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CLERICAL TOURISTS

When a clergyman or a female
Bible-colporteur sojourn for a season
among Catholics of distant lands
crafty guides look upon them as
legitimate prey. They feed them on
morsels of fiction, knowing that the
good people will swallow them with
unblinking credulity, They furnish
them with statements about the
Church, and, incidentally for the
good of their pockets, extol the bless-
ings of Protestantism. And then the
missionaries publish all the misin-
formation with an air of the most
vainglorious satistaction. If they
would but clothe it with the thinnest
texture of originality, or put a new
note into their rhapsodies, the people
who like that sort of thing would en-
joy it with greater zest. But they
never vary a hair's-breadth from the
score written by the first individual
who strayed into a foreign land with
a bag of preconceived theories and a
shut mind. The other day we read
some jottings of a tour by a pious in-
dividual who represented a Mission-
ary Society. To judge by his re.
marks we may conclude that writing
about the Church is one of his hob-
bies. But it is always well when one
is going to ride a hobby to choose
one that does not buck. This cleri-
oal tourist saw many things which
provoked him to anger and vituper-
ation. He saw signs of degradation
and decay, and then with skill worthy
of a Sherlock Holmes, traced it to
Rome. He sets his stage, peoples it
with apparitions vague and intang-
ible, and surveys i complacently
and raves about priestly tyranny
and trae religion of which he is the
exponent. He croons pathetically
whenever he sees a native kneeling
before a shrine. “ Blind idolatry,”
quotes the tourist, and his very heart,
developed in some two by three town,
exudes sincerest sympathy. He
ought to know that, according to Dr.
Schaff, the charge of idolatry is “ a
colossal slander on the oldest and
largest Church in Christendom.”
But between Dr. Schaff, a scholar
and a tourist, and an ignorant ranter
there is a gulf unbridgable. And
between the tourist who sees all
things through the glasses of pre-
judice, and the one who views them
with cultured vision, there is no com-
parison whatsoever, Carrol D.
Wright, to mention but one of this
type, says in * Letters from Abroad:”
“ When I see an ignorant worshipper
kneeling in prayerful attitude before
an image, however crude, I come to
the conclusion that there is the evi-
dence of a divine ingpiration. It has
been through the innumerable repre-
sentations of the Madonna, as brought
out in the most common forms as
well as the masterpieces of creative
art, that religion has received in
many lands its most stimulating in-
fluence.”

FANCIFUL THEORIES

Many of our modern scientists,
sanitary enthusiasts, medical and
health specialists, seem to have lost
sight of plain facts in their zeal to
establish  preconceived theories.
Unhealthy bodies are not confined to
the poverty - stricken and so-called
weak anywhere, nor to the slums of
thelargecities. They would probably
be found in larger proportions, com-
pared with numbers, among the rich
andso-calledstrong. We can certainly
agree that they are altogether too
prevalent with all humanity, but if
it were true that ““ no sane mind can
be in an unhealthy body” we should
have to include in the category many,
if not the most, of the brightest,
strongest, and sanest minds of litera-
ture, art, science, statesmanship and
religion, as well as commerce, both
present and past. The time may
come when a strong, bright and sane
mind cannot abide in an imperfect
physical organism, but may we not
thank God that the time has not yet
come ?

In the eyes of God, our Father, and
Mary, our Mother, we are all of us
always children ; to them we seem
never to grow old. Their love for'us
never changes, and even though we
have passed out of the years of child-
hood, our:hearts are still their de-

light, if we keep them humble and
pure and loving and kind. Old hearts
are the same as young hearts, only
that the flowers that grow in them
are richer and more precious, because
they have been cultivated for many
years. In old hearts, too, there is a
flower that does not often grow in the
hearts of the young. It is purple in
color,likejour Lord’sblood. stained gar-
ment ; it has ite crown of thorns and
its nails and ite wounds, and it is
called the Passion-Flower, and it is
especially dear to the Blessed Mother
because it springs up only in hearts
that have loved much and suffered
much for Christ her Son.

THRE Y. M. C. A.

Most of our Catholics are alive to
the fact that the Y. M. C. A, has no
use for them, except in so far as they
may lend a helping hand, but some
Catholics are yet unacquainted with
the principles of the organization.
These kind, good people will receive
the poor, ignorant Catholic into their
halls and gymnasiums and swimming
pools—be very nice to him, with a
view, no doubt, to his final redemp.
tion from the bondage of Rome, but
they will open wide their eyes in
amazement if any one suggests that
this Catholic member ought to be
taken in and placed on a level with a
solidly Y. M. C. A. member — while it
isa by-law of the society that no Cath-
olic can hold office therein. Once a
Catholic knows this it is safe to sup-
pose that he will not be over-gener-
ous in his contributions to such a
superior organization—one that looks
upon him as a being xery low in the
social world and considers everything
about him as tainted except his
money. It is a mighty poor kind of
man that will associate with men
who despise him.

THE OTHER SIDE

If the people who prate so much

about the alleged cruelty of vivisec-

tion would reflect a little they would

realize that all the operations done

upon animals by studious men, seek-

ing for means to perfect treatment

for human maladies, or to increase

the sum of knowledge upon bodily

functions, do not equal the cruelty

displayed in one day in some of our

cities towards horses, dogs, cats and

birds by brutal, thoughtless or malic-

ious persons, to say nothing of the

cruelties visited upon women and

little children by human brutes.

Practically every meat they eat has |
died a lingering death-——their furs are ‘
taken from animals which have |
struggled for hours or.days in traps |
without food or water ; their plumes

are often plucked from birds while

alive; their laces have caused the

blindness of the makers, and many

more of their articles of attire or or-

nament have brought suffering and

death to the producing workers.

Noting these facts they might then
realize that a little personal service
for the relief of! human suffering,

disease and overcrowding is of vastly
more importance in the world, and of
more help to the progress of human-

ity, than the sentimental gush they
are so fond of quoting, can ever ac-

complish. ‘

A PROVERB

A pessmistic proverb tells us that
the road to hell is paved with good
intentions, by which we must sup-
pose is meant a very different
proposition, namely, that the road to
that place is paved with the broken
fragments of those intentions. So,
too, for that matter, is the road to
heaven, since there was never yet a
saint who did not constantly and
consistently fail in the carrying out
of his intentions. But the truer
aphorism would be to say that the
road to the less desirable goal was
paved with good resolutions made
with reservations. For the treader
of the most precipitous downward
path, so long as he knows it is
downward, seldom abandons the
luxury of decent resolves; he only
grants himself larger reservations.
A bad habit seems at first to have so
little hold on the practitioner ; he
tells himself, and with justice, that
he can easily break it, and that to-
morrow, or at the latest on the next
day, he will have no more trifling
with it. Very likely, too, on the to-
morrow in question he puts his re-
golve into practice, with the effect
that the next day and the day fol-
lowing see him blameless in regard

to it. Then on the fourth day he
sees how entirely he is master of
himself, tells a drowsy conscience
that he has been disquieted in vain,
and slips around by the back-door,
8o to speak, over the threshold of
habit again.

