THE SRCOND ANNUAL ME 
AMERICAN CONORB8H OF 
MUSIC HALL, CLEVELAND, 

Cleveland Unlvei

ass I had

THE ORANGEMEN WHO ARE TO 
DIE IN THE DITCH.

was Bon. Pretident, Respected Cle 
Gentlemen :

It is an encouraging sign 
bishop is invited to discuss t 
grese of the Churches of A 
a question as “Religion : 
Schools.” It bespeaks a 
religious rancor and an aw 
necessity of religion in 
therefore thank you for th 
speak before you, and for t 
so important a subject fore 
cueaion.

Education is the battle i 
for, as the youth, so the 
citizen, so society, and 
so the nation. The subj 
fore, not exaggerated an 
the more as from the natu 
the citizen must take a p 
and his neighbor’s govern 
this two things are needed :

1. The instruction of thi
2. The cultivation of the 
Man is composed of hi

hence from his nature must 
ter and spirit. Natural i 
knowledge of nature’s pot 
by observation. Spiritual 
knowledge of God’s law a 
the heart of man or direct 
God. Each must form an i 
Chiistian education, and a 
posed of a body aud soul, 
jointly cultivated.

Observation and histo 
society must be built upo 
than man, and it is bette 
the heart than the int 
should be educated, but tl 
than the head.

Man is made for God; 1 
ernatural ; spirit is above l 
above matter; hence if m 
hie end the spiritual must 
to the temporal. In all t 
given by God through M 
prophets, and after them 
and hie apostles, there is i 
secular education or scie 
contrary, Christ command 
first the kingdom ot God.’ 
of revelation is God and I 
precept of the comn 
religion and virtue. Th 
made religion dominant 
and customs grew and ws 
long aa their gods wer 
Israel was strong when 
shiped, but when Israel, o 
substituted man tor God t 
without God is a failure 
will offend modern pride 
not less truth because it 
ter.

Christ said, “Teach wha 
you, keep the comman 
obedience to the above, 
taught Christ and him 
their successors taught 
law.
teach God to man, and to 
to live tor God. Ro 
her gods, Europe eonqu- 
Pagan education had for 
oral happiness and the in< 
appetites. Christian edi 
the soul, tempers passic 
man to God.

The characteristic ol 
“change.” The rule of ci 
the lower ranks are risii 
falling, Kings are no lo: 
nor rulers, nor lawmakers 
Governments now take fr 
rulers and people are co 
depending upon the in 
honesty guiding their l 
The people are a part of I 
the government a part ol 
England, France and Ami 
are the power, their will i 
first time in the histor) 
have the people fairly 
task of governing themse 
will succeed is to be 
fail the future is dark en 

The question then be 
the people govern the 
tinctly and firmly I say y 
means are used. Distiui 
tically I say no, if the p 
not used. The America: 
peopled with an inti 
people. New England 
the aggressive Puritan 
Pennsylvania a home to 
Catholic and the gentil 
Caroliana sheltered the e

their Under the auspices of the British Home 
Rale Association a meeting was held on 
Saturday night at Hastings. The presi
dent of the Liberal local association, Mr. 
Councillor Revill, presided, supported by 
Mr. Labouchere, M. P. The Earl of Aeh- 
bumham sent a letter explaining that he 
was detained in London, and added 
he hoped the meeting would hare a 
powerful effect upon publie opinion, not 
only in Hasting» and St. Leonards, but 
through the divisions of Sussex, as a sign 
that a great majority of the Liberal party 
were resolved to remain faithful to their 
illustrious leader and to support his gen
erous, courageous, and truly Liberal policy 
towards Ireland. Mr. Halley Stewart 
moved, and Mr. Ransom seconded, the fol
lowing resolution :

“This meeting recognizes with great 
satisfaction the marked growth of public 
opinion in Great Britain in favour of 
establishing a statutory Parliament in Ire
land, and pledgee itself to an earnest sup
port of Mr. Gladstone in his efforts to 
secure Home Rale for the Irish people.”

