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THE IRISH MONTHLY

JANUARY, 1907

A WORD TO BEGIN WITH

“ ERE we goes again.” Have you ever heard of the
hedgehog who uttered this ungrammatical exclamation ?
He challenged a hare to a racing match in a full-blown
potato field. The competitors were to run up and down in
two contiguous furrows—hidden from each other by the inter-
wvening ridge of luxuriant potato stalks—till one of the two
should give up as fairly beaten. But the crafty hedgehog
whispered to one of his brethren, an accomplice in the plot,
to run off and plant himself at the other end of the furrow
and to yelp out, “ Here we goes again ! *’ when the hare reached
that end. And so, between them, without stirring an inch,
they kept the poor deluded hare scampering up and down its
farrow till it fell down exhausted and vanquished, while the
wungrammatical hedgehog still called out cheerily, ‘‘ Here we
goes again!”

This veracious history is not quite equal to the dignity of
the occasion, the opening of our thirty-fifth yearly volume.
At any rate another milestone on our long journey is passed,
and here we go again. In beginning a new stage of our journey
we may fall back on a device which has long dropped out of
uwse. A brief preface to a new volume has its advantages, even
for a magazine which has long survived the perils of childhood
and youth. There would indeed be a certain incongruity in
so venerable a periodical stooping to such appeals as the printed
page which lies here before us, a relic of ourearliest days ; and
its remoteness is evident from the fact that it calls our
publishers * M‘Glashan & Gill, 50, Upper Sackville Street.” It
is an advertisement in an old Irish Catholic Directory, addressed

Yor. xxxv.—No 403 B



2 THE IRISH MONTHLY

“ To any Priest who may read this page.” This is the first of
its two paragraphs :—

Dear Reverend Father, if you are not alreadylamong our very many
and very kind friends, I venture to take this way of begging your kind
help for the Irise MONTHLY of which I have charge. It cannot hope
to be altogether suitable for your own use, though I trust some of its
contents may interest you ; but I am sure you will be glad to encourage
Irish writers, Irish printers, Irish paper manufacturers, and Irish pub-
lishers, by helping to give this sixpenny magazine an opportunity of
amusing innocently and sometimes instructing and edifying a large circle
of Irish readers. As ‘' nothing succeeds like success,’” I think it well toadd
that this enterprise has succeeded beyond our hopes, and that there is
no fear but that it will deserve and obtain much greater success.

A little later we put into print another appeal which we never
putinto circulation, as we ought to have done, since we had gone
so far as to procure the signature of the Archbishop of Cashel,
Dr. T. W. Croke, whose autograph is appended to the printed
page that we have here preserved. Of this also we will rescue
a fragment from destruction :—

The Irise MoNTHLY has appeared punctually on the first of each
month since 1873. It has enlisted a good deal of Irish talent in its service
and gained a large amount of public favour. Not only Catholic writers
in the Dublin Review, the Tablet, the Freeman's Journal, etc., have borne
testimony to its literary merit, but even the Spectator, the Academy,
the Whitehall Review, Public Opinion, and other English journals. We
are obliged to consult for many classes of readers, and the contents of
the magazine have not always been so solid or of so directly religious
a character as might be desired ; but it has, we believe, done good both
directly and indirectly, and its utility will increase according as its position
is more firmly established. It is likely to prove, by its permanence at
least, an exception to most works of the kind heretofore undertaken in
Ireland.

One of our objects in beginning the year with this un-
necessary introduction is to bind ourselves to print as speedily
as possible various letters and other interesting relics of Aubrey
de Vere, Sir Samuel Ferguson, and many others, which in
various ways have come into our keeping.

Two gifted women who often contributed to our pages
have passed away during the year that is just over—Mrs. Bartle
Teeling and Mrs. Carew Rafferty.

Mrs. Bartle Teeling (née Theodora Louisa Lane Clarke)
died on the 8th of last November after a long and painful illness,
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borne with great patience and resignation, and consoled by the
special blessing of the Sovereign Pontiff. Her father was a
Protestant clergvman. An intimate friend of her mother,
Miss Susan du Boulay, had become a Catholic just before
Theodora was born, and prayed that the child might in time
do the same, much to the mother’s indignation. After twenty
years her prayer was granted, and a little later Mrs. Lane
Clarke followed her daughter into the Church. Meanwhile
Miss du Boulay had become a Dominican Nun at Stone in
Stafiordshire, where she did excellent work for Catholic literature
under the guidance of Mother Raphael Drane, one of the most
gifted women of her age. Miss Lane Clarke married Captain
Bartle Teeling, grand-nephew and namesake of Wolfe Tone's
secretary at a famous epoch of Irish history. He had fought
for Pius the Ninth as a Papal Zouave. For the last twenty
or thirty years she was a frequent contributor of historical and
biographical articles to the magazines, especially in the United
States—the American Catholic Quarierly, Catholic World, and
Ecdesiastical Review—and also to Blackwood's Magazine,
Gentleman’s Magazine, and Temple Bar. She also wrote three
short novels, Roman Violels, The Mission Cross, and My
Zouave. Her chief contribution to the IRisH MONTHLY was
a Jong and interesting story running through our twenty-second
volume (1894), entitled Through Night to Light, not to be con-
founded with Miss Attie O’'Brien’s admirable Irish story,
Through the Dark Night, which also appeared in our fortunate
pages. Just a week after Mrs. Teeling’s death died her life-
long friend Mother Gabriel du Boulay, 0.S.D., injthe eighty-
first yearof her age and the fifty-third of her religious profession.
Mrs. Rafferty (née Louisa Carew) was born at Bath, and
spent her childhood in the north of France and again (after
her schooldays with the Faithful Companions of Jesus at
Gumley House, Isleworth) during her mature years in the
South at Nice or Arcachon. In 1881 she became the wife of
Mr. W. A. Rafferty, J.P., of Springfield, Kilternan. Her con-
tinental experience gave a tone to much of her literary work.
Her first leaning indeed was towards Art, and she began by
devoting a good deal of time to painting, having inherited
considerable talent from her uncle, John Carew, the sculptor
of “ The Death of Nelson” on the monument in Trafalgar
. Besides a large number of short stories and graceful
poems contributed to various periodicals she published Lina’s
Tales, and Odile, a Tale of the Commune (Dublin : M. H. Gill &
Son). Those who turn to these pretty volumes, will, however,
not find her mname on the title page, for she assumed the
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pen-name of “ Mrs. Frank Pentrill” We have here before
us a fine anthology of criticisms on Odsle from the Academy,
the Spectator, the Month, and a score or two of journals, all
giving it the highest praise. To our own pages Frank Pentrill’s
chief contribution was a delightful series of essays under the
title of ‘ Everyday Thoughts,” treating very wisely and
pleasantly on a great variety of topics, such as ‘‘ Children and
skylarks,” ‘“The Choosing of Wives,” “ Old Maids ”—which
essay, by the way, begins with the words *“ I love old maids *’
—" The World's Failures,” “ Midges,” etc. We hope the Catholic
Truth Society of Ireland keeps in print her contribution to their
series of penny stories—T ke Saddest Sin of AU, by Frank Pentrill,
one of the most pathetic stories of the miserable effects of in-
temperance, of which life and literature are full. But, interest-
ing as are these relics of our gifted friend, they will give to
strangers no idea of her noble character and beautiful mind.

One of the objects for which we began these introductory
words was to consult for new subscribers who will find the serial
story, * Terence O’Neill's Heiress,” advanced to its ninth
chapter. That they may be ablc to take it up at this stage,
let us give a summary of what has taken place in the eight
chapters that belong to our preceding volume. Our winsome
heroine, Elizabeth O'Neill, is as yet very far from justifying
her titleof ‘‘ heiress.”” She was left a penniless orphan at,birth,
her mother dying the death of Rachel after hearing of her
hushand’s death in a motor-car accient. In the family council
none show pity for the poor babe except a married aunt and an
unmarried uncle. The latter, Terence O’Neill, makes her his
heiress and crosses the ocean to win a fortune for her. Mrs.
Tiernan and her good husband make the child one of their
family. As she grows up, she suffers a good deal from the two
younger girls; but the oldest, Kathleen, almost divides our
affectionate interest with the heroine who, 6f course, goes through
many attractive stages of development and cherishes an un-
selfish love for the ‘uncle who had claimed her as his own, but
who has not been heard of for years. Meanwhile Mr. Tiernan
becomes embarrassed in his circumstances, and Elizabeth, in
order not to be a burden to him, becomes governess to the
two young children of Mrs. Arrowsmith, a very rich lady who
has come to live in Rathkieran, the ancestral home of the
O’Neills, which its owner, another unmarried uncle of Eliza-
beth, was unable to keep up. They are preparing there for
a great house-party for Christmastide. Among the guests is
to be a certain wealthy Sybil Bindon, whom Punch, the enfant
terrible of the house—so terrible that he has just been sentenceds
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to transportation to Clongowes after Christmas—has in his
irresponsible chatter linked with Charles Arrowsmith, the
eldest son who is already a rising solicitor. And now the new
subscriber is perhaps qualified to take up the story of Elizabeth
at the point at which the New Year finds it. Nothing remains

for us but to wish a Happy New Year to Maga and all its writers
and readers.

THE RETURN

I TURNED me to the Nortn unkind ;

The northern skies were cold and grey.
‘There was a bleakness in the wind

As to the North I took my way.

' J turned my oack upon the hills,
The dreaming hills against the South.
4 Somewhere amid those glens and rills
Lies my lost youth, lies my lost youth.

The wind that from the mountain blows,
It makes me glad and yet forlorn.

The thoughts of youth were like the rose,
And now my breast has got the thorn.

I go not to the North again,
But turn and take the southward track.
Oh, my lost heaven of sun and rain,

At last your wandering child comes back,
KATBARINE TYNAN,
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TERENCE ONEILL’S HEIRESS
4 JSTORY

CHAPTER IX

AN hour later, the big square hall was pleasantly lighted by
numerous tall, softly-shaded lamps. A large wood fire burned
merrily in the open grate, with its wide stone hearth, and
quaint, old finely wrought iron dogs. Handsome palms and
feathery ferns stood in every corner. Across the windows
heavy curtains of dark, red velvet were cosily drawn, whilst
a little away from the fire, close to a comfortable sofa, was
the tea-table, invitingly laid with a snowy white cloth, beauti-
ful stlver, fine china, home-made cakes, and dainty sandwiches
of various kinds.

“I want to show Miss Bindon that we can do things well
in the Emerald Isle,”” Mrs. Arrowsmith said, glancing about
her approvingly. I think it would be hard to beat this fine
old hall. There is something very fascinating about its dear
dark walls, and family portraits. Don’t you think so, Betty ?

“ Indeed, I do. You have made it delightful.”

I can't think how your Uncle John could bear to leave it.
I'd rather live here, if it were really my own, of course, than in
any town house, even with very little to eat and drink.”