A BEAUTIFUL BOOK

In a beautiful little book that
should be a precious treasure to all
Catholicmothers, the gifted authoress
shows how our Lord's life and mis-.
sion may be taught effectively to
very young children in picture, story
and simple verse set to easy music.
“The Life on Earth of Our Blessed
Lord,” by Grace Keon, is as novel as
it is captivating. From the birth or
Our Lord to His Ascension, the chief
events are given in rhyme which
may be read or sung to the child who
is too young to read. At the top of
the page is placed the text from
Holy Scripture to which the rhymes
refer, and at the bottom a brief
account in story form, in simple
words that very small children will
readily understand and very easily
read. Thirty-three full page illus-
trations will help to impress the
facts on the mind of the child and
create additional interest in the
‘gtory.” These pictures are exquis-
ite, and neither the genius of artist
nor the expert work of engraver,
have suffered at the hands of the
publisher. The authoress in a fore-
word says ‘“That it may help,” is the
reason of the little volume, All who
have seen the book are convinced
that it will be a wonderfu! help in
stamping on tender souls the all-im-
portant truths and of bringing them
in loving faith close to the Master
Who commanded, “Let little children
come to Me.”

THE CAMPAIGN OF
SLANDER

The account of the libel suit
entered by Supreme Knight James A.
Flaherty against two men who
printed in Philadelphia and circulated
through the country the bogus
Knights of Columbus Oath makes in-
structive reading. The men admitted,
says the Philadelphia Record, “‘that
the circular was a base calumny and
absolutely without foundation,” and
agreed with Mr. Flaherty that “this
alleged oath is a tissue of falsehood
from the firet word to the last.” But
“they had been duped,” and this is
where the insbruction comes in.
They had got the oath from the
Menace—we regret to have even to
mention its name—and their lawyer
applied to it for proof. The un
scrupulous baseness shown in the
editor's reply is in keeping with the
matter of bis organ:

“The alleged oath which your
clients in Philadelphia were arrested
for distributing was circulated in
practically every State during the
late campaign, and the demand upon
us for this document was something
great, and we had received copies of
them from g0 many sources we
simply printed and handled them as
we would any other job of printing
to supply the demand, and while we
have no apologies to make for so
doing, we do not have any evidence
that the oath is one which is taken
by the members of the Knights of
Columbus. We feel sure it would be
folly for you to base your defence on
the authenticity of this document.”

To complete this picture of un-
blushing rascality, the writer coolly
admits that he has never seen the
Knights of Columbus ritual, ‘and a
statement in a recent issue of the
Menace, which led you to believe we
had if in our possession, while some-
what of a bluff on our part, was based
on the fact that we know where it
can be had.” The Judge in suspend-
ing sentence against the libelers, at
Mr. Flaherty's request, paid a suit-
able compliment to the Supreme
Knight and his Church and Order,
and the case was over. It was estab-
lishedin public court that the Knights
of Columbus take no oath of any kind,
but make an affirmation of loyalty to
their Church and to their country,
which does them credit as Catholics
and citizens ; but the confessed liar,
the distributor through all the States
of the Union of a million weekly
slanders on sixtesn million citizens
got off scot iree, and the next day his
foul sheet was selling on the streets
of Philadelphia.

In a masterly analysis of the
causes of bigotry and its widespread
campaign of calumny—which he
attributed mainly to jealousy of our
growth,indecency’s hatred of decency
and decent living, the debauching of
public morals by a licentious press,
and the consequent commercializing
of slanderous obscenity—Archbishop
Glennon recently deplored the fact
that the laws, while prohibiting libel
against an individual, permitied the
vilification of the many, the distant
and the dead, of a whole State and
Church and people, and thus render
the vindiocation of our dearest rights

impossible by legal process. There
are many jurists who hold that the
law is quite capable of stopping the
transmission through the mails of
this deluge of foulness and slander if
only its gdardians were resolute to
enforce it ; and much can be done to
stimulate their resoluteness. Mean-
while we can give calumny the
answer which Archbishop Glennon
rightly deems the best in the long
run :

“It is, that every Catholic shall so
live, so speak and act that no just
criticism can,be pronounced against
him, Every Catholic can 8o inform
himself that he can make an intelli-
gent defence of his faith ; he ean
answer lies by telling truth, and
show in his life to all the world that
the standard of faith and mnorals that
he follows is as high as Calvary and
as sacred as the Christ Who was
there crucified;” and he can solace
and strengthen himself with the
thought that “the very persecution
we suffer is, in the words of the
Master, a proof of the divine origin
of our Faith.,”—America.

RS

ANOTHER CONVERT FROM THE
ANGLICAN MINISTRY

The Rev. Leonard Allan Corsbie,
formerly Anglican curate of St. An-
drews, Plaistow, and lately of St.
Lawrence's, Northampton, England
has been received into the Catholic
Church, and intends to study for the
priesthood. In a letter he states
that the reasons which led him to
submit to the Apostolic See are sim-
ilar to those which influence many
oJhers to do the same, viz., the want
of authority in the Anglican Church,
and the realization that author-
ity in matters of faith and
morals lies in the See of
Peter. He adds that the little faith
which he had in the “continuity”
myth was finally shattered by read-
ing Dr. Gairdner’s “Lollardy and the
Reformation;” the author, althcugh
an Anglican himself, showing clearly
that Lord Chancellor Thomas More
and Cardinal John Fisher laid down'
their lives for the sake of vital prin-
ciple, viz., the spiritual jurisdiction
of the Pope, for which they saw the
Royal Supremacy was being substi-
tuted. They, unlike the majority
at that time, were able to see the far-
reaching consequences that the
change involved. Mr. Corsbie,
whilst unsettled, consulted Dr, Lang-
ford James of “Catholic [League”
fame, and afterward stayed at Caldey
before the monks there had made up
their minds to become Catholics.
He plunged into parish work again,
but the submission of the Caldey
community brought him face to face
again with the old doubts, and he de-
cided to leave Anglicanism forever.

THE BIRTH-RATE IN
IRELAND
i L N

One of the readiest aud truests
tests of a country’s progress, material
as well as moral, is the birth-rate.
Mr. Roogevelt gaid truly to the doc
tors of the Sorbonne that “ the chief
blessing for any nation is that it shall
leave its seed to inherit the land. It
was the crown of blesgings in Bibli-
cal times and it is the crown of bless-
ings now.” He added that failure to
increase, when due to wilful fault,
" is one of those crimes of ease and
self-indulgence which in the long
run nature punishes more heav-
ily than any other,” and that
refinements of life and taste and
material progress can never compen-
sate a people for the loss of the
greatest of the fundamental virtues,
" the race's power to propagate the
race.”

Fidelity to this fundamental virtue
has contributed more than any other
natural cause to the continued and
exceptional increase of the Catholic
population wherever its people are
Catholic in practice as well as in
name. The fact that, as a whole,
Catholics preserve that virtue and
Protestants do not explain the phen-
omenal growth of the one and the
decadence of the other in New Eng-
land. One can appraise the vitality
or decline of faith in the various
provinces of France by comparing
their birth-rates. But the birth-rate
is not always an infallible test. If
for compelling or sufficient reasons
a considerable portion of the popula-
tions abstains from marriage, it may
happen that those who do marry have
large families, and yet that the gen-
eral average is low.

Ireland is one of the countries
where Catholicity is vigorous and
the fecundity of the race is prover-
bial ; yet the statistics make her
birth-rate one of the lowest among
the nations, and only a few points
ahead of France. ‘Father Thurston.
S. J., explains ,the puzzle in the
London Tablet. "Partly “because of
emigration, which carries away ‘the
young and vigorous, leAving behind
an undue provortion of the aged,
and partly because of the poverty
and lack of means that have béen
widely prevalent, there is a greater
proportion of unmarried adults in
Ireland than elsewhere in Kurope,
while at the same time the birth-
rate among those who marry is the
highest in the world. The crude
birth-rate, that is, taken in relation
to the whole population, married

and unmarried, was 22.7 per 1,000

|

in 1901, but calculated in regard
only to those who are married, it
rises to 86.1; and though the number
of marriages had decreased in the
decade, the proportion of births to a
marriage had increased, while the
corrected birth-rate of every other
country had fallen in the interval,
This is particularly honorable to Ire-
land, owing to the fact that the same
causes which make marriages infre-
quent necessitate the postponement
of many until late in life.