Mr. Ltbouchere spoke in support of the 
resolution. In explaining whar wae meant 
by Home Rule the hon. member said it 
simply meant that localities should have 
the power to deal with their own local 
affairs. They had had this Home Rule in 
England a long time, and the shame was 
they had Dot given it to Ireland yean ago. 
By establishing a statutory government in 
Ireland it was said Mr. Gladstone was re
pealing the Union. For himself he (Mr. 
Labouchere) would not mind if there was 
repeal, because the Union was begotten in 
corruption, and the sooner it ceased the 
better, fie strongly denied the argu
ments of Lord Hartington and Mr. Goacnen 
that the Irish were likely to abuse Home 
Rule and use it to get separation. He 
knew the Irish personally, and he did not 
believe they had any idea of separation 
from England. He (Mr. Labouchere) 
anticipated that with Home Rule the 
national tie would be stronger, simil 
that between Austria and Hungary, a tie 
based on mutual affection and self-respect, 
and not merely a paper tie (cheers). It 
was mere prophecy on the part of Loid 
Harticgton and Mr. Qoschen to say that 
with Home Rule the Catholics would 
oppress the Protestants. There was no 
proof whatever in support of this theory. 
At present it seemed to him that the Irish 
priest followed the flock, and not the flock 
the priest (hear, hear). He denied the 
supremacy in numbers claimed for the 
Protestants of Ulster, and said that, exclu
sive of Belfast, there was a majority of 
Catholics in the province. He was amused 
by some of the threats which had been 
made. He read that a hundred thousand 
Orangemen were ready to die in the last 
ditch (laughter). Why there were only 
50,000 Orangemen in the whole world 
(cheers). The Orangemen were a rowdy 
set of people, with • few men who 
forward and swaggered, and yet they per- 
suaded some foolish people in England 
that they were going to do great 
things. The fact was that the Orangemen 
wanted to be masters over the Catholics. 
They could not understand religious toler
ation and equality. In further remarks 
-the hon. member expressed the view that 
several guarantees in the proposals would 
have to be removed in committee. He 
objected to the presence of the twenty- 
nine peers in the new Irish House. From 
a conversation of two hours with Mr. 
Chamberlain that day he believed they 
would find he would be satisfied and able 
to vote for the second reading of the Bill 
[cheers].- He was also glad to be told in 
London that the member for Hastings 
[Sir Thomas Brassey] would support Mr. 
Gladstone (loud cheeis). The resolution 
was carried by a large majority, and copies 

ordered to be sent to the Prime Min
ister and the borough member.

Consumption can be Cored.
Not by any secret remedy, but by proper, 
healthful exercise and the judicious use of 
Scott’s Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil and 
Hypophosphites, containing the healing 
and strength giving virtues of these two 
valuable specifics in their fnlleet form. 
Prescribed universally by Physicians. 
Take no other.

It Can Do No Harm to try Freeman’s 
Worm Powders when your child is ailing, 
feverish ot fretful
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thatat supper, and who bad 
the light that spring* from a 
Divine love who said to Peter, “It is the 
Lord,” and Peter, loving and zealous as 
he was, cast himself into the sea to go to 
his divine Master, the other disciples fol
lowing in the ship to the shore, where 
they found a fire lighted and bread and 
fishes. Then our Lord 
round about Him, and when they had 
dined, “Jesus aaith to Simon Peter; Simon 
son oi John, lovest thou Me more than 
these 1 Heeaith to Him : Ifea, Lord, Thou 
knowest that I love Thee. He saith to 
him. Feed My lambs. He saith to him 
again; Simon son of John, lovest thou 
Mel He saith to Him : Yea, Lord, Thou 
knoweat that I love Thee. He saith to 
him : “Feed My lambs. He saith to 
him the third time : Simon son of John, 
lovest thou Me 1 Peter was grieved, be 
cause he said to him the third time, 
Loveat thou Mel And he said to Him : 
Lord, Thou knoweet all things : Thon 
knoweat that I love Thee. He said to 
him : Feed My sheep." Our Lord asked 
Peter the same question three times, 
BECAUSE PRIER BAD DENIED HIM THRICE. 
There have been since Peter 257 pastors 
in the supreme pontificate, the successors 
of Peter, and through them every bishop 
on the face of the earth receive» the 
special flock committed to him, and 
through those bishops every priest placed 
in his parish, as we call it, receives the 