Elizabeth smiled, and looked round the noble room.

“ It was not like this in Uncle John's time, Mrs. Arrow-
smith. It was more like a lumber room than anything else, as
I remember it. The sofas and chairs were covered up—all kinds
of things stood in the middle of the floor.”

“Oh, I know. Mr. O'Neill lived in a little den, at the far
end of the house. But these portraits were always on the
wall, Betty, and I must say the O’Neills were a good-looking
race. I wonder which of them you are most like, child.”

Elizabeth’s eyes wandered round, examining the features
of her handsome ancestors, a smile upon her lips.

“1 think Aunt Magdalen says I am like my mother in
features, my father in colour and character.”

“ A charming blend, little woman. Ah!” with a start,
a nervous movement of her hands, and a shy change of colour,
“ there is the carriage. The first moments are always the worst,
Betty, especially, when one has lived out of the world for
some years, as I have done.”
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Elizabeth pressed her hand reassuringly. Her own knees
were knocking together, and her heart was beating loudly.
She would gladly have run away, and Mrs. Arrowsmith’s
sudden trepidation at ithe thought of meeting her guests did
not tend to give her more confidence. But she bravely stood
her ground, telling herself that, after all, these people were
nothing to her, and that they would, in all probability, neither
notice nor speak to her.

* Mother mine! Well, here we are,” cried a clear, manly,
affectionate voice, and Charles Arrowsmith walked in and
took his mother in his arms. He kissed her over and over again,
in a breezy, boyishly demonstrative fashion, that fairly took
the little woman’s breath away, and effectually banished all her
feelings of shy nervousness. With Charles by her side Mrs.
Arrowsmith was ready to face a multitude, with ease and self-

In another moment the hall seemed to Elizabeth to be filled
to overflowing. There was a rustle of silken skirts, a busz
of conversation, a sound of laughter and merriment, and, more
and more confused and bewildered, the young girl withdrew
to the tea-table, certain that no one wanted her, and anxious
to do what she could to help Mrs. Arrowsmith in the entertain-
ing of her guests.

Secure from observation, as she fancied, behind the big,
old-fashioned tea-urn, the girl gradually recovered: herself,
and was soon busy pouring out the tea, as calmly as though
there was not a stranger near.

But she was not left long in her quiet seclusion.

‘‘ Elizabeth,” Mrs. Arrowsmith stepped over to the tea-
table, a warm colour in her cheeks, a bright light in her kindly
eyes, *“ you know Charles already, so I need not introduce
him. But, Miss Bindon, Miss Loftus White,”” addressing her
guests, ‘ Miss Prudence Loftus White and Mr. John Loftus
White—this is my dear little friend, Miss Elizabeth O’'Neill.”

The visitors bowed, and smiled, and declared themselves
charmed to make her acquaintance, and blushing deeply,
Elizabeth returned their salutations with grace and courtesy,
quietly resuming her place as tea-maker.

As John Loftus White carried tea and cakes round the room,
attending on his hostess, the handsome Miss Bindon and his
sisters, with alacrity and admirable politeness, assisted by
Punch and Lottie spotlessly immaculate, in every way gentle

.and subdued in manner for the moment, Charles Arrowsmith
quietly slipped in behind the tea-table, and took a seat by
Elizabeth’s side.



8 THE IRISH MONTHLY

“ You have not forgotten me, I hope, Miss O'Neill,” he
said, his handsome eyes upon her face.

“Oh! no,” looking round at him with her bright, frank
glance. ‘I could not do that here, even if I tried,” laughing
gaily.

“ You mean that the mother bores you by reciting my
charms and virtues, from morning till night ? I'm sorry, and
will speak to her sev !

“ Oh! please don't. I didn’t quite mean that,” Elizabeth
cried, a wave of crimson dyeing her fair cheek, for a brief
second. ‘‘ And indeed, I ought to remember you well. You
were so kind when I sprained my ankle—and the night of the
ball, when you came to talk to me about Uncle Terence.”

He laughed, and helped himself to a piece of cake.

“1 carried you home, and I sat in the drawing-room, at
Docwra, in the moonlight,” he said in a low, musing voice,
as though recalling all the various occasions upon which he had
met her. ‘I remember.”

‘““You were very kind,” Elizabeth remarked gently.

““ Not a bit of it—unless to myself. You had saved Punch
and Lottie from the bull. I owed you a debt of gratitude.
Then the ball here that night was dull; the drawing-room,
moonlight and music at Docwra with you were charming.
Only you wouldn’t let me stay, just when I was happy, and you
hunted me—yes, hunted me back to do my duty.”

Elizabeth laughed, showing a row of pearly white teeth,
and two delightful dimples. .

“ And so incurred Teddy’s indignant wrath,” she crieG,
‘“ when he returned with a dish of hot kidneys and mushrooms
that he and our old nurse, Bridget Gallagher, had cooked
specially for you.”

“ Ye gods and little fishes, this is worse than I imagined.”
He threw up his hands. * Fancy missing all that for the sake
of duty, and dancing with some half-dozen country damsels.
1 trust you'll never be so severe with me again, Miss O’Neill.
The next time I come to visit you at Docwra on a moonlight
night, you’ll have to allow me to stay and accept Teddy’s
hospitality.”

‘ Such a thing can never come again,” she answered, sigh-
ing, her eyes cast down. ‘‘ Poor Teddy is in a bank in Dublin,
working hard as a clerk, and I live here—] am governess, you
know, to Punch and Lottie.”

“ Yes, of course. And ”—he looked at her anxiously,
‘“ you're happy here, I hope ? The children don't worry you
too much ? ”
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She raised her head quickly, her eyes full of indignation.
“ No, indeed. They are darlings, and I love them very
much.”

“T'm glad of that. But Punch must go to school.”

“1 suppose so. I am not clever enough to teach a boy
all he onght to know.”

“It's not that, believe me. I hear you are splendidly
clever. But Punch is a bit of a Turk. I must get him away
before he gets into any real mischief.”

* He’s much better since I came.”

“I'm sure he is, or ought to be. But he’s too fond of
trying on experiments of various kinds, and he’ll be better at
school.”

‘1 daresay. But I'll miss dear Punch.”

“ Lucky young beggar! But believe me you’ll have more
peace when he’s gone. And now, tell me. Have you heard
anything during the last two years of your Uncle Terence ?

The hot blood rushed over Elizabeth’s face, and she bent
her head, that he might not see the look of pain that his words
bhad called into her eyes.

““ No, not a word. But Uncle Michael has discovered that
some years ago, he was seen in Australia.”

‘ Australia is a vast place. And yet,” he paused for a
moment, then turning towards her, said in a low voice. ‘‘ But
tell me—are you really anxious to discover your uncle—no
matter what he may have become ? ”

Elizabeth started, and her colour faded.

“ Oh! yes,” she clasped her hands convulsively, * indeed,
yes. But,” gazing at him, her heart throbbing quickly, * have
you heard—do you know anything about him ? ”

* No, I am sorry to say, I have never had an opportunity
of hearing anything about him. But my sister’s husband,
Austin Gibbons, has fallen on evil Hays and has made up his
mind to go to Australia. Poor Flora opposes him—but she’ll
give in—have to, poor soul. And then, I thought that
perhaps Austin might make inquiries—find some trace of your
uncle.”

‘“ Oh, if he could! I'd give worlds to know where he is,
and what he is doing. If I had a little money of my own,
I would leave no stone unturned, till I found him. But alas!
I'm poor. We are all poor now, Mr. Arrowsmith. Uncle
Michael may soon have to leave Docwra.”

“ So I heard, and I’'m extremely sorry. But don’t despair ;
your Uncle Terence may turn up, and make all right.”

He smiled upon her encouragingly and kindly, thinking,
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. with a sudden thrill of admiration, that she had one of the

most lovely faces he had ever seen.

‘““ Charles dear,” Mrs. Arrowsmith said suddenly, glancing
somewhat nervously at her son, ‘“ Miss Bindon would like you
to tell her about that portrait of the great General O’Neill
over there. I always forget these things. What did he do ?”

‘“ Miss O’Neill knows more about him than I do,” laughed
Charles, but rising from his seat beside Elizabeth, and going over
to Miss Bindon as he spoke. ‘‘ He, and all these fine people,”
with a wave of his hand towards the portraits, ‘ are her
ancestors, not mine.”

“Indeed ?’ Miss Bindon raised her strongly marked
brows in surprise, and turned her large, handsome grey eyes
upon Elizabeth. ‘I understood Punch to say that Miss
O'Neill was his governess.”

“So she is—for a time. But for all that, Miss O’Neill
belongs to one of the best families in the county,” he answered
in a low voice, “ compared to her and her’s, we, every one of
us, are mere parvenues, of purely mushroom growth.”

Miss Bindon tossed her head, and shot an angry glance at
the young man.

* Speak for yourself, Mr. Arrowsmith,” she said, “I do
not consider myself a mushroom by any means. My grand-
father ’——

“ I beg your pardon, I, of course, spoke of myself and my
own family, in particular,” still bowing and smiling. ‘I think,
however, 'tis useless to discuss the matter, as I see, you don’t
like it. But I must say that, in point of ancestors, we none of
us can hold a candle to Miss O'Neill.”

“Oh! Irish people are always like that—most of them
descended from kings. Ancestors are all very well in their
way if one had everything else, Mr. Arrowsmith, but they’re
of little use, it seems to me for a girl who has to earn her
bread.”

‘“Even to her,”—with a light laugh—'they are
something to remember with satisfaction. Many people
without ancestors have to earn their bread, and find it equally
hard to do, Miss Bindon. Men and women "—-—

“Oh! men are all right,” she exclaimed, looking him
straight in the face. *If they only go the right way about
it, they can always ""——

“ Make a fortune ? ”’ he interrupted quickly. ‘‘ Not always
—even with the hardest work, Miss Bindon. Some folks are
very unlucky.”

‘“Some folks pass things by, do mot see what lies under
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their very noses. But what about these portraits, Mr.
Arrowsmith ?

*“ Would you care to walk round and look at them now,
or wait till after dinner ? You must be tired and need a rest
after your journey.”

“Tired ? Not in the least, I would like to see them now,”
and rising she swept across the hall, her long dress floating
gracefully behind her. Charles Arrowsmith followed her as
closely as possible, and she listened with every sign of interest
as he pointed out the most remarkable O’Neills, and told
her their history.

Elizabeth from her corner watched them admiringly.

* She is handsome,” she thought, ‘ and very stylish. One
would think she had just stepped out of one of those fashion
papers that Mrs. Arrowsmith gets from London. No wonder
he admires her. Dear me,” with a sweet bright smile. * What
a country girl I must seem to him! Poor little me! It's
fanny to think that all those fine looking men and women
in those pictures were really relatives of mine. She looks
far more their sort than I do. Well, Punch. What is it, dear ?”’