Father Thurston is considering the
census of 1901, but the latest shows
that the Irish birth-rate has ad-
vanced statistically and otherwise.
Improved conditions have enlarged
the number of those who have
sufficient competence to marry, and
there is good reason to believe that
with the industrial revival that self-
government will foster its young men
and women will live and marry and
prosper in their own country. It is
one of the strongest indictments
against misgovernment that condi-
tions could have been such that in
1901 over 52 per cent. of mar-
riageable women were single ; and it
is the highest testimonial of Ireland's
purity that its rate ot illegitimacy
remained, nevertheless, thelowest of
all nations. We may, therefore, hope
that when normal conditions are
restored it will receive the Biblical
blessing in its fulness, and its seed
shall plentifully inherit the land.—
America.

PO S S T —

CONVERSION

We learn with pleasure that on
the Feast of the Conversion of St.
Paul, Jan. 25, Miss Caroline Daven-
port Swan, the poet, was received in-
to the Catholic Church. The cere-
mony took place at the Cenacle,
New York City, where Miss Swan was
confirmed by Bishop Northrop of
Charleston, 8. C., the Rev. Phillip A.
Best, 0. C. C., of St. Cecilia's Priory,
Englewood, N. J. acting as sponsor.
n a personal letter to us, Father
Best expresses his happiness at the
conversion of this gifted woman,
whom he has known and respected
for many years. Miss Swan cele-
brated her seventieth birthday only
a little while ago. For years, the
tone of Miss Swan's verse, and the
fact that she chose o contribute so
largely to Catholic papers and maga-
zines, suggested that she could not
always remain out of the Church
whose spirit she expressed so admir-
ably in her writings. Her conversion
Father Best ascribes to the interces-
sion of the Blessed Mother of God
whose Rosary Miss Swan devoutly
recited in her non Catholic days.—
Sacred Heart Review.

IT"S THE SAME OLD
STORY

We. hear occasional expressions
of surprise because of the present
wave of anti-Catholic poison that
overspreads the country. But it is
not at all surprising. It is merely a
repitition of history. Many of the
present propagators of religious ran-
cor point with pride to the Puritans
as their ancestors. If they are des

{ cendants of these early settlers then

their hate ig hereditary, and pos-
sibly they are not so much to blame
after all. y

The history of the Mayflower con-
tingent is intensely interesting. It
demonstrates how tremendously il-
liberal these people were. They
came to this country “to escape per-
secution,” and when they reached our
shores established laws as unfavorable
to religious liberty as possibly could
have been conceived.

Their “Platform of Church Dis-
cipline” was the absolute limit of
hidebound intolerance. According
to Article IX of that document, “when
an offender is cast out of the church,
the faithful are to refrain from all
civil and spiritual communion with
him.”

Then the “Laws and ordinances”
adopted by them were mostintolerant.
A Catholic priest would not be per-
mitted to live in the colony, and the
law said “Whoever can't clear him-
self from suspicion is to be banished,
not to return on pain of death, unless
by shipwreck, or in company with
any upon business, with whom they
are to return.”

“Whatever priest residing in New
England did not departbefore Novem-
ber, 1700, he was to be imprisoned
for life and to die if he broke prison.”

Free will was not tolerated, as we
find in the following: “Whoever pro-
fessing the Christian religion and be-
ing sixteen, denies any book of the
Bible to be the Word of God, is to be
imprisoned till the meeting of the
County Court, and fined and punished
as the Courtisees fit.” If the offender
persisted he was to die or be
banished.

The puritans appear to have had
an especial antipathy for the Quak-
ers. The law said that “whoever
knowingly brings a Quaker or heretic,
is imprisoned until he pays or gives
security for £100 and carries
him away again.,” The peace-loving
Quakéets, when. discovered, were
whipped “through “three towns and
conveyed outof the colony, and the
law said: "It they return, after three
times, they are to be branded with
the letter R on the left shoulder and
whipped a8 before; if they return

after this, to be banished under pain
of death.”

The Puritans of to-day are the
Guardians of Liberty. Though using
liberty as a cloak, these self-consti-
tuted defenders have not the faintest
conception of the meaning of the
world. Theyareendeavoringto dopre-
cisely what the men of the Mayflower
did when they first established their
colony into New England. They
would banish every priest;
they would proscribe every sister-
hood; they would make it a capital
crime for any man to acknowledge
that he is & Catholic.

But thank God, we have progressed
since the Puritans took up their
abode in the vicinity of Plymouth
Rock. New England is not now
what it was then. Now the priest is
welcomed everywhere, and in every
town and city the Catholic Church is
solidly established. The Puritans of
the present may rave to their heart's
content, but they cannot stop the
wonderful growth of Catholicity.
They are simply kicking against the
bricks.—Syracuse Catholic Sun.

AID THAT IS NOT
WANTED

e

Writing in the Churchman, the
Rev. Ernest M. Stires referred to
“the millions of foreign-born, who
largely make this city.” He asked
how the hundreds of thousands who
land each year are to be received
and he conjectured that the great
leaders of the “Roman Communion”
will bewail their inability to deal
adequately with such a gigantic task.
“They will feel that they should
have the aid of all people in their
effort to care for these multitudes ;
and in this they would speak
reasonably,” Dr. Stires asserts. He
concedes :

* There ar¢ hundreds of thousands
of these people who, because of their
previous training, would develop
better in the Church of Rome than
in any other Christian body. All
should agree upon this, all should
help to accomplich it. But Rome
must help too; must help and not
hinder.”

Rome, we suppose, is hindering
when she vigorously protests against
such discreditable tactics as some of
our Anglican brethren employ to de-
lude ignorant, bewildered strangers
into membership in a Protestant
Church. For the rest, it is very re-
grettable that a man, calling himself
a minister of Christ, should descend
to such subterfuge as pretending to
help the Catholis Church to care for
her own children, while all the time
the purpose in view is to rob the
poor strangers of their one posses-
sion—the gift of the true faith.

Dr. Van Allen was more frank
when he said that adopting the name
“American Catholic Church” wonld
give them ‘“the best weapon with
which to attack foreign Catholies,”"—
Sacred Heart Review.

————

A FRENCH CONVERSION

The following are the musings and
memories of a fallen off French Cath-
olic, a man of letters, recalling his
return to the Church :

“ I arose and that morning—it was
Sunday—I went to weep during Mass
at the Cathedral of Bordeaux. In
the depth of my goul a sense of joy
began to make itself felt, and I
asked myself if it could be possible
to experience such joy. For the first
time, pagan that I was—I fell—how
shall I express it ?—the movement
that God causes in the depths of
souls that seem so far away from
Him. For the first time I recognized
Thee, O God! as my Father.

* But the gleam of grace that had
penetrated into the narrow fissure of
that block of clay that I was, had not
yet completed its work. Scruples of
the most terrible kind assailed me,
and I asked myself, in doubt, if con-
fession and Communion were pos-
sible for me. Then reason came to
my aid, and I argued that God could
not turn from a soul that sought to
reach Him, and in spite of the thorns
and serpents that I felt under my
feet, I made up my mind to go as a
pilgrim to Christ to ask him to ac
cept the sufferings that perhaps some
spiritual guides in their ignorance
might prevent me from offering.