of the flock. He is bound and uni
ted to them through that bond which our 
Lord Himself has created, and which no 
other man can have, save the one only ap
pointed by the properly constituted author
ity, As the Pontiff is the supreme pastor,the 
good shepherd of all the earth, and the 
bishop the pastor of hie diocese, so is the 
pariah priest the good shepherd of the 
Hock entrusted to his charge. There are 
three things which bind the good shepherd 
to his flock. Firstly, they are known to 
one another in a mutual knowledge ; 
secondly, they love one another with 
mutual charity, and, thirdly, because they 
help one another by all the power they 
possess. Let us think of these three things. 
First, the pastor must know the number 
of his sheep, or he will not know how 
many are straying, aud therefore cannot 
seek after them. When he counts up hie 
flock he will count up all the Catholics, 
but he won’t stop there ; he will say, 
“within my parish there are many living 
out of the unity of the faith, them also 1 
must bring in, for my Divine Master has 
given me a commandment to do this.” 
He mnst also know the character of his 
sheep, whether they are good or bad, 
whether they lead holy or unholy lives, 
whether they practise or neglect their re
ligion. He must look after the rich 
people, for our Lord haa said to them, 
“ Woe to you rich, for you have your 
consolation.”

prose
cuted for his assault on the English 
sergeant, and what became of him.

"Oh ! to do him justice 
should do to every one,” said the old 
man, “he behaved very handsome to 
me when I was brought to trial, and 
told the whole truth ; only blamed 
himself more than I would have 
done, and said it was all his fault for 
laughing at me and my nation more 
than a man could bear, situated as I 
was. The

bade them sitas one
was

one

y acquitted mo through his 
means. We shook hands : he hoped 
all would go right with me, he said ; 
but nothing ever went right with 
after. I took little note ever after 
of worldly matters ; all belonging 
to me went to rack and ruin. The 
hand of God was upon me—I could 
not help myself, nor settle ray mind 
or body to anything. I hear them 
say sometimes that I was a little 
touched in my head ; however that 
might be I cannot say. But at last I 
found it was as good for me to give 
all that was left to my friends, who 
were better able to manage and more 
oager for it than I ; and fancying a 
roving life would agree with me best, 
I quitted the place, taking nothing 
with me, but resolved to walk the 
world, and just trust to the charity 
of good Christians, or die as it should 
please God. How I lived so long 
He only knows, and Ilia will will 
be done ; but should not be sorry to 
to released, if that might bo.

com
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was Labouchere on the Ulster Loyalists.

In the course of a speech recently deliv
ered in the English House of Commons, 
on the Home Rule question, Mr. Labou
chere asked. What was this Ulster) It 

kind of fraud. It they includedwas a
Belfast the Protestants were only in a 
small majority. Even the Presbyterians 
of that province did not wish to be separ
ated from the rest of Ireland. How many 
Orangemen were there in Ulster) About 
60,000. Now these men were steady,sen
sible practical men (Opposition cheers), 
law abiding men (renewed cheers) ; but 
once in a while they were seized with a 
sort of erotic season. (Laughter ) From 
about the commencement of July to the 
15th, it was dangerous for a Catholic to 
c ime in their way. (Laughter.) This was 
called the celebration of the Boyne. (Op
position laughter.) After the loth they 
became once more perfectly reasoning 
human beings. Their religion was intoler
ant. As to their loyalty, they confeder
ated to prevent Queer. Victoria coming to 
the throne, desiring to confer the crown on 
that most disreputable being, the Duke of 
Cumberland. They were now threatening 
war against .the empire. The very same 
swagger, boast, and threatening! of civil 
war as were beard now were raised by the 
Orangemen when the right honorable gen
tleman brought in the bill fur disestablish
ment of the Irish Church,