*“Isn’t Miss Bindon a stunner ?” he asked in a stage
whisper. *‘I think she’s Ar. I’'m to call her Sybil, she says,
straight off, and she’s going to buy me a pen-knife to-morrow.”

Elizabeth smiled at the eager boy.

“ You have got on with her quickly,” she answered, * and
she seems very kind.”

“Kind ? Rather! But I'm going to be kind too. I'm
going to show her the whole house in the morning. The secret
cupboard, and that grand hiding place in the floor. She'll
like it far better than those dark-faced old portraits, I know.
But then, boys think of jollier things than men, and I don't
believe Charles ever heard of that deep, dark hole in the floor
of the cupboard. Now, did he ?”

“I don’t suppose he did,” Betty laughed. ‘ You've got
that hole on the brain, Punch. Do you dream about it at
night ?”

‘* Not quite. But I’d love to have something to hide in ii,
just to see, if it was such a good place, after all.”

“If you talk, and tell everyone where it is, it certainly
won’t be. Why, even the visitors will soon know all about
it'll

'* Not they—only Miss—Sybil Bindon, and I'Il make her
swear to keep it a secret.”

‘“ She’d never do anything so unladylike,” laughed Eliza-
beth. ‘“But Mrs. Arrowsmith wants me, Punch. Run off



12 THE IRISH' MONTHLY

and see where Lottie is. You'll have to learn 'your lessons
for to-morrow, before I go up to dress for dinner.”

“Oh! Hang lessons!” exclaimed Punch. ‘They're a
perfect nuisance,” and he marched off, looking very sulky and
annoyed.

Ten minutes later, Mrs. Arrowsmith stood alone in the big
hall. Elizabeth had followed Punch to the schoolroom, and
the visitors had gone to their rooms. Charles had vanished
she knew not where.

“T had hoped for a few moments’ conversation with the
dear boy,” she told herself, gazing into the heart of the glowing
wood fire. ‘‘ He seems in better spirits. Perhaps, things may
not be, after all, as bad as he feared.”

* A penny for your thoughts, mother mine,” said Charles
coming suddenly behind her, and slipping his arm round her
waist. ‘ What marvellous things are you seeing in the
fire ?

She turned and smiled up into his face with loving eyes.

“ Trying to read in it a happy future for you, dear boy.
How are things going ? ”’

“ Badly, mother. It's up-hill work, and I'll never rest
till I've paid back every penny of the money. Neither widow
nor orphan shall suffer, please God, through having had con-
fidence in my firm.”

“ You've heard nothing of him ? "

‘“ Oh ! plenty. But the money’s spent. He's been gambling,
of course.”

“*Twas a bad day for you, when you took Eric Thompson
into partnership.”

““Very.” Charles paced up and down the room. ‘‘ But,
Please God, I'll live it down yet, mother, and pay back every
penny the rascal absconded with.”

‘“ Please God, yes. You'll prosecute him, Charles ?”

‘ When he’s found. I fear, I must. But for the sake of
his poor mother, I'd spare him, if I could.”

* You've a good heart, Charles,” her eyes filling with tears,
“ and a merciful one.”

“If 1 have,” he paused in his walk, and kissed her affection-
twnately, ““ T know who gave it to me.”

‘“Dear boy! And, Charles, the poor mother? Mrs.
Thompson—is she in want ? ”’

‘“ No. A little does her. But she has that little.”

* From you ? Oh! my son—you are forgiving. I thank
God. I wish—oh! I cannot tell you how much I wish that it
were in my power to help you in this difficult time, substanti-
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ally. But, although I am well off, the money is so well tied
up, that 1 cannot touch a big sum to give to anyone.”

“T'm glad that it is tied up,” he cried firmly. ‘‘ Nothing
would induce me to touch your capital. It is to be kept
for the younger children.”

“1 always think your father should have left you more,
Charlie.”

* Nonsense. He left me a good business, and quite a
respectable sum to start on. He could not foresee that I would
unhappily meet with a scoundrel.”

** No, dear. But if he were here "——

“ But he’s not. And now, don’t fret about me, mother.
I'Dl right myself in time.”

‘ I'd like to see you without a millstone of debt round your
neck, Charlie.”

‘“ And so you shall—some day. Meanwhile, business is
better ; and I'm going to give myself a real good time here.
I'll be as jolly as a sand lark all these holidays. And I say,
mother,” with a sudden brightening of his eyes, a look of
pleasure in his handsome, manly face, * those kiddies have
improved. Miss O’Neill has them in splendid order. I spent
a really enjoyable half hour, just now, in the school-room.
Punch 1s, I declare, a reformed character.”

“ I'm glad you think so, though I could hardly endorse your
statement. When Punch is quiet, he’s generally brewing mis-
chief. Still, taking him all round, he’snot a bad boy, and
he’s very fond of Miss O'Neill.”

“ He'd be an ungrateful little beggar if he weren’t. She's
a perfect angel in her ways with those children.”

‘* Yes, Elizabeth is wonderful. I don’t know what I should
do without her, Charles. She'’s just like a dear and devoted
danghter to me. It is most fortunate that I got her to come
m-!'
‘ Most fortunate. But,” smiling, “she may be running
away some of these days and leaving you, mother.”

She started, and looked at him in alarm.

“Did she tell you that ? Is the dear girl not content ?
Oh, Charles, I'd do anything I could to keep Elizabeth with
me always.”

“1 dare say. But Miss O'Neill is a beautiful girl. She
may marry.” )

She laughed softly, and gave a little sigh of relief. ‘‘ Some
day, perhaps. But thisis a quiet place. She meets few people.
And I'm gladfyou admire and like her, Charlie. 1 think her
lovely.”
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He laughed and patted her hand. ‘ You always were a
person of taste, mother dear.”

“ Yes. But it does not require any great discernment or
taste to see Betty’s charms.”

* Not when you know her, perhaps,” he answered carelessly.
“ She’s not oi course the fine woman Sybil Bindon is. She is
magnificent.”

Mrs. Arrowsmith started. Her colour changed, and she

looked quickly at her son.
‘ She is—magnificent—and I hear wealthy,” she said

thoughtfully. ‘‘ She would make a good wife for you, Charles,
under the circumstances.”

Charles reddened to the roots of his hair, then turned away,
with a little laugh.

“ Oh! mother! How could I ask her ? Miss Bindon will
surely marry someone more suitable than me. With her beauty
and her weal

“ If she loved you”——

“If she loved me. But she doesn’t and won’t. Besides,
really, mother, I'm not a marrying man.”

Mrs. Arrowsmith allowed her loving, motherly eyes to rest
on his fine, manly figure, and handsome young face admiringly,
and sighed.

“ Come, come, mother,” Charlie cried gaily. * Don't sigh
for me. I am going to forget all my worries—of which, I assure
you, Miss Bindon is not one. You must do the same.”

“1 will, dear boy, I will. And now,” kissing him and
glancing qmck.ly at the clock, “ we must both run off and dress

for dinner.”

——

CHAPTER X

IN a beautiful old room, the best amongst the many fine guest
chambers at Rathkieran, Miss Bindon sat before a dressing-
table studying her own face and head in the looking-glass.
The table was strewn with diamonds, pearl necklaces, and
bracelets of every imaginable shape. Upon chairs, bed and
sofa lay lovely dresses. Some of rich brocade and satin, others
filmy and diaphonous, gauze or old lace, exquisitely soft in
colour and texture.

“ Will Mademoiselle look round and choose what she will
put on to-night ?"” Fifine said, coming across the room and stand-
ing behind her mistress’s chair. * I have laid out for inspection
here, every evening dress that Mademoiselle has told me te

bnng
'
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Sybil Bindon made no reply, but, her elhow on the table,
her chin upon her hand, sat on, gazing in silence at het owa
reflection in the glass.

“Did you find out what Miss O’Neill was wearing this
evening, Fifine ?”’ she asked presently. ‘‘ She wore white
muslin, last night and the night before.”

Fifine shrugged her shoulders and laughed. ‘“And the
night before that again. Ma fos, Mademoiselle—I think Miss
O’'Neill has no other dress to wear. For an heiress her ward-
robe is ’—with another and a contemptuous shrug, *“ a poor
one—most limited.”

*“ An heiress ?”’ Sybil wheeled round upon her chair and
faced her maid, with astonished eyes. ‘ What on earth do
you mean ? Miss O’Neill is only a poor governess with an
unusually pretty complexion and a talent for music. She
plays the violin pleasantly. But an heiress? She's far from
being that.”

*“ Excuse me, Mademoiselle, pardon me if I contradict you ;
but in the servants’ hall, they all say, Miss O’Neill will be rich
some day. They call her Terence O’Neill’s heiress. He is in
Australia.”

‘* And likely to remain there,” cried Sybil. springing to her
feet. ‘ Don’t talk nonsense, Fifine, I know all about these
O’Neills. They’re as poor as church mice, every one of them.
Why, even the eldest son John cannot live at Rathkieran, but
has to let it to Mrs. Arrowsmith. He’s a spendthrift and a
gambler, and I daresay his brother is the same. That sort of
thing runs in the blood.” .

‘In Australia men often make fortunes,” persisted Fifine.
“ There’s plenty of gold to be found there.”

Sybil laughed scornfully. “If it depends on that sort of
thing, Fifine, Miss O’Neill will probably go on wearing that white
muslin some time longer. But since simplicity is the order of
the day, give me that white gauze. It’s the nearest thing to
muslin I possess.”

“Ah!” Fifine shook out the gauze dress, and looked at
it, her eyes full of disapproval. “I like it not, and to my
mind it does not suit Mademoiselle.”

“ Never mind. It will do for to-night. I've been too
richly dressed since I came here.”

“But richness is beautiful, and goes well with Made-
moiselle’s fine figure and dark hair. Do please wear this pink
satin with the old lace, Mademoiselle.”

Sybil Bindon frowned, and her foct tapped the carpet
impatiently.
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“ The white gauze, Fifine. When did I allow you to inter-
fere with my choice of a dress? You are extremely imper-
tinent.”

‘“ Pardon, Mademoiselle.” Fifine grew scarlet, and with
nervous fingers she fastened the white bodice, and
the soft folds of the graceful, simple skirt. “ And now,”
standing back a little, and eyeing the girl’'s slender figure
critically, “ what ornaments will Mademoiselle wear ? Pearls
or diamonds ? "

 Neither.” Sybil laughed and swept brooches, necklaces,
and bracelets into a drawer, in hopeless confusion. “ I've
nothing quite suitable for this dress. And now you may go.
After your supper put all these things back into their cases
again. Meanwhile, they're all right here.”

““ Very well, Mademoiselle,” she answered, her eyes still
wandering up and down the unpretentious looking gauze.