“1see now the poor little room
where Father Michel heard my con-
fession and gave me Holy Commun-
ion. It was July 7, 1905. Claudel
was there and he served the Mass.
His countenance seemed transfigured
as he stood near the sacred chalice.
I recdll the melancholy of that mo-
ment, and my memory still clings to
the pleasant picture of the vineyard
and its caretaker, and how sweet was
the odor of the vine.

“ You, Paul, my spiritual father
who went off to China in those days
of the blistering heats of the Fete-
Dicu, know that I have pergevered ;
you know that I have continued to
be strong; you know that when
many of my faint hearted friends
doubted of my fidelity, I wrote my
* Christian Georgics ; you know that
the Lord of Cana has blessed me ;
you know that I have fixed my tent,
that I have established my hearth-
stone, and that one of my children is
your god-son held by you in God's
shadows over the baptismal font.
There he was called Paul, after you,
Paul Claudel.”

UATHOLIOC NOTES

—————

After a week's “Whirlwind Cam-
paign"” the Sisters at the Cleveland
Charity Hospital received $297,000—
$47,000 more than the mark set.

Conversions — returnse to the
Mother Church—are more numerous,
by far, in England than in the Uni-
ted States. England is fast return-
ing to her first and only true faith.

The Association of Physicians of
Upper Bavaria has requested the
(Giovernment to investigate the cures
alleged to have taken place in Lourdes
in connection with the pilgrimages
made there.

Baptist ministers of Manhattan,
Brooklyn and New Jersey voted afew
days ago to urge all Protestant
churches to copy the Catholic plan of
seeing that school children get re-
ligious instruction,

A great shrine of ancient Ireland
is that of Clonmacnoise, founded by
St. Ciaran. Its ruins stand on the
banks of Shannon, ten miles from
Athlone. St. Ciaran was born about
the year 512.

The Austro Hungarian Government
is issuing a postage stamp on which
the design is Pope Pius X. crowning
the Emperor Francis Joseph. It is
the first time that the image of a
Pope has appeared on a postage
stamp.

Mrs. Alexander R. Lewis of Metu-
chen, N. J, the only living sister of
the well-known novelist, Frank H,
Spearman, who is also a convert to
the Catholic faith, was received into
the Church recently making the
third conversion out of the five chil-
dren of Simon Spearman of Smyrna,
Del.

With about two million of so-
termed Protestants, Berlin has in its
68 churches sitting room for only
68,000 worshippers. An exchange
says '‘religious belief is apparently
vanishing among the non Catholic
people of Germany.” This is true.
Berlin as far back as forty years was
the most non-religious capital in
Europe.

In Spain, the solemn entry of a
Bishop into his diocese is still ob-
served with ancient ceremonial. It
is a triumphal entry. The authori-
ties of the city, mounted on horses,
meet him, escort him through the
principal streets, and then a grand
procession is formed which conducts
him in full pontificals to his Cathe-
dral.

Lady Galway, the wife of South
Australia’s new Governor, is a Catho-
lic, being a daughter of Sir Roland
Blennerhassett, formerly Commis-
sioner of Education in Ireland and
M. P. for Galway and Kerry. Her
grandfather was a convert to the
Church and a friend of Newman,
Her mother, Lady Charlotte Blenner-
hassett, is the only daughter of Count
de Leyden of . Bavaria, She has
gained distinction as a writer and
linguist.

The Rev. Leonard Allan Corsbie,
formerly curate of St. Andrew’s,
Plaistow, and lately of St. Lawrence’s,
Northampton, has been received into
the Catholic Church, and intends to
study for the priesthood. In a letter
he states that the reascns which led
him to submit to the Apostolic See
are similar to those which influenced
many others to do the same, viz., the
lack of authority in the Anglican
Church, and its perfection in the
Church of Rome,

Undaunted by the implacable
opposition of the Anglican bishops to
the invocation of Our Lady the
bolder spirits of the Romeward move-
ment within the Anglican church:
have founded a special society and
publication devoted to St. Joseph
whose glories are set forth by the
founder, the Rev. A. H. Baverstock,
vicar of Hinton Martel. He writes
of the Foster-Father of Our Lord as
being the patron of the dying, of
workingmen, priests and of the Cath-
olic Church.

Miss Katherine M. Nicholl, long
associated with the Sacred Heart
convent school in Buenos Aires in
Argentina died early this month,
Miss Nicholl, who belonged to a well-
known Merthyr Mawr family, was
the youngest daughter of the Right
Hon. Sir John Nicholl, who was the
Parliamentary representative for
Cardiff for a period of twenty years.
General Rice Nicholl, of the Manor
House, St. Hilary, Cowbridge, near
Cardiff, was a brother of the deceased.
Miss Nicholl, who was eighty years
of age, was converted from Anglican-
ism fifty years ago and since that
time has been associated with the
Sacred Heart convent.

The Right Rev. Dr, William Turner,
Bishop of Galloway, died a few days
ago, in his seventieth year. Born at
Aberdeen in 1844, the deceased pre-
late was educated at the Gregorian
University, and was ordained in
Rome in 1868, and twenty-five -years
later was consecrated at Dumfries by
Archbishop Angus MacDonald. The
See of Galleway, founded in 397 by
St. Ninian, was extinet from 803 to
1189, and vacant from 1558 to 1878,
The modern diocese comprises the
whole of the ancient one, together
with large portions of the old Glas-
gow Diocese. The late Dr. Turner
resided at Dumfries, where he had
his Pro-Cathedral church, St. Bene-.
dicts,
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A TALE OF THE TIMES SHOWING HOW
EVICTIONS, MURDER AND BUCH-
LIKE PASTIMES ARE MANAGED AND
JUSTIOE ADMINISTERED IN IRE-
LAND TOGETHER WITH MANY
SBTIRRING INCIDENTS IN QTHER

LANDS
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BY RICHARD B, O'BRIEN, D. D,, BISPOP OF LIMERICK
CHAPTER III
SHAWING HOW MURDERERS ARE MADE
IN IRELAND

The Jandlords of Ireland are a
curious race ; they reap what they
do not sow, and banquet sumptu-
ously on their fellows' toil, but are
go insensible to their happy fortune,
that, far from endeavoring to pre-
serve it, their labor is to accelerate
its ruin, The geese that lay the
golden eggs are destroyed by the
dozen ; and although every days' ex-
perience proves that no hidden
treasure is to be obtained by thg sac-
rifice, still they kill on.

It is a singular state of things, too
familiar to be anomalous, that the
great-great-grandson of some fellow
who was able to chant a hymn or to
handle a drum-stick can make a
whole barony sweat out of their
lives to drag him along in his car-
riage, or starve themselves to feed
his greyhounds ; and will yet smite,
scourge and curse them, unless they
pull him along at a pace which
human nature is not capable, or
minister to him on a scale to which
no exertion is adequate.

For our own parts, we are far from
disputing the title which pimp, or
parasite, or plunderer, may have
won from the gratification or aid
which he gave to royalty a century,
or two, er three ago ;—nay, we are
quite ready to admit, that he can
transmit - his pivileges, with the
meritorious qualities which acquired
them ; but we may be allowed to
wonder that he will thrust his claims
forward for public scrutiny, and in-
gist upon their predominance over
the ways of heaven and the capacity
of the earth, ‘‘Let well enough
alone,” ought to be, with this class a
principium palmare ; for really the
community which makes legislators
may take it into their heads that
two hundred years have paid suffi-
ciently for the music of some piper,
or the diplomacy of some cheat,—
particularly when the work was
done, not for, but against, those who
pay for it.