Ho would ask Mr. Chamberlain whether 
he was going to propose a separation of 
all Ulster or only a part of it. Iu parts 
there was a Catholic majority; in parts 
the population was mixed. If he 
going to apply his proposal to the whole 
of Ulster, could anything more atrocious 
lie conceived th
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“With that he again asked me did 
I mean to call an Englishman a cow
ard.”

Aisy, now,’ I said. ‘Tell 
first,’ said 1, “did you mean to call 
us Irish savages ?’

“ ‘That’s no answer to ray ques
tion,’ said he, ‘at least I suppose it's 
an Irish answer.’

“ ‘It’s none the worse for that, my 
boy ;’ says I, very coolly, despising 
the man from my heart.

“ ‘I’ll have the law of you,’ ho 
cried in such a ittry.

‘The law !’ said I, ‘and you a 
soldier. Ba ! you English hour-bar
rel. Fight mo like a man. You have 
your arms.’

“ ‘And,’ said ho, ‘you have your 
knife.’

“ ‘Fight mo now,’ I said, ‘if you’re 
a man and soldier,’

“ ‘Fight you,’ he said. T know 
mysolt bettor than to soil my hands 
with an Irish savage.’

“This was too much for me, and, 
taking up a musket that had been 
loft by one of his mon I told him 
that l knew the use of it well, and to 
come out.

mo
THE RICH DON’T LIKE THIS

perhaps, but the good shepherd must do 
it. He must look after the poor, for they 
are especially the flock of Christ. It is 
not enough for the pastor to know the 
number of his fold; he must also know 
their character, their needs, and their 
dangers. The Hock, too, must know their 
pastor; they must come to him in the 
confessional that he may know them. It 
is a sad thing, but I sometimes hear peo
ple say, “Ub, I don’t know Father So-and- 
So.” Have you ever been to him 1 No. 
Well, then, it is your own fault. If the 
sheep don’t go to the shepherd, what can 
he do if he cannot find them 1 I am sure 
that those who lead good holy Catholic 
lives will always be glad to go to him. 
Those who neglect their religion for years 
do not like to come; though they are 
sorry, a kind of fear keeps them away. 
This must not be. Next, pastor and (Lock 
must love one another. If a pastor does 
not love his flock he is not a good shep
herd, We pastors are not called upon to 
lay down our lives on the scaffold in per- 
location, but we may be called upon u a 
time of fever and of pestilence, aa many 
did In Ireland and in England forty years 
ago, and may be called on again to do so

A Flying Guess.

An Irish bricklayer was one day brought 
to the Eiinbuigh Infirmary, severely in
jured by a fall from a housetop. The 
medical man in attendance asked the suf
ferer at what time the accident occurred. 
Two o’clock, yet honour, was the reply. 
Un being asked how he came to fix the 
hour so accurately, he answered 
cause I siw the people at dinner, through 
a window as I was coming down.

were
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Be-

an a large Catholic body 
being sulject to the rule of such gentle
men as the Orange body sent over here ? 
Boats of laughter followed this parody on 
the Ulster men’s speeches.

Orpha M. Hodge, Battle Creek, Mich., 
writes: I upset a tee- kettle of boiling hot 
water on my hand. I at once applied 
Dr. Thomas’ Eoleotric Oil, and the effect 

National Fills will not gripe or I was immediately to allay the pain. I 
sicken, yet are a thorough ca.hartic. | waa cured in three days.
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