““How you stare! Is there anything wrong ? Do I look,"”
glancing at herself in the glass, *“ a guy, Fifine ? "

Fifin threw up her hands.

“ Mademoiselle is too beautiful ever to look that. But—
well, no one would think Mademoiselle was a person of
wealth in that. But I'll say no more.” And before Sybil
had time to reply the girl was gone.

“ Fifine grows saucy. I've encouraged her too much,”
she reflected as the door closed. * But I wonder if I am right.
I do not look as well as usual. And yet—if he admires sim-
plicity, what matter ? And really, I feel sure I have been
overdoing it. It's bad taste to be too much dressed, especially
in the country. Elizabeth O'Neill looks charming in that poor
muslin of her’s. And I—why is it that I seem to require so
much to set me off ? I don't know I'm sure. Well, the magni-
ficence hasn’t succeeded, the simple may. Oh! Charles, had I
known, I'd never have come here. I'd made up my mind
that all was well—thought that here the happiness I desired
would be mine. But now,” she clenched her fists and set her
teeth, whilst her eyes blazed angrily, ‘ this little chit, this
yellow-haired, penniless bit of a governess, seems to stand in
my way. But you’re a fool, Sybil Bindon. The thing is absurd.
By fair means or foul (fair would be preferable) Elizabeth
O’Neill, pauper or heiress, must be swept away. ’Twill be no
easy task. But it is war to the knife, and must be done.
All my life I have had what I wanted. I love Charles Arrow-
smith, and have vowed to make him my husband. He must
like me—I've seen it in his eyes—I'll see it there again.”

Taking another long and critical look at her slim figure,
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handsome face, and gracefully poised head, Sybil heaved
a sigh of satisfaction. Her eyes were brilliant, her cheeks
usually pale were tinged with a bright and most becoming
colour, her well-shaped lips were rosy red. ‘ Simplicity
.:;i:’t.nc, after all. Fifine may say what she likes, but it

Upon the stairs she met Julia Loftus White all in shimmering
jet and soft black chiffon, a bunch of bright geraniums at her
breast, and in the coils of her dark brown hair. Miss Julia
paused, and smiled as her eyes tookin, at a glance, the studied
simplicity of the usually magnificent Miss Bindon.

“ There’s something under this,” she thought. *“ Not a
diamond—not a pearl. I wonder what it means?” But
she kept her thoughts to herself, and with a murmurof * How
charming!” asked, ‘ Where did you get the gown, Sybille ma
belle ?

* From Paris, of course,” she answered, throwing back her
head, ‘““’tis merely a little dems-foslette affair, but—well, ’tis
bad taste to be overdressed in a country house like this, and
m l'_

‘“ Don’t apologise, pray. Miss Bindon may wear what she

anywhere,” and Julia swept on, downstairs.

Sybil laughed, but she looked annoyed, and the expression
of her handsome face was less radiant than it had been in her
room, as she followed Julia White into the drawing-room.

Standing near the piano, as she entered, her violin resting
lightly on her shoulder, her bow poised above the strings, her
eyes raised inquiringly to Charles Arrowsmith’s face, was
Elizabeth O’Neill. She wore her white muslin frock, its low
bodice showing her snowy neck and throat, round which was
clasped a single row of tiny pearls. Her golden hair was
combed back in big waves from her brow, and gathered into a
simple knot behind.

* Music before dinner ? That surely is rather unusual,”
Sybil said, sinking intoasofa near the piano. * Such a surfeit
of good things is surely too much, even for you, Mr. Arrow-
smith ?

Elizabeth laid her violin upon the piano, and saying with a
sweet, amused smile, ““ Just what I told you,” glided away to
look after Punch, who was roaming about, a particularly mis-
chievous expression on his chubby face. ’

Charles Arrowsmith watched her for a moment, then turned
to Miss Bindon, saying, “ Miss O’Neill plays better—with more
feeling, I think, when her audience is a small one. That is one
reason why I enjoy half an hour or so, before dinner, when

Vore xxxv.—No 403. <
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we are practically alone, than a longer time afterwards, when
everyone is here.”

“ Very delightful it must be, I am sure,” she answered,
controlling herself with some difficulty. * Miss O’Neill looked
thoroughly well pleased with herself.”

‘“ Not with herself—with her violin and her music. Miss
O'Neill is a musician, heart and soul, and thinks little of herself.”

“ How charming and how unsophisticated! Most people
think more of themselves than of any other person or thing.”

“ Most people do. But Miss O’Neill is not like other

ple.”

““So I hear. And then, there's a romantic story about her
and a young uncle. Do you believe he’ll pick up gold out
there, and make her an heiress ?

Charles returned her glance with a look of amusement,
and laughed.

‘ Stranger things have happened. But it is hard to form
any very definite opinion upon the subject. I never knew
Terence O’Neill. For her sake, I sincerely trust he may find
gold.”

‘ She is very poor ? ”

“ As far as money goes, yes. But in friends she is rich.
Look,” he said gaily, “ how Punch adores her. He'll grieve
more for her, when he goes off to school next week, than for
mother or sister.”

‘ His youthful heart will soon heal. Do you take Punch
to school ? ”

“ Yes. But I'll be gone but a couple of days. You'll
stay till I come back, Miss Bindon ? Promise me you will.”

“ Oh!” with a little laugh, her heart giving a sudden throb
of joy, ‘“ if you wish me to do so, I certainly will.”

“Thank you,” he answered, his eyes wandering after
Elizabeth and the children. “The Loftus Whites have pro-
mised to stay. We'll have a pleasant time when I come back
But if you’ll excuse me, I must speak to my mother for a
moment.” And he hurried away.

“ The Loftus Whites,” Sybil bit her lip, *‘ pressed to remain
also. So I need not take his anxiety that I should stay on,
as anything particular to myself. I've a great mind to go, and
shake off the dust of Rathkieran from my feet for ever. But
no ll—

* Quiet, glum, and depressed,” said a cheery voice close by,
and John Loftus White dropped into the seat just vacated by
Charles Arrowsmith. ‘‘ Dinner is not really so very late, Miss
Bindon.”
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“Isn’tit? You surprise me, for the mawvass quart d’heurs
seems longer than usual to-night.”

* Hungry, 1 suppose ? That'’s right. I'm not at all of Lord
Byron’s opinion. To my mind lovely woman should eat and
eat well. A person—woman or man—is always better tempered
and more amiable when she or he has a good digestion—and
a good digestion gives a good appetite.”

“ How horribly prosaic and common-place you are,” Sybil
answered, her chin in the air.

“Am I? But I assure you, though from my babble I
may seem so, I'm not. I've been thinking all kinds of poetic
things of you in that sweet simplicity frock. Miss O’Neill
will soon be appearing in laces, brocades and diamonds, 1
suppose. Are you’ —a twinkle in his eyes—** eager to change
places with her ? ”

* Now you talk nonsense. Why on earth should I?”

‘“ Why, indeed ? ”’ an enigmatical smile hovering round
the comners of his mouth. ‘‘ And I don’t at all think her place
would suit you. You are not fit forit. Something higher in
the social world would suit you better. It would pall and
weary you, just,” with an amused glance at the filmy gauze,
‘“as that simple dress will weary you in one short evening.
To-morrow night the gorgeous, richly apparelled Miss Bindon
will be with us once more—queening it amongst the ladies.
In the same way, you'll forgive me saying so, since we are old
friends, did you obtain what now seems to be your strong
desire, but apparently more likely to become pretty Miss
O'Neill’s property, you’d weary of it also, and soon, full of
regret, be sighing for the unattainable in some other quarter ?”’

Her cheeks flushed, and her eyes flashed unutterable things,
as she turned them upon him.

“1 don’t understand you. You speak in riddles.

“1f you think over my words, you’ll understand. We are
old friends, Sybil. I know you well—better perhaps than you
know yourself. With your beauty and your wealth, you should
look higher than a solicitor, who, though a good and hand-
some fellow, is—well, a bit down upon his luck.”

Sybil rose to her feet.

*“1 cannot see that our friendship is an excuse for your

ing to me in such a way, Mr. White.”

“ Sybil, ’tis for your good,” he cried passionately. ‘“ You
know how I love you.’

“ 1 know,” she said coldly, her figure drawn up to its full
height, ‘‘ that you are insolent and presume too far. Let me

pass, Mr. White. *
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He stood quietly aside, his face white, his lips set.

“ I've offended her now past all forgiveness,” he muttered
to himself. “ But I felt bound to warn her. If only she could
see things as I do, she’d understand everything. Perhaps,
even though I have wounded her for the moment, she’ll take
my words to heart. A little of the coldness she treats me to,
might, unless he’s hopelessly caught, do more for her with
Charles Arrowsmith, than all her smiles and gracious ways.
A woman should allow herself to be sought. No man values
what he wins too easily, and Sybil '——

He looked up. There was a buzz of conversation all
round him. The company was going into dinner, and the first
to leave the room smiling, radiant, beautiful upon the arm of
their handsome young host, was Sybil Bindon. As she passed
John on her way to the door, she cast a triumphant glance
in his direction.

‘ She is irrisistible,” he murmured, his heart sinking low.
‘ And I am all wrong. Charles Arrowsmith is more than human
if "___

 Mr. White, 1 am waiting,” said his hostess in her sweet,
soft voice. * You are to have the proud privilege of taking
me in to dinner, to-night.”

“1 beg your pardon a thousand times,” he cried, over-
come with confusion, and, springing to her side, he offered her
his arm. ‘I was dreaming I'm afraid.”

“ Of the beautiful Sybil Bindon,” she said gaily, tapping
his sleeve with her fan. * She looks very bewitching to-night,
I must say, and you and she are old friends, I hear.”

“ Old friends, yes,” he answered with something like a groan.
““Too old to be much thought of, I fear.”

‘ Miss Bindon likes variety,” Mrs. Arrowsmith smiled.
“ She has many moods, 1 fancy.”

* Many. But more charming, one would say, every time
her mood changes. Look at her to-night simply dressed as a
débutante, yet more lovely than in the most gorgeous Parisian
robe ever seen.”

“1 confess, I prefer her gorgeous,” Mrs. Arrowsmith said
with some decision. * It suits her style of beauty and her
character, I should say, best. She should leave simplicity to
those to whom it comes, naturally.”

“ To Miss O’Neill, for instance.”

‘“ Exactly.”” Her eyes wandered down the dinner-table to
where Elizabeth, in her pure white muslin, was talking with
sweet earnestness to a young and rather shy undergraduate
from Oxford, who had taken her in to dinner. Mrs. Arrowsmith
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smiled, and looking up, and meeting her kindly gaze, the girl
smiled too.