We have been thus dreaming,
while our eyes are fixed upon a sad
but deeply interesting -scene, to
which the story of “Ailey Moore” at
this period leads us.

We beg the reader to believe that
we play not the nurse to his imagin-
ation, nor do we essay merely to
adorn a tale, while we indite the
dark history of human ruin and
wrong. Far, far from it. Here we
speak only that of which we are
cognizant, from a thousand sources
to which the tradér in busy romance
can never have access. We have
laid our hand upon the heart of
misery, and felt its burning throbs.
We have watched the scalding tear
of gilt and wretchedness, until it
wore furrows in the cheek of youth,
and dried up the life of premature
old age. We have seen the conflict
of passion and penitence, on the wet
straw and hard floor to which
legalized ferocity and robbery had
condemned the last days of gray-
haired men, and, alas ! the last
and first days of harmless innocence;
and while we mingled our tears with
the unhappy and doomed children of
dependence, we blessed the provi-
dence of Him whose law so frequent-
ly shields tyranny from vengeance.

Far away in the mountain, about
twenty miles from Kinmacarra, is an
old castle, one of those strongholds
of the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries, which stand like the mile-
stones on Time's journey, marking
the distance he has travelled. It is
not all a ruin. The basement apart-
ment, or whatever it may be called,
is still protected from the elements
by the massive floor on which, in
times of yore, the rude chieltain
rioted in conscious strength, on
feudal offering or rich rapine. The
gateway crowns a ditch still deep
and often filled with water, and is
built up with loose stone and mortar,
except one narrow entrance-hole.
Above the string course, window
after window, or rather apertune
after apertune, look down the eyeless
gocket of a monster skeleton upon
the rude rocks below.

To this ruin, to which the peasant
would hardly venture a hurried
glance as he passed by on an evening,
some men, one by one, and at con-
piderable intervals, had for some
time been directing their way.

It was in the twilight, nearly
night. The sheep started, paused,
and flew ; the oxen lowed; and the
wild birds rose from their resting-
places by the rocks, and screamed as
the echo of footsteps disturbed their
repose. A sharp, strong wind hissed
through the herbage, poor even in
summer’s richness, and heavy dark
clouds hid the first glances of a
young moon. A strong heart and
head would feel solemn on such an
evening, and in the midst of such a
scene.

An athletic man, rather comfort-
ably clad paused and listened for a
moment—looked towards the castle,
and then slowly surveyed the country
round. After a few seconds, he
started. Some one approached. He
cleared the small hedge at a bound,
and was immediately hidden by a
wayside projecting rock. T T

Not one—two men advanced to
gether ; one a little before the other.
He was a heavily-formed, muscular
figure, with body-coat tightly fitting,
a smart hat lightly worn, knee-

breeches, elastic tread, and bold
bearing. His companion was hardl§y

;nl[f‘dlollud‘.h logked  very lllh 18
ellow, #s the aguntfy people say,
that hpd ‘tite thrown after him,’ he

He sbufled oy by

had so little of it.

aft effort.

" Come on—what the devil is the{

matter wid'you ?" said the Jeader.

“I agstire you, sir, I'm doing my
best!"” was the reply.

“Sha asthone,'sir,' mighty manner-
ly the mountain air makes wan—
don’t id, avic ?"

Here he stopped just oppobite the
hidjng place of the man of whom we
first made mention. He turned
toward the rock—looked curiously at
it—took a pistol from his pocket and
immediately the short, sharp clink
was heard, that put it on full cock.

“Stay & minit,” said the fellow, as
he presented the pistol, but with a
voice 8o changed that no human
being could recognize its natural
sounde; “stay a minit, till I kill a
bokogh that's hidin' behind the rock
there. “I'll be bound he's a robber,
the vagabone; wan av these night.
walkers that's disthroyin' the coun-
try.”

“ Stay!” d the intended vic-
tim, in a voice of thunder, and
alighting at the armed man's side by
a fleet bound, he stretched his hand
to seize him. But he at once drew
back, looked in the face of the
aggressor, and the two men burst
into a fit of laughter.

“Well, Shaun, Shann,” cried our
first acquaintance, “you are the
d——1! How did you make that
voice you had ? Faith, I near had
you by the throath an’ choked you.”

“Mighty strong man you'd be,
afther my purty bullitt tuk its recre-
ation in your scatther-brain. You're
mighty 'cute, ain’t you, to go hide
before a man's eyes. Oh, you'll soon
be fit for a peeler or a justice o’
pace.”

“You've a gintleman wid you, I
see.”

*Yis; this is a friend of ours, a
mighty brave, courageous youag man.
He'll rise in the world, I'm thinkin’.”

The young man shuddered.

“Th's is Mr. James Boran. As for
your name,” he added, smiling, “you
have so mighty many of 'em that
there's no use in tellin’' wan.”

“ Daddy Boran’s son ?”

* Yis, faith.”

“ The young priest ?”

‘“ Oh, yis, or the young parson,
maybe; Mr. James is in no ways ex-
act.”

“Oh,” interposed Mr.James Boran,
for, in truth, it was the same accom-
plished gentleman.

* Oh, come along, now. If you do
your duty we may save your sowl, by
keeping you. from Parson Salmer,
an’' we'll make a man o' you, an’
that'll be doin' much—won't it, avic?”
answered Shaun, with his own sar-
castic emphasis,

Mr. James Boran bit his lip, and
blushed in the darkness. He then
followed the singylar being, who will
be recognized as the beggarman of
the morning.

The three men now silently pro-
ceeded to the castle—Shaun a Dherk
wrapped in his own thoughts, Boran
wishing himself or his friends a
thousand miles away, and the third
seemingly sufficiently engaged by
anticipation to be indifferent to con-
versation.

They came to a turn in the road
which led into a borheen, rough,
irregular and rutty. Down this they
turned, and in a short time they had
comg to the entrance of the ruin.

Here Shaun a Dherk paused. He
turped full towards Boran, and lcoked
into his face with that striking con-
centration of eye, which made his
glance so like fascination. He laid
his hand on the young man’s shoulder;
at which the other, of course, trem-
bled from head to foot.

* Pghaw,” said Shaun, ‘ what are
ye afeared of? We're come to the
spot where ye'll do th' only good
action of your life, bar'n the lavia’' o'
college. Don't start, avic.”

He then looked around as if mus-
ing, still, however, keeping his hand
on Boran's shoulder. At length,
again looking him full in the face, he
said :

* James Boran—a bad man ought
to have an iron heart, a heart like
the castle rock there; the child will
play about it, an’ 'twill dash out the
brains of a bodhagh, and look all just
the same. Now,James Boran, you're
a bad man and a coward, an’ that's a
very poor commendation.”

Here Shaun turned to the third
party, and told him to pass on.

“You are in my power, Boran,” he
said, “and in more ways than one,
you know ; your life is on your con-
duct this evening.”

“I'm ready. I-have not followed
you here twenty miles for nothing.

*Bouldly sed, Mr. James—bouldly
gsed. You did not, sure enough, fol-
low me here for nothin’. Murdher!
if I gev you up-for the mane low
robbery I caught you in, or for
the forgery, or exposed your dirty
talk wid the parson, or—come here—
the ruin done on the widow'’s only,
child. Ah, Mr. Boran, you may have
many a face, but only one bad, bad
heart; from the mother that bore
you to the poor girl that trusted you,
you made nothing ot 'em all, only for
your stomach an' your dirty ways.
No, it wasn’t for nothin’ you followed
me. You followed me for your neck,
for your name, for your vanity an’
vengeance—an',” he softly added,
“for my pistol. Ha, ha—faith 'tis
thrue enough, 'twasn’'t for nothin’
you followed me.”