* There’s a freshness about Betty's frank, sweet face,”
Mrs. Arrowsmith thought, ““that the proud and handsome
heiress could never possess. But, of course, men of the world
could not be expected to see and understand that. Dear
little girl, if only she were an heiress—as people will call her—
I'd rather—aye, a hundred times rather, Charles married her
than Sybil Bindon, with her showy beauty and countless
thousands. But even then, my word and wish would go for
little. The dear boy has fixed his affections’—— She
started suddenly and crumbled her bread with nervous

Sybil Bindon was talking brilliantly. With a bright spot
on either cheek, her beautiful red lips wreathed in smiles. She
looked as John White had said, irresistible—the very embodi-
ment of beauty, grace, life and vivacity. And yet far away
from her, wandered Charles Arrowsmith’s thoughts and ad-
miration. As his mothers glance fell upon him and his
handsome companion, she saw, with wonder and astonishment,
that his eyes were following his thoughts, and that they were
fixed, not upon the attractive young heiress at his side, but
upon sweet simple Elizabeth, quite unconscious of his gaze
at a distant part of the table.

“1 can hardly believe it,” she told herself, with a gasp.
**And it is very foolish. I really must speak seriously to
Charles. It would never do. Heisin a bad way, out of which,
in spite of my good income, I cannot possibly help him. The
O’Neills and Tiernans are, everyone, distinctly hard up. The
owner of this fine old house, a hopeless gambler, who will pro-
bably end his days in a workhouse. Elizabeth, good, sweet,
charming as she is, is a pauper. This is a crisis I never con-
templated, and much as I love Betty——I'll talk to Charles
seriously, when he comes back from leaving Punch at school.
At first I was sorry for this break in our pleasant party. Now
I am glad of it. It will give me time to think and arrange.
Things are certainly getting into a desperate tangle. It was all
such plain sailing with Maurice and Flora that——. But
Charles will listen to reason. He's a dear boy and very sen-
sible. To-morrow’s our dance, the next day Elizabeth shall
go to Docwra for a rest, and then, Charles will be away for
a few days, and I'll have time to think the matter out.”

“ What a pretty girl Miss Kathleen Tiernan is,” John Whi’e
remarked in a conventional tone, trying to make conversation.
* And really her sister, Miss Cecily, is good-looking, too. You've
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more than your fair share of beauty, in this quiet out-of-the-way
spot, Mrs. Arrowsmith.”

‘ More than our share, indeed. Too much by far.”

He laughed, and his eyes swept up and down the long table.

“ You think beauty a mockery, a delusion and a snare,
for country girls, and very dangerous, when unaccompanied
by big fortunes, to us susceptible young men ? "’

“ You credit me with very worldly sentiments, Mr. White,
but I must confess to feeling, that beauty is rather a useless
thing for a girl who has to earn her bread. But now, I must
leave you. 'Tis time we ladies took our departure.” And,
rising, she swept after her guests into the drawing-room.

‘“It is easily seen where her shoe pinches,” muttered John,
sinking into his chair again, and smiling as he helped himself
to nuts. “ There’ll be some unpleasant scenes in this old house
before long, or I am greatly mistaken. Heavens! Why is it
that things will always go wrong in this world ? And yet
the right thing often seems very simple, if only people would
see it, and, seeing, do it.”

(To be continued.) 2
CLARA MULHOLLAND.

ROSE OF THE WORLD

HE comes to us in the fall of the snows,

Our Christmas Rose!

Like the fair flower blossoming over the mould
In the snow so cold.

His hair is all of yellow, yellow gold,

In ringlets rolled ;

Like the lustrous heart of the Christmas Rose
That mildly glows.

He is wrapped about in poor swaddling clothes,
(So a poor child goes!)

With Virgin Mary, in her arm’s hold,

As the Magi told.

Let us bring Him the firstlings of the fold
(Like shepherds of old),
Who comes to us in the fall of the snows,
Our Christmas Rose !
ALICE FURrLONG.
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HALF-REVELATIONS
1

Last night I saw an angel’s perfect wing,
Vast and resplendent, spread from pole to pole,
I marvelled that I never saw the whole
Celestial spirit in the boundless ring
Of spaces stretched beyond imagining.
There is some Fate that ever cheats the soul,
Some Hidden Hand that deals to us a dole
Of hinted glories and perfectioning.

I know that angel’s wing was but a form
Of cirrhous curds from some vast, milky cloud.
Yes! this is science ; but the larger faiths
Create their own ideals uniform.
And still the lonely heart will cry aloud
Against those fragments—those too transient wraiths,

1I.

And yet I think a meaning might be sought
In these half-revelations from on high.
The palimpsest of the eternal sky

Hath secrets in its starred recesses wrought.

And all that Science—all that Art has brought
In their long trains to raise and beautify
This lower life, are hidden hints to try

‘What loveliness is linked in human thought.

Each new idea hath its archetype
Of greatness or of beauty throned afar
Amid the spacious mansions of the Blest..

And when the time in God’s own mind grows ripe,
As flower that bursts, or the rounding of a star
The form shall fade ; the type shall stand confest.

P. A. S.
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SHOWS AND TRAMPS

T was a day in early December, a sleety day. I was walk-
ing through my parish. A young lad of about fourteen
years of age, accompanied by a terrier, came walking on

the footpath towards me. I was struck by his jaunty carriage,
and was rather surprised that I did not know him or his dog;
in fact, had no recollection of seeing either before. The wind
blew bitter from the north-west, as it does on a sunless day_with
hail showers in the offing. The grass in the fields had a
‘ perished”” look. The discoloured whiteness of the hail had
nothing of the rich glow of a snowy landscape. The windowed
garments of the boy added a touch of desolation; and the
climax was reached in the pinched and half-fed look of the half-
grown terrier.

We, the boy and I, simultaneously stopped.

‘‘ Where do you live, my boy ? *’ I asked.

‘“ I belong to the ‘ Show,’ Sir, down yonder.”

“ Oh, yes, my boy! And who lives with you in the Show ?
Your father and mother, do they ? ”

‘“ They do, Sir,” he went on very friendly, very respectfully,
and with quite a pleasing accent.

Now, as I listened, it began to down on me, that I heard the
voice before, but I could not remember where, or when, or
under what circumstances. ‘I think I met you before, my
boy ? ” said L

“ Yes, Sir—don’t you remember the races ? My father had
a Show, at the Races, and you used to take my three little
cousins and my little brother, and sister and myself to the
chapel to tache us ?

‘“ Ah, to be sure | but you grew so much I'd never know you,”
I said—still not able to recall the faces of whom he spoke, though
1 began to recollect the occasion.

‘ How many of you were there that time ? ” I said.

¢ Six, Sir, my three little cousins, my little sister and brother,
and myself. I am bigger, you know, than my little sister and
brother.”
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“ Well, and did you make your First Communion that time,
or did any of you ? ”

“ You thought, Sir, my sister and brother and myself too
young ; but two of my cousins,”’—here he whistled at the half-
bred terrier ;—a brown-haired, strong-ribbed, Irish one, too, by
the way, which with all the fighting instincts of its Celtic blood,
had taken up the gauge that a long-horned, long-haired goat
had flung down to him.

*“Boru! Brian Boru!” he called, and whistled shrill, with
his tongue against his front teeth.

“1 suppose you had not an opportunity of making your
First Communion since ? ”’ I asked, taking a leap in the dark.

He set his head-gear a little side-ways, which gave him a
comic look, and hitched up his trousers with a theatrical touch
—and indeed they were not hanging over-tidy.

T hope you have good crowds at the Show ?” said I, trying
to come round him a little. He responded quite briskly, assum-
ing a stage position, and giving another touch to the headgear,
and another hitch to the before-mentioned unmentionables.

“ Oh, yes! Sir, we always draws great crowds. You see,’”
he went on, “ after a few variations on the trombone, and a few
taps on the drum, 1 throws a tumble or two ; and crowds laughs,
and the fellows all hurry up to know what the laugh’s about.
And then—"

Here he found it again necessary to insist on Boru’s obedience,
and once more he whistled shrilly with the tongue set forcibly
against the front teeth. While engaged at this, the head-gear
got an inexpressibly droll toss to the opposite quarter of the
compass. Without effort he pursed his lips and face, and
leered in a way that might indeed make the crowds hurry up;
but all the time he seemed unconscious of it.

“ Shall T throw one of my tumbles for your Reverence ? "
he said.

“ Not to-day, my boy ; but tell your father and mother I'll
come to see them to-morrow "’

“ Don’t put yourself to the trouble, Father,” he said.

“Why not, my little man?” I asked, taken somewhat
aback. “ Why should I not come to see them? You are
Catholics ? Are you not?”

“ Oh, yes, Father,” and he shook his head emphatically.
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‘ Oh, yes! but I think we'll be goin’ over your side to-morrow
or after.”

 And where were you to-day, my little man ? ”

“ Postin’ bills, Sir! And lookin’ out for a field where we'd
put up the Show ; and maybe your Reverence saw two horses
on the road as you came ? "

‘ A big bay horse, and a small white pony lame in the hind
leg!”

‘ Where did you see ‘em, Sir ? -

* They are in the shade of the bushes over near the turn of
the road.”

* Thank your Reverence. Maybe when we go to your side,
you’ll let me throw one or two of my tumbles for you.” Then,
touching his cap, and whistling to Brian Boru, he left me.
Taking advantage, whilst talking to a poor beggar woman
toiling slowly against the biting blast, I looked after him. He
moved his arms and feet, and carried his body in such a way,
as if there was not a bone in the whole frame-work, but that
the entire system was simply a compound of sinews and thews.
It didn’t seem as if he were walking in December weather ; in
fact walking seemed not a labour at all, though from the distance
of the places where he had been “ postin’ bills,” he must have
travelled many miles that day.

It put a new resolve in me, to see him walk so lightly. I
turned and directed my steps towards ‘‘ the Show beyond.”’
There was an ordinary van ; I knew afterwards that this was the
living, cooking, and sleeping apartment of the company. A
marquee of rough, discoloured canvas occupied an ‘‘ idle bit of
green”’ hard by. As I approached one or two whelps and some
curs of low degree gave a quick watchful barking. A soft-faced
middle-aged woman put a part of her portly person and not
scrupulously clean face out over the half-door of the van. She
bowed her head very respectfully ; and two children, one at
either side of her, did the same beneath her circular arms. I
answered her salute, and she smiled.

“ You are Catholics, ma’am ? "

* Oh yes, Father, thanks be to God.”

‘“ Will you be staying long in this district ? "

“aWell, your Reverence, we have a great many little mouths
to feed!;,” and she brought more distinctly to view the two

o?
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faces that had been peering from under her arms; and like
their mother they were soft, pleasing, and not scrupulously
well-washed,—'‘ A great many little mouths to feed ; and we
must be always on the move to pick up something for them.”

“ And have you many children ? Because I'd like to teach
them.”

“Oh! God bless your Reverence, sure you did so before ;
and the minute Susie saw you—come here, Susie,—the minute
Susie [saw you, didn’t she know you, and she was glad | ”’ Susie
here gave me a nod and a smile; I smiled in answer to the
child. “ And the letter you gave my man, when you let him
play in the school, did him a world of good ever since ; and we
have been far and near, your Reverence.”

* Now shall I see the children to-morrow ? You will come,
children ? ”

They smiled, and the mother answering, said: ‘“ We may
want some of the boys, Father, as we'll be shifting. But Susie
will take all the rest to you. And as soon as the boys settle
down the Show and the shooting gallery, they will go to you
tw”’

There were young people there of every age, from twenty
downwards. You could hardly believe how many of them had
not made their First Communion or First Confession. Susie,
having fallen sick on their travels, was put into a Workhouse
Hospital ; and the good nuns being there, she had made her
First Communion. I never felt such happiness in teaching
children, as I did in teaching them. We sat in the sacristy ;
and the white pony with the lame hind leg gave us many a
laugh, when he was hauled in (not bodily) to illustrate, in a
bhomely way, some sacred dogmatic truth.

. R. O. K.
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THE RETURN TO NATURE

‘ OTHING is so soothing as the company of an affec-
N tionate child,” says Zimmerman, the author of a book
that was translated into every language in Europe,
and one that in these restless and strenuous times is quite likely
to obtain a new vogue. Certainly this good German philosopher
and physician, the friend of Frederick the Great and an intimate
of George III, knew very well that nothing is so irritating as
the company of a fractious child ; but to say this was unnecessary.
Zimmerman who wrote a dissertation De Irritabilsiate, as well
as On Solstude, realized that few men need to be reminded of
the things that disturb, even if they do not destroy the peace
of life, but that very many require to be told of the joys and
happinesses that their want of reflection, and too often their
preference for baser pleasures, cause them to lose.

There is no need to insist upon the complexity of modern
life, or upon its restlessness. The most strenuous people upon
earth are beginning to recognize the evil of killing themselves
in order to live. Many decades ago their thinkers—poets
and philosophers—warned them in language that is now
all but classical of the wickedness of wasting their lives in the
attempt to heap up that gold which is the least joy-giving sub-
stance the world contains. Thoreau, Emerson, Wendell Holmes,
and many others, tried to show them that the progress with which
they were enamoured was not worth the sacrifice of happiness
and peace which it always involves. Proud as they are of these
writers, the bulk of the American people are content to see
the works of Thoreau, Emerson and Holmes upon their shelves.
They do not care to live 1n

The sunny street that holds the sifted few. -

Even the gentle Holmes hits them too hard. He is a national
possession and his books are bought and sold ; but even when
they are read their message is not heeded—except by the wise,
and the wise are seldom, if ever, found with the majority. Yet
what a gain to their nation if only they would heed their poet’s
teaching :—

Don’t catch the fidgets: you have found your place
Just in the focus ot a nervous race,

Fretful to change, and rabid to discuss,

Full of excitemeats, always in a fuss ;
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Think of the patriarchs: then compare as men
These lean-cheeked maniacs of the tongue and pen !
Run, if you like, but try to keep your breath ;
Work like a man, bnt don’t be worked to death;
And with new notions—Ilet me change the rule—
Don’t strike the iron till it’s slightly cool.

= Well, if the majority will not hear Holmes and the pro-
phets, will they be presuaded by the moderns ? Perhaps they
will. For when an ever-increasing minority begins to listen
to the truth and to absorb it so avidly that they must needs
give it forth at the corners of the streets, there is hope—even
jor a nation of would-be millionaires. For, mark you, an
ever-increasing minority often means a coming majority.

A new note is struck in American literature, and one that
bears such a close resemblance to that intoned by our best last
century writers that it is being hailed with gratitude. Even
our popular writers are taking up a new melody and declar-
ing that isolation is the balm of life, and better for the con-
stitution than the spice of variety. ‘““If I had the power,”
says Mr. Mowbray, “ I would provide padded cells for society,
and shove the youngest of its votaries into them regularly,
and turn the key on them, merely to increase the average of
human life. I am more and more convinced that the French-
man was right who said that progress is a disease, and that
eventually society will die of civilization. It is fast losing
the power and the privilege of taking breath. The path to
heaven is choked with late dinners, and we are forgetting the
mte.ll

The writer of the words we have quoted, a widower, was
compelled to return to nature in order to save his life. He
enjoyed the best of opportunities of testing the truth of Zimmer-
man’s dictum concerning the soothing effect of the companion-
ship of an affectionate child, for the only regular house-mate
the man had for an entire year was his own little son, The
experiment succeeded and ended even more happily than it

. His method was that of Thoreau—with many important
differences. To lead a life that is wholesome, sweet, and natural
it is not necessary to become a wild man of the woods, still less
a misanthrope or a misogynist. The true return to nature
means the rejection of a spurious civilization for a genuine
one; the giving up of a complex system of life for one so

simple and so refined that

Society is all but rude
To this delicious solitude.
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To shun the loud and the blatant, the affected and the artificial,
the ostentatious and the pretentious, the vulgar and the snobbish,
the gratification of the senses for the cultivation of the soul—
these are the conditions necessary to the happiness of the
individual and to the well-being of the many, whether they live
in a city square or in the depths of the country.

“ Nature is my oldest friend,” writes the Lady Bedingfield
of a bygone period. More courageous than many of her con-
temporaries, once her duties to her royal mistress and to society
were performed she cultivated her oldest friendship, keeping
herself as far as possible from that artificial atmosphere which,
as Paul Bourget says, is made up of ennui and vanity, folly and
stupidity. But then she was one who knew that nature never
yet betrayed the heart that loved her—unless that heart tried
to divorce the created from the Creator, or attempted to identify
the fringe of the garment of God with His Uncreated Substance.

Broad minds and light hearts have those who turn away
from the life of cities, and broad minds mean large as well as
light hearts, unbiassed views and unprejudiced sympathies.
“Those who live in daily communion with sky and ocean and
wide land spaces grow to be dreamers of large dreams that infuse
the commonplace with something of the wonderful.” Every
city is a prison, a penal settlement, an area in which servitude
and suffering meet one at every tumn. The very dress of the
poor prisoners appals one by its rigidity, by its hard and un-
yielding lines and contours, and this in whatever division or
category the convict finds himself. Indeed you may almost
tell a “lifer” by the shape of his tall hat and the cut of his
frock coat.

“] promise myself many pleasures in seeing you here,”
writes Southey to Matilda Betham, “in showing you how very
happy a man may be upon very scanty means who cares nothing
for the pomps and vanities of the world, and preserves a boy's
beart when the grey hairs are beginning to show themselves.’’
Yet this was written by one of the hardest workers, perhaps
the most industrious scribe England has ever known. We
owe much to dreamers—of the right quality, and we ought to
be thankful that some men are sent into the world to dream
beautiful dreams for the benefit of their fellow-men ; but unlike
his friend Coleridge, Southey was no mere visionary. A
modern journalist may well be appalled at the thought of the
daily output of the man who in spite of incessant labour tried
to preserve the heart of a boy.

We should expect to find the modern popular novelist
holding a brief for life in big cities, yet how often is he the



THE RETURN TO NATURE 3z

very man who has it most in abhorrence. “1 thought that
to live in the babble and roar of the world was stimulating. So
no doubt it is, but a stimulant is not necessarily healthy.”
Yet the author of Dodo goes on to say that to study plants
and flowers, fugues and preludes, to be in the open air, to do
your work whatever it is—here is undoubted gain. “If you
wish for the crowd merely, walk for ten minutes up and down
Piccadilly.”

When an American is convinced, he is converted : in this
he differs wholly from the average Englishman. The latter
is quick to see the reasonableness of a course of action that
is certain to lead to happiness, but he is so fettered by custom
and convention that he does not even try to make a move.
The American has forged for himself many shackles of the
same kind, but he wears them more lightly and rids himself
of them more easily. The writer of that wise and entertaining
book, The Garden, You, and I, is amused when her neighbours
declare that financial disaster had overtaken her and her husband
because when a holiday was needed * instead of vanishing in
a touring car preceded by tooting and followed by a cloud of
oil-soaked steam ’’ they went into camp in their own delightful
woods, followed by a man with their effects in a wheelbarrow.
‘ It is a curious fact,” shesays, “ this attributing of every action
a bit out of the common to the stress of pocket hunger. It
certainly proves that advanced as we are supposed to be to-day,
as links in the evolutionary chain we have partially relapsed
and certainly show strong evidences of sheep ancestry.”

The most conspicuous weakness of modern men and women
is precisely their tendency to run with the crowd. It is not so
much their dread of doing things out of the common, or their
fear of following some very questionable course of action :
right or wrong, moral or immoral, all that they ask is—*1Is
it going to be the mode ? Will this particular thing catchon ?”
It may be something that is harmful both to body and soul ;
writers may warn, doctors may condemn, priests may preach ;
but the silly sheep have started and the sorry, ridiculous spectacle
has begun. Some of these foolish folk have the physical courage
of lons and bulls: yet they wholly lack the one quality that
makes the man. Moral courage they have never possessed.

These good Americans had the moral courage to disregard
the opinions of their neighbours. Knowing that the desperate
attempt to keep up appearances is as dishonest as it is con-
temptible, they did not pull down their blinds, lock the front-
door, and take refuge for the holiday season in the back

kitchen—as some people have been known to do. Barbara
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and her husband were well aware that no mere appearance
can be kept up for long, and that sooner or later a trickster
must be discovered. They were by no means in tinancial
diffi ulties, but they wanted a long, long, restful holiday, and
they were wise enough to realize that travelling and sight-
seeing and living in hotels would not yield them what they
needed, but that it would inevitably leave them with weary
bodies and empty purses. For the husband, the doctor had
prescribed ““a complete change, away from the sound of the
beat of time ;" an invaluable friend had said :  What greater
change can an American have than lesiure in which to enjoy
his own home ? For giving time the slip, all you have to do
is to stop the clocks and follow the sun and your own incli-
nations. As to living out of doors, the old open-sided hay-barn
on the pasture side of the knoll, that you have not decided to
rebuild or tear down, will make an excellent camp. Aside from
the roof, it is as open as a hawk’s nest.”

If my readers want tosee how great was the success of this
courageous scheme, let them fasten upon the pages of The
Garden, You, and I. But Barbara’s comment on what the
neighbours said must be quoted. ‘‘ How seldom people are
content to accept one’s individual tastes or desire to do a thing
without a good and sufficient reason therefor. It seems
incomprehensible to them that anyone should wish to do
differently from his neighbours, unless through financial in-
capacity ; the frequency with which one is suspected of being
in this condition strongly points to the likelihood that the
critics themselves chronically live beyond their means and in
constant danger of collapse.” The stricture is a just and a
true one.