‘ And are all your promiges forgot-
ten, Shaun?” half muttered the
writhing victim. “Are these the—"

*“Och, see how he does thravel,”
ejaculated Shaun.

“Why, you omadhawn, I'll make

. 1]
sellin’ yoyr sowl gu, a—1; e a8
for th’ othe! .ldr—ér

“You uli-’-"'

1 sed you shud thry yer torthin’,
ah’, it she liked you, you should have

my arm."” .

“;he liked me ?"

* Whoy, d'ye think ,I'd blackén the
light of an angel's heart, an’ bury
her fur ever agen her will, Boran "

Boran- looked vacantly on the in-
terrogator,

* Confound the dog,” burst forth
Shaun. “ What does he think ?—but
stay agra,” he calmly said, subdyging
his whole voice and manner inan in-

stant, and speaking in the bitter,.

jeering manner so usual to him ;
“come along—do your bis'ness—a
good an’ honest wan, tho’ you're en-
gaged in it. Come along.”

They now entered what might be
called a cavern. The room was
spacious, furnished with a blazing
turf fire and one table, at which an
intelligent young peasant was sitting
reading some letters. Several others,
ten or twelve, sat on fern, straw, or
large unhewn stones, here and there
in the apartment.

All the persons present were young,
athletic, interesting-looking men.
They seemed in silent expectation of
the arrival which had just taken
place. They all rose to welcome
Shaun a Dherk and his companion.

“Fine night, boys,” said Shaun,
after he had shaken hands with those
next the door. “Glad to see ye all
to time, That's the way.”

“An’ yourself,” answered two or
three, ‘‘ that never missed a minit or
& man."”

“ Whoy, troth, I begged my way like
A sojur ; an’, although carryin' so
many mouths wid wan,” he said,
Pointing to his arms in his bosom,
* isn't favorable to the beggin' thrade
I got on purty well. I had a long
talk wid the new landlord o’ Kinma-
carra, ye must know.”

* Arrah,” cried the listners.

* Yis, faith, an’ I did considherable
toward pacifyin’ the counthry with
Justice Hangall ; an’ not to be ex-
posin’ the saycrets of the state, I
must end my speech by makin’' known
to ye Mr. James Boran, a man very
anxious to join ye, partiklarly if the
bis'nees is dang'rous.”

* Welsome,” answered all.

“1 have to say that the young
master of* Kimmacarra will make
empty houses and broken hearts,
boys,” added Shaun. " He has a
grate notion intirely of savin’ the
sowls o' the tinants by Parson Sal,
mer's rule. Lases will be wrote
accordin’ to a man’'s Bible readin’ an’
deeait, an' accordin’ as he's pliable in
sellin’ the sowls av his childher.”

“O murther!” echoed the hearers.

“ Yis, faith, an’ he'll have substan-
tial men on the land, an’ make the
farms fine an’' big, be my sowl, an’
he’ll throw down all the cabins an’
give every mother's sowl a pound
note that throw¢ down ihe house
himself an’ goes.”

“ Where ?” demanded the conclave.

“ Ok, to a mighty good place—to
heaven, ifithey starve wid patience, to
be sure; to the poorhouse if they
like, or to cook landlords, or to the
da—1."

“ A sad day for Kinmacarra,” said
all.

“ An’ a sad “day for the man that
makes it so,” said Shaun, while
his broad brow bent and his eye
flashed the fire of his bitter feeling.

" But the bis'ness of the night,”
said the young man at the table ; and
he rose up as if even additional life
had just then entered his frame.

He was a flne young fellow, too ;
some one or two and twenty years he
had seen. His eyes and hair were
light ; but his arm was powerful, and
his chest spréad before him like a
shield.

“ Yis,” answered Shaun, ‘ the
bis'ness of the night—dark, black,
cursed, ought to be the end of the
man that killed the sowls an’ bodies
of the craythurs God put in his
power. He may as well say his death
prayer that won't sthrike home when
sint upon this araand,” and he took
the finely mounted pistol from his
pocket. ‘‘ May the Maker of the
land an' say sthrike me here and
hereafther ; may the livin' spurn me
an' spew upon me, an’ the dead wither
up the green grass in my way. Oh,
curse on me !” he cried with dread-
ful energy, kissing at the same time
the barrel of the instrument of death ;
* curse on me if I would not kill him,
at the foot of the cross of the Lord,
the man that wud go back of his
duty!”

“ Amen !” was the universal re-
joinder.

“ Wasn't the widow to be here ?”
said one of the men, addressing the
young person to whom we have re-
ferred, as introducing the last con
versation,

‘“ She was, and she is,” answered
the person appealed to.

Whereupon he left the room.

“Poor Mick!” said Shaun a Dherk,
“ 'twas a sorrowful day to you !”

" Thrue for you,” replied a man
with an accent which marked him as
having come from a distance. * I
know'd the colleen well, an’ him.
The sun never shone upon two more
likely made to make one heart an’
home. They looked in one another’s
face ag if their life 'ud mingle, an’
their souls come out to kiss one
another. An’' then they hard the
Sunday mornin's blessed, peaceful
mass, and you saw 'em kneelin’ side
by side at the time they ‘done the
Christmas an' Aister duty! Well,
God is good, an’ Mick Dowlin’ will
have pace and the Ryans will have
justice vet.”

‘ Hush !” chimed the company,
with the feeling so characteristic of
the Irish peasant. ‘' They're comin,’"

And just then there tottered across
the threshold a woman not old in

you rich enough to save you from years, though her hair had whitened

v

—it was eaid that within one month
she had grown gray.

Mick Dowling held her by the
hand—~indeed, almost supported her,
The firmness of the preceding half-
hour geemed a little shaken. His
lip quiveréd elightly, and his eye was
moist. Poor Mick Dowling was sur-
rounded by sweet and bitter memor-

ies ; the sweet ones softened his man-

hood.. The tear of a good heart is not
the ‘message of weakness, but the
pledge of a powerful soul.

Not a word wae' epoken until they
had passed to the middle of the floor.
The woman was accommodated with
the only chair possessed by the
lglathering, and Dowling stood behind

er, . .

She, the widow, was vety. poorly
clad—was pale and emaciated, -Her
hair had escaped, and hung dis-
hevelled on her face, Her head fell
upon her breast, like one who had
lost all memory. The young man
came closer. Ever§ eye was bent
upon the wreck of human hope and
happiness. No word was spqken.
The crackling of the turf on the
hearth was almost painfully distinct,
a8 if nothing should intercept the
communings of the souls that spoke
in their common feeling. Even Boran
caught the contagion of sympathy,
and tears streamed down his face.

At length Shaun called the poor
woman by her name—

* Mrs. Ryan 1"

She started, looked up, and around
from face to face, but did not seem
to recognize any one. Her head was
falling back upon her breagt, when
Dowling presented himself. Him she
examined curiously, like one whom
she should, but could not, call to
mind. After some time, her look of
child like wonder relaxed—her eyes
began to fill with light. She started
up, and seizing Dowling by the arms,
she said, whisperingly :—

* Where's Mary ?” i

“ 8it down, Mrs. Ryan, sit down,
you are wake an’ worn ; 8it down, and
remember you're with your friends
an’' neighbors,” said Shaun a Dherk,

Dowling was unable to articulate
a word.

“I'll tell you—Ah, Mick, Mick !—
ah, Mick Dowlin'! Whisper—ccme
here! Mary, Mary! Oh, shame on
you—don't you remember how her
thrue heart used to bound, and the
red blood flash all over her hand-
some face, at the name of Mick Dow-
lin' ? Och, shame! Go out of my
sight | Mary Ryan isn't the girl for
you! Whist! Whisper, Mick—ehure
Mary is dead. Dead ! No ; she's not
dead ? My curse on any one that
says—Ah, God forgive me, why should
I curee any one ? I am a sinner.”

And she paused.

* Mick,” she resumed.
curse. Oh, no; maybe Mary
is. near mey an’ ob, she
could not bear a curie—you know
my darlin’, our darlin’ Mary? But,
Mick, she got so pale! the cowld
went through her, Mick, and she
hadn't a bit to ate. She sowld every-
thinrg, and used to purtend she ate
herself, when she fed her little
brother an’ sisters—the brave little
fellow you loved so, and the bright-
eyed colleens. Mick, acughla, Mary
fed 'em all, an' watched 'em in the
fever. Cowld an’ lonely — cowld an’
lonely, an’ hungry was the girl that
loved you. They said you went to
England for your hire. An’' Mary
was glad you didn't see herin her
want. Mick, darlin’, come here to me. I
wronged you. I thought you would-
n't do for my heart's life. Gi' me
pardon for the sake o' Mary.”

She looked around wildly.

* Och, how she laid out the angels,
an’ she pale an' wake herself! An’
how she laid 'em in the green church-
yard, when I warn't able to lave the
lop of straw! An'how pale she came
back; an' havin’ no fire, no light—
nothin’' only the cowld, cowld wather !
Where was 1 ? Mick, did Mary die,
die of starvation ? No, no: 'tis a lie!
We owed no rent! 'Twas the other
man—his name was in the lase,
What | turn me out—turn me out—
—out o’ the house my father built—
where the father of my childher
loved me first, an’' died! Turn me
out—out of the place that all the
labor o' the li%in' and the dead is
growin'! Turn mean’ Mary, an’ all out
todieinthe ditch! Ochone, Mary—she
lay down! Oh, may the curse
of the great God, and the vengeance
of His Holy Mother—"

In a paroxysm of agony the widow
Ryan fell upon the floor.

“ Well, men,” calmly spoke Shaun
a Dherk, “who is the man to kiil
Skerin? Who puts the hand of jus-
tice upon the neck of the mur-
dherer ?"

He pointed to the woman, and
looked round upon his companions.
Simultaneously all called out,—

g G R

“ No, it must be the work of wan—
vo more. Listen, now — I know his
road to-morrow. Iknow where he is
to be to morrow. I know where he
is to be to morrow's midnight. I
could dhraw his shadow upon the
ground this moment. A man'll be
there wid a gun that never desaived
a man's hand. He can put the
muzzle a'most to the villain's neck.”

“ Hurra!” cried the excited outlaws.

“The graves of three innocent chil-
dren, and a noble neighbor’'s child—
the broken heart of the poor woman
that's lyin' afore ye, will be in the
man's mind !

* Yis, yis, yis.”

“ Fear, nor mercy, nor the dead,
nor the livin,, won't turn yez from
your road ?"

*“ No, no, no.”

“ Kneel down around the mother o’
the dead, an' join hands by the blood
o' the murdhered.”

They did so.

“Now, may the red curse of the
Lord brand the sowl of the coward
that, sent to do this deed, pauses on

“I won't

the journey where justice raises up
his arm.”

“Amen." * »

* Pardon, Shaun,” said Mick Dowl-
ing, rising up>*" This,ought to be my
place. Skerin hdbgkilled my love,
and broken my héart.« I am for the
road.”

“No,” replied Shaun.

“ I ought,” said Dowling.

“ It cannot be,” said Shaun. “You
are the first man to be suspected.
You will live to do some gocd ; here
you would die almost for nothing.”

“ But'I don’t care for life.”

“Your friends are the best judges,
an’' — you've @worn, Stay, boy's,
there's one who must do hie work.
My reason no manp here will ax ; 'tis
a good wan: ]l mever desaved you.
Come here, Me, James Boran; come,
sir, you are the man tokill the Crom-
wellian Skerin.”

“Me 1 b

“You.- An' 1ok —yourils ig gone
as Mary Ryan's, if the murdherer.be
not executed: before , to-morrow’s
midnight. I'll point the place—dn’
among the dead—I'll “be there to
watch you.”

TO BE CONTINUED

THE WAITING
ot e

The cottage is roofless now. The
roses and honeysuckies and sweet-
scented briar are dead. The un.
glazed windows gaze across the glen
like sightlesseyes. The yellow walls
resemble a tear-stained face from
trickling moisture of moldering
thatch. Grass—rank and sodden—
grows on the threshold and adown
the winding avenue to the river's
bank. Weeds have choked life from
the shy pansies and tender violets.
The once neatly-clipped hawthorn
hedge is prickly and unkempt. The
garden is a wilderness. Desolation
meets one at every turn—desolation
and sorrow, and the mute reproach
of dead things, as if the very walls—
nature even—mourned for her who
once walked there, and now is no
more,

Fair to the eye she was, and fair
of soul, too. Soft were her eyes of
hazel, beseeching as a collie's, tender
as moonlight on a balmy September
night. Slenderand stately herfigure;
gentla her face, shaded with soft,
nut-brown curls—gentle and softly
rounded as a child's, albeit twenty
summers had passed over her head.
Sweet and gracious in the glory of
her dawning womanhood ; sweet as
the roses she touched so tenderly, so
Dan Clune first saw her as he was
passing by the way and stood trans-
fixed at the sight, even as a hero of
the Fiana might have been at first
sight of the woman of his dreams.

In the neighborhood of the cottage
Mrs. Grundy had not as yet ever
been heard of. Formal etiquette had
not yet taken the place of kindly
hospitality. Suspicion of the stran
ger would be refused a place in those
hearts of rare metal. If Kate
blushed as she looked up from her
flowers on hearing the handsome
stranger'’s : “God save you Miss " it
was merely the blush of innocent
youth prompted by the kindly
thought.

“God save you kindly!” she an-
swered modestly. {

“The day is hot,” Dan affirmed, |
thirst in his eyes—thirst of the soul, |
which no nectar compounded by |
human hands could satisfy.

“It is surely. You will take a bowl
of milk—goat's milk only have we,
but it is rich and thirst satisfying,”
she said simply.

“Thank you kindly, Miss,” Dan re-
plied, taking & step nearer the river's
edge.

“Maybe you will come in and rest
while you drink,” the girl went on,
noting the stranger's fine, manly fig
ure and measure of good looks, as
girls will do, and have done ever
since Eve stood entranced at the
sight of her mate wons agone in the
garden of Paradise.

“I would be more than thankful,
Miss,” Dan answered, dofting his cap
involuntarily, and tripping lightly
over the stepping stones to the girl's
side.

As he stooped his broad shoulders
to enter the cottage, a woman—old
and feeble, with snowy hair and
snowy lace cap—bade him welcome,
but her looks belied her words. Her
face was tense, her eyes eager with
suspicion. Kate was her only daugh-
ter,” the child of many prayers.
Alone, the twain had lived together
since the fever had untimely carried
off a husband and a son many years
before. Handsome young strangers
found no more favor with her than
the susceptible young farmersaround,
who sighed at a glance from Kate's
soft eyes, and mooned along the
river's bank on summer evenings in
hope of a nod or a* God save you!”
from her ripe young lips.