+ Few children are now born and brought up in a city, saving
the little ones of the indigent poor who have not energy enough
to break away from the squalor of the slums. But even for the
few whose life-conditions are not those of the submerged
million, we can have nothing but compassion, and most heartily
we echo Barbara’s lament upon the ‘“ everlasting pity of a city
childhood. Creature comforts may be had and human friends ;
but where is the vista that reaches under the trees and through
the long meadow-grass where the red-gold lily bells tinkle,
up the brook bed to the great flat mossy rock, beneath which
is the door to fairyland, the spotted turtle being warder. Fairy-
land, the country of eternal youth and possibility ! "

It is the soul that will gain most by a return to nature—
unless a deliberate attempt be made to put created things
in the place of the Creator. For, as St. Paul said to the folk
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of Lystra who would have offered sacrifice to him, even to
the pagan-hearted < God has not left Himself without testi-
mony, doing good from heaven, giving rains and fruitful
seasons, filling our hearts with good and gladness.” |

Davip BEARNE, S.].

A CHRISTMAS LEGEND

WHEN the shepherds journeyed long ago

To Bethlehem in the frost and snow,

A little maiden right bravely tried

To keep her place by her father’s side.

And, when at length in the stable lone,

The shepherds knelt on the damp earth prone,
In silent homage, and worshipping

The new-born Babe as their God and King,
The little maiden looked round in awe

And her young heart thrilled at the sight she saw.
And her eyes grew dim as the Babe she viewed
On coarse rough straw in the manger rude,

And her tears fell fast as the Mother fair

In joy and sorrow bent o’er Him there.

Some homely offerings the shepherds brought ;
But the little maiden, her hands held nought.
With a bitter cry from the cave she passed

To the frosty skies and the wintry blast,

She sped three paces into the night

When her tearful eyes saw a wondrous sight.
From the frost-bound earth and the gleaming snows
A beauteous plant in an instant rose.

Oh, sweet were its flowers and fair to see!

The maiden plucked full lavishly.

The Maiden-Mother and her Babe smiled

When she laid her offering before the Child.
And since that night in the frost and snows

For the Lord’s birthday blooms the Christmas Rose.

MAGDALEN ROCK.

Vor. xxxv.—No. 403. s
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LILLIE'S LAPSE

L

. OOD-BYE, Lillie.”

*“ Good-bye, Sister Paula.”

These were the last words. There had been a long
chat, much advice was lovingly given by the nun, and many
tears were shed by Lillie; for now the young girl was going
away from the little grey-walled convent, nestling close to the
village church, whose tall and graceful spire looked down on
the blue waters of the mountain-guarded bay.

Lillie Gray was an orphan. The village she was about to
leave was the only home she had ever known, and the nuns
were almost her only friends. She loved them all and especially
Sister Paula, who in her cell that night, and for many nights,
prayed fervently for her absent child.

Meanwhile the train was fast speeding our young traveller
to Dublin, to her aunt, a good woman, who thought it was
now full time to look after her dead sister’s child and have her
taught some business to enable her to earn her bread. Before
half the journey was over, Lillie’s tears were dried; and she
arrived at her new home in the evening, very tired, and greatly
excited by the unwonted incidents of the day. Her aunt
welcomed her very warmly; and after a good dinner she was
marched off to bed, and cosily tucked in, to sleep off her fatigue.

Weeks were spent in visiting places of interest in the city.
The little country girl was dazzled by the glittering shop-
windows, and her mind filled with wonder at the crowds of people
who paced the streets day after day. Whence had they come ?
Whither were they going ? And then the churches! With
wide-open eyes she gazed at the pictures, and statues, and
marbles ; and heard with delight the grand music of the Mass,
as it rolled along the aisles from the solemn-toned organs aloft
in their dim recesses.

But sight-seeing grew wearisome at length, and Lillie longed
for some employment, by which she might earn money to help
her aunt, who was a widow and by no means well off. So
arrangements were made, and she was sent to learn type-
writing. With all earnestness she applied herself to her business,
and in a short time mastered all its details.

When she had gained sufficient experience, she obtained a
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post in an office. Here she won the esteem and confidence of
ber employer, who, by the way, had engaged her with much
misgiving, for, thought he, * these handsome young girls are
nearly always vain and giddy.” However, the big, brown,
eyes carried the point ; for Mr. Shaw was only human,
and had young daughters of his own. And now, after a trial
lasting six months, this shrewd and sensible business man
freely admitted that Miss Gray was a most satisfactory
employéc, punctual, expert, diligent and self-possessed.

Thus things were going on very smoothly. Lillie’s salary
supplied many little wants for her aunt, and they were very
comfortable and happy. But alas! their happiness was short-
Iived. In the following winter the aunt caught a severe cold,
pneumonia followed, and in six weeks the poor sufferer was
laid to rest in Glasnevin.

Quite alone in the world now, the young girl, having settled
all her little affairs, went to lodge with strangers. For some
time she was very unhappy and very lonely. But youth is
buoyant ; and, as she was blessed with perfect health, Lillie soon
regained "her wonted spirits and made many friends. Among
the latter was a very gay and fashionable young woman, who
was employed as a book-keeper in a shop not far from Lillie’s
office. Miss Gordon was a very strong-willed young person
and rapidly acquired considerable influence over the younger
girl. Having a wide circle of acquaintances, she introduced
them by degrees to Lillie, who, being very distant and reserved
in her manner, repelled by her coldness those whom her winsome
face had attracted.

Not all of them, however. Among them was one who
was more persistent than the others : he would not be repulsed.
Whether it was the reward of his perseverance or that Lillie
was caught by his good looks—for he was undoubtedly good-
looking—matters little. The important fact is that she and
Charles Forrester in a little time became firm friends ; much
to the satisfaction of Miss Gordon, who was very anxious that
Lillie should have an escort of her own, as occasionally she
found her presence de frop.

It was now eighteen months since the death of her aunt,
and in that short time Lillie forgot the wise counsel that ex-
cellent woman had given her. Led away by her love of amuse-
ment and distracted by the gaieties of the city, she abandoned,
one by one, all her pious practices. She never said the Rosary
now, not even the one decade, which heertofore she would
have thought it almost a sin to omii. Attendance a' daily
Mass had long since been given up. She was now too tired to
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get up in the mornings in time to be present at the Holy
Sacrifice. But she was most careful to be at_the door of the
office punctually as the clock was striking.

PR S

1L

“ Where shall we go this evening, Lillie ?

It was a Sunday afternoon in summer and Charley had come,
as usual, to take Lillie for a walk. It was very hot. The
Dutch have a saying which very forcibly conveys an idea of
excessive heat. They will tell you that * The sparrows were
yawning on the roofs.” That is more than an equivalent
for our old phrase, that ‘ The sun was splitting the trees,”
for the heat that could make a sparrow keep still, long enough
to yawn, must be intense. So it was now, and Lillie and
Charley agreed that walking was not to be thought of on such
a day. At length they decided to take the train to Howth.

Arrived there, Charley took the road to the beach and was
on the point of hiring a boat when his companion, with white
face and startled eyes, caught him by the sleeve exclaiming :

‘“Oh! don’t, Charley. Not to-day.”

“ Not to-day! Why?"”

“1I am afraid.”

‘“ Afraid, and the sea just like a sheet of glass! Why, I
have known you to venture out days when I felt rather nervous,
and even the boatmen looked grave. Girls are the most incon-
sistent beings on the face of the earth. They hate to-day
what they loved yesterday.”

“T don’t hate the sea, but "—

“But what?"”

“1 lost Mass to-day, and I dare not go out in a little boat
like that.”

“ Whew! Were you ill?”

“ No. I—I slept too long.”

Lillie looked the picture of misery. Suddenly raising her
head, she asked :

“ Were you at Mass to-day, Charley ? ”

*“Of course I was. A friend of mine, a very fine fellow—
you know him—Leslie—he is captain of our football team ; he
goes to Mass every day; and even after the biggest match of
last season he was up next morning, as gay as a lark, and off
to the’church. Proposed knocking me up on his way, but it
was no go; I simply could not get out in time. But by
George, I draw the line at losing Mass on Surdays.”

The girl's head fdrooped lower. Charley’s heart melted



LILLIE'S LAPSE 37

at the sight of her misery. “ Cheer up, Lillie. If you won't
come for a row, let us walk to the top of the Hill. There is sure
to be a breeze up there.”

After much panting for breath and many stops, they
reached the summit, and, sinking down in the purple heather,
enjoyed the well-earned rest.

It was a lovely scene. Sparkling in the summer sun, the
sea lay beneath them, its surface unbroken by a single sail,
blue, infinitely blue, with, here and there, a tuft of foamy white.
Only here and there, for to-day it seemed as if the tide was
“ too full for sound or foam.” Yet there was sound, but only
the lulling, pleasing plash of the water lapping the base of
the cliffs, and the occasional boom, boom, as the incoming tide
dashed into one of the many tiny caves. There were few
strollers, the usual crowd of city people being probably deterred
by the heat from attempting the ascent.

Lillie’s spirits rose somewhat, as she felt the breeze from the
sea. It cooled her flushed cheeks, and lifted the wavy brown
bair from her forchead. It was impossible to be wholly sad
on sach a day. Presently she cried :

* Oh, Charley, look at that sea-gull down there; isn’t he
lovely ? He seems to be resting. The waves are rocking him
just like a baby in a cradle.”

* His heart upon the heart of ocean
Lay learning all its mystic motion,
And throbbing to the throbbing sea,”

quoted Charley, airily.

* Those are lovely lines. Are they your own?”

“ They are Mrs. Browning’s. Mine! did you say ? Don’t
hint at such a thing, my dear girl ; it would be disastrous.”

*“ How ? What do you mean ? ”’

“ Do you know my Uncle Jerry ?”’

“” No.ll

* Well, my Uncle Jerry keeps a shop on one of the quays.
He is supposed to be wealthy, and my mother has hopes that
he will make me his heir, as he is an old bachelor. I remember
once when I was a little chap, I scribbled some verses. My
poor father was quite proud of them ; and, the next time uncle
paid us one of his rare visits, he produced them for his inspection.
We were unprepared for what followed. Taking the paper
from my father, he looked over it for a minute or so; then
laid it down, took off his spectacles with great deliberation,
and put them carefully into their case without uttering a word.
Meanwhile we were waiting for the praise which we_felt was
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coming. I had an idea that my respected relative was so en-
raptured by my attempt, that he was rendered speechless.
I was soon undecexved Turning to my father, he at length
broke the silence. ‘ Look here, John,’ said he, °this is your
eldest boy, and I am surprised that a sensible man like you
should encourage him to lose his time with such nonsense.
Why, man, if he is not checked in the beginning, he may turn
out one of those poet chaps with the long hair and the thread-
bare coats : fellows who are not able to earn enough to pay
for their lodging. Look at me,’ here he tapped the breast
of his superfine cloth Sunday suit. ‘ Where should I be now,
if I had spent my time writing stuff like that, instead of looking
after my customers and attending to my shop ? In the work-
house, very likely. Tear them up, John, tear them up, or you
will be sorry. Take my word for that.” Here my uncle stopped
to take breath, and my father, taking advantage of the pause,
packed me off to bed. There were no more verses written.
And I who, with a little encouragement, might have become
the Poet of the Age, remain in obscurity. A ‘ mute inglorious
Milton.’ ”

Lillie laughed heartily at her companion’s tragic tone.
This was precisely what Charley wanted. They chatted
pleasantly until it was time to see about tea, after which
they turned their faces cityward.