“ Thank you, ma'am; and God save
all in this house!” Dan replied
as he seated himself on a creepy
stool, which always stood in the rose-
embowered porch.

“ Have you came far ?” the widow
queried, anxiety in her tone.

*Over the hills, ma'am, from S—,"”
Dan replied, meekly endeavoring to
keep his eyes from straying from her
wrinkled face to the young vision
who stood obediently beside her
mother's chair,

“ Ah!" she ejaculated with a sigh
of relief. Suspicion was dying.
S— was a long way off — many
leagues, if this too frankly admiring
stranger abode there, he would
trouble neither the cottage nor its
inmates often.

“It is a hot day,” he affirmed,
hoping to gain her attention.

“You do not walk so far often ?”
she queried irrelevantly.

‘I have never been in these parts
before, and I may never have an ex-
cuse to come here again,” he replied,

Jooking at Kate, in hopes that she
would assist bim in solving a riddle
created almost in that instant within
his own brain—towit, on what pre-
text could he renew a vigit to the
cottage. Slowly he gipped his milk.
Quickly, to him, the bowl was em-
tied. Unwillingly he departed, leayv-
ing his blessing and hie thanks,

But within a briet spell Dan solved
the riddle. He came again— not
once, but often. On one pretext or
another his tall form darkened the
doorway of the cottage almost week-
ly. Todayit was a straying heifer
he sought. The next week a distant
relative, lately discovered, lay ill a
league beyond. In time he gave no
excuee, and suspicion took ap a per-
manent abode in the widow's eyes.
Sometimes he rode a mountain pony;
oftener he came on foot, on which
accasions he tarried long — too long
for the widow's peace of mind.

In, those bygone times afterncon
tea had not yet come into fashion,
but there was abundance of ‘butter-
milk and. laughing potatoes, and
oaten bread and fancy griddle cakes
made by Kate's own delicate hands —
at least Dan thought them delicate,
because they were so white and soft
and slender; but, in reality, they
were Strong, capable, and willing.
The neat aspect of the cottage, both
inside and outside, was traceable to
their tireless industry. Neither the
edibles in the garden nor the flowers
peeping through the hedges, cling-
ing to the cottage walls, or clustered
around the porch, would have ar-
rived at such luxuriant growth were
it not for her energetic weeding and
hoeing and training. Dan never saw
her at work, for the very simple
reason that while still very young
she had learned the art of good
housewifery—or, perhaps, she was a
born housewife. The sun and she
were on the best of terms, and direct-
ly that luminary peeped in at her
uncurtained window every morning,
the girl was wont to jump out of bed
80 a8 to keep pace with him. In this
wise she had her day's work finished
and her second toilet made about
11 a. m., aline of action many house-
wives in Ireland to-day might copy
with advantage. If Dan called early
in the day, Kate always had leisure
to devote to him. If the afternoon
witnessed his long, swinging, eager
gtride adown the winding road, she
was never too busy with her flowers
to note his coming,
some distance away. Altogether he
had not yet dared to voice bis love,
the gladness in her gyes and the soft
blush mantling her cheeks told their
own tale, to the joy of the man's
heart and the sorrow of the mother's.

Thus the mounths went ga'loping by
drawn by love's chariot, until Dan
could possess his soul no longer, and
was perforce obliged to lay his hopes

! and wishes before the widow and her

daughter. Kate's heart was singing
o glad song. Almost from the first
she had known what was in her
lover's mind, and had but awaited his
words to voice their reciprocation;
but, for the widow, the tale had a
very different significance. To her
it meant loneliness and sorrow—the
severance of the one tie left to her on
earth. Dan was8a younger son, and
beyond what he could make by what
is locally called “jobbing,”. i. e.
buying cattle anrd eelling them at a
profit, he had no visible means where-
with to keep a wife—not to mention
such a trifle as ahouse to shelter her,
If hemarried her daughtera severance
was bound to follow, a8 she had no
intention of sharing the cottage with
a son-in-law. A hali.-spoken wish of
Kate's, anent the latter solution of
the difficulty, was flouted angrily.

‘A man should work for his wife
and shelter her, too,” she said fierce-
ly, tapping her stick on the earthen
floor to emphasize her words.

“An’ that I'll do, too, without a
doubt. All I'm wanting is Kate's
promise to wait for me while I'm
workin’ for the home,” Dan retorted
with equal spirit.

“Oh, I'll wait for sure, Dan! Don't
be frettin’ at all abeut that,” put in
Kate.

“ And where and how may you be
intendin’ to work for my Kate ?” in-
terpolated the widow.

Dan looked at the twain, the em-
bodiment of perplexity. Although
for weeks his mind could hold no
thought save marriage with Kate,
the need to find a house to tarry in
after that happy event had not
troubled him at all. With the
widow's eyes looking fiercely into his,
a speedy decision on the matter was
neceasary.

“I'd better try America. There
ien’t much chance for a man in this
country,” hereplied weakly, discern-
ing economic salvation no nearer
than the other side of the globe, like
muny an Irishman before and since.

* But you'll come back, Dan?"” The
voice was strange, Kate's voice strung
up to a note of wild misery, with the
sudden fear that she and Dan might
part to meet no more.

“ Ah! he'll come back,” chimed in
the widow sarcastically. Her faithin
men was not of the strongest.

“ I give you my word-—my oath—
that I'll come back when I've earned

enough to kesp Kate in the style she |

has every right to expect,” he said
humbly; but there was anger in his
heart, which he suppressed for Kate's
gake. Mo was not of the men who
make promises to break them.

“1 take your word, Dan Clune, and
Kate will wait till you come for her
on one condition,” said the widow.

‘“ An’' that condition, ma'am ?”

“That ye have no letters coming
backward and forward between ye.
You'll be giving your mind all the
better to your bit of work if the long-
ing to see Kate is always—always in
your heart, and there is no way of
satisfying it but bringing the money

| home for the wedding.”

even while yet !

‘It is & hard condition, ma'am.”

* Take it or leave it my gon.”

“ Mother! Mother,” wailed Kate,
wringing her hands in anguish,

* There be men with the gay laugh
and light heart who kiss a maiden
and forget, and there be men with
the deep heart who remember always,
It your Dan is one of the last, you
won't have to wait, asthoreer, A
mother’s right is to save her child
from sorrow,” the widow answered
unmoved,

So the lovers parted, for prayers,
entreaties, and tears were all in vain,
Mrs, Casey was adamant. The next
week Dan sailed, and half a small
silver coin suspended from her slen-
der white neck was ull the visible
token Kate Casey had of Dan Clune's
love.

Dan got a job the day he touched
American soil, but be was used. to
farm work-only and soon left the city
for the wild ‘west, where cattle
ranged and«oxen ploughed, and men
worked like glaves half the year and
froze the other half. His wages were
high, butso were his expenses; and
with the utmost frugality, each year-
end found him 8o ill-equipped in a
monetary sense, to return to his love,
that he put it off yet amother year.
At firet he was sorely terspted to
break his word to the widow, but'in
time self restraint became a set habit,
and although his love abated mot a
whit, Kate began in some'strange way
to recede from him a8 the longsilence
closed around his heart, It wae like
being in some strange, dark prison,
although the prairie breezes blew
around him: ceaselesg "’ longing
for the news of her he dared hot ask
for, until by imperceptible degrees,
she became lees and less human and
more and more a dream maiden, ‘As
Beatrice was to Dante, so Kate Casey
was to Dan Clune—a vision leading
him to better things, forever purify-
ing his path with a tender bond of a
sweet memory, but as far from him
as the stars. As the years went by
he ceased to long as mortal men long
when they lo