IIL,

" The pleasa1t summer was soon over. Autumn came clothed
in richest raim>nt. The hedges were robed in parple and gold.
Then the trees began to shed their leaves, and December found
them gaunt and bare, their long skeleton arms creaking and
moaning in the blast.

One morning Lillie, at her place in the office, heard a gentle-
man speaking to her employer. One scrap of the conversation
reached her with startling distinctness :

“ Yes, as you say, Mr. Shaw, there is very little time to
look into the matter ; this is the 8th of December.”

With the matter that required to be looked into, Lillie
had nothing to do. The words that sounded on her ears like
a knell were: “ This is the 8th of December.” The feast of
the ¥fImmaculate Conception! And she, Lillie Gray, a Child
of Mary, had not been to Mass that morning—had merely
said a few hurried prayers, before leaving home. Memories of
other days came to her with extraordinary vividness. The
nuns, Sister Paula, her young companions, the hymns they
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used to sing. How careless, how wicked she had become!
And then conscience whispered : “ The day is not yet over,
you can attend the evening devotions at one of the churches.”
In order to quiet the persistent, small voice, Lillie made a half-
hearted resolution that she would go to Benediction after she
left the office. But alas! when she arrived at the house where
she lodged, she found a note from Charley asking her to meet
him at half-past seven, to go to the theatre. Remembering
where she had purposed going, there was a struggle.

“ How unfortunate that Charley has selected thut evening!
Well, this is Friday. I can go to church twice on Sunday,
that will be during the octave, and almost as good as going
onjthe feast.”

Thus she reasoned, and then she went to the play. But
in spite of the gay scene, the music, the lights, the showily
dressed crowd, she did not feel happy.

The play began. Bewildered at first, then shocked at what
she saw and heard, Lillie looked all round helplessly as if for a
means of escape. The first act was not a long one, and when
the curtain fell, Charley rose, and saying, “ Come, Lillie,”” he
left the theatre. He was silent for some minutes, then he
said :

“ I must apologize for taking you to that play, Lillie, I am
altogether to blame. I had no idea what it was like; I am
thoroughly disgusted.”

And under his breath, Lillie heard him mutter something
very like * d——d rot.”

“ The last time we had a very nice amusing play, a Japanese
thing,” said Lillie.

“Oh! yes, the ‘ Mikado,” that was fin without coarseness.
And there were others, the ‘Gondoliers’—you liked that
opera ?

“ Yes, it was very pretty,” the young girl replied. “ Why
can’t they keep to plays like those, instead of the wretched
one they are presenting to-night ? ”

Saying good-bye at Lillie’s door, Charley was about to make
another apology for the mishap of the evening. Lillie inter-
rupted him :

“Don’t say another word about it. I deserve to be dis-
appointed for thinking of going to a theatre to-night.”

Then she told the young man what day it was, and how
she used to spend it long ago. And oh! how long ago it
seemed !
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V.

It was Christmas morning, and the church”was thronged
with worshippers. The scene outside was!a'dreary one, the
streets were slushy after a slight fall of snow. | But herelall
was warmth and colour. The glistening leaves of the ever-
greens wreathed the stately pillars, and hung in festoons
round the High Altar which was ablaze with lights. Mass
had just begun. Soon from the choir there came a joyous
burst of melody. Gloria sn excelsis Deo—the angel’s song, the
song first heard on the lonely hillside of Bethlehem. Ef sn»
terra pax hominsbus.

Lillie was in the church, and though not wholly uninfluenced
by the hallowed festival, she was far from feeling that holy peace
proclaimed by the angels to be the dower of men of good-will
at the advent of the Infant Saviour.

When the time came for Holy Communion and the bell rang
for the thrice-repeated Domsne non sum dignus, Lillie remained
in her place. She dared not approach the altar. It was now
many months since she had been to confession. How far
had she strayed from the path followed with such exacti-
tude in her childhood! And yet her soul was not stained
by anything except the Mass lost on that unforgotten Sunday
in the preceding summer. But by degrees she had become
careless and lukewarm.

And now Mass was over, and the old familiar Adeste Fideles
rang through the church, the dear old Christinas hymn, with
its reiterated invitation—Venste adoremus Dominum. And
they did adore Him, with all their hearts, those good people.
And tears were in many eyes, when memory called up from
the shadow-land the loved ones who once knelt there with them
to pray, and formed the happy group who sat around the
home-fireside, to make merry, as befitted the glad feast of the
Nativity.

V.
‘“ Arise, make haste, my love, my dove, my_beautiful one,

and come. For the winter is now past, the rain is over and gone.
The flowers have appeared in our land.”

How beautifully the words of the Canticle describe the coming
of Spring! All down the centuries, year after year unfailingly,
the Holy Spirit has renewed the face of the earth. From death
and corruption, arise life and beauty.

[
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It was now the month of May. * The flowers had appeared
in our land.” Was it like our May in Palestine when his song
burst from the lips of Solomon ? Surely we have no lovelier
month, and this was an ideal one. For once the newspaper
bards were obliged to refrain from their usual tirades against
‘ the May of the poets.” We all know how they rage if there
are a few rainy days, or if winter, leaning back for a last look,
lets his cold mantle droop from his shoulders, and cast a

. chilling shadow over the land.

One evening after a hot day, unusually hot for spring,
Lillie on her return home from the office felt the house stifling.
Charley had gone to the country for a week on business for his
employer ; so she was quite free to do as she pleased, and

y she set out to take a walk. She was passing one
of the churches when she met a group of tiny girls, all dressed
in white, who were evidently hastening to take part in one
of the May processions. She turned to look after them, and,
prompted by a sudden thought, retraced her steps, and followed
them. The children ran round to the sacristy to be ranged
in order with their companions, and Lillie entered the church.
It was almost empty as it was yet too early for the devotions.
How peaceful it was! The rush and roar of the city was
softened to a faint murmur like the sound of distant waters.
Shadows were gathering in the dim recesses, but the western
windows were still aglow with the radiance of the sunset
and flung patches of gorgeous colour here and there on the old
grey pillars.

One long beam of golden light fell on the picture representing
the third fall of Christ under the cross that He had dragged
through the streets of the capital city of His nation, amid the
cowds who had come from all parts of Judea to celebrate
the Jewish festival.

The young girl’s gaze followed the sunbeam and rested on
that pathetic figure so awful in its loneliness and desolation ;
abandoned by all it seemed, save enemies, and the soldiers of
Rome. With softened heart and moistened eyes Lillie looked
until the light had faded and all was grey.

Now the people began to come in and the church was soon
filed. The Rosary was said, after which there was a short
sermon on tepidity and venial sin. The preacher reminded
his hearers of that appalling denunciation pronounced by God
in the Apocalypse against those who allow themselves to lapse
into a state of lJukewarmness. The sermon was listened to with
the deepest attention by the congregation. But there were
other listeners too; a silent, unseen band, and among them
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was Lillie’s guardian angel watching over, and praying for,
his erring charge.

Then came the procession. A host of children in snowy
raiment, carrying tiny banners, and singing the praises of the
Virgin Mother, walked round the church. As Faber's beauti-
ful hymn, ‘ Sweet Star of the Sea,” fell from the childish lips,
a crowd of memories came to Lillie. The May evenings long
ago, Our Lady’s altar fragrant with wild flowers, primroses
and the sweet wild hyacinths, the lovely spoils of the woodland,
the procession round the convent garden and she, Lillie Gray,
a tiny child, running to darling Sister Paula, to beg her to
adjust the veil which would keep falling off her curly hair.

At length her wandering thoughts were recalled to the present,
for now the hymn ceased, the children knelt round the altar,
and there was a pause until the priest had placed the King on
His golden throne, high up among the twinkling lights and the
glowing flowers. Then came the O Salufarss with its beautiful
ending :(—

T Qui vitam sine termino
Nobis donet in patria.

Well did Lillie know the meaning of those words in which
we pray for endless life in our fatherland. And now she prayed
with all her heart that she too might share in that life unending,
in our true country, our real home, heaven. When the blessing
was given and the second Adoremus tn acternim sung, she still
knelt on. The altar tapers were extinguished, and presently
the church was dark except for the glimmer of the sanctuary
lamp and the lights opposite the confessionals. These latter
were rapidly becoming crowded. After a little while the girl
rose from her knees, crossed the nave with resolute step, and
took her place at the end of one of the rows of penitents.
The time of waiting, long as it necessarily was, proved all too
short for her preparation. At length her turn came; and
it was a very happy Lillie who again knelt in the dim light
before the tabernacle. Tears of sorrow, that were also, strangely,
tears of joy, fell from her eyes.

Such were the tears that Peter shed,
Than Hybla’s dews more sweet.
Such were the tears that Mary wept
Upon her Saviour’s feet.

Then home through the darkening streets to prepare for the
morning. She rose early and was in good time for Mass. With
wonderful fervour she received Holy Communion, and made
her thanksgiving to Him who had so lovingly followed after
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and brought her back, to place her once more safely in the fold
with the ninety-nine—the lost sheep who had strayed from
Him a little way, and might have strayed still further, and
been lost amid the thorns and briars of the world.

VI.

The next Sunday, Charles Forrester called to take Lillie
for’a walk, and in reply to his usual question as to where they
should go, she said :

“ I am going to Vespers.”

‘I am going to Vespers.” Charley mimicked her tone and
said : ‘“ Dear me, what an emphatic /! And pray, may I
not accompany your ladyship ?

“ Will you come, Charley ? ”

““ Of course I'll come.”

Off they went, and deeply the young girl regretted that she
had never before proposed going to church on Sunday evenings,
instead of strolling aimlessly about.

And now a very important time was coming. Charley’s
salary, a fairly good one, had been lately increased ; and he
thought he should like to have a home of his own. H.: consulted
Lillie, and the result was that the young people decided to start
house-keeping forthwith. They were married in May, Lillie
very wisely ignoring the absurd superstition® which pretends
to foretell ill-luck to those who are rash enough to wed in that
month. Part of the honeymoon was spent in the bride’s native
village. Charley was taken to visit the convent, and was
introduced to Sister Paula who soon found an opportunity
to give his wife her opinion of him, which, judging by the smiles
with which it was received, must have been very favourable.

Some time after the young people returned to Dublin, to
take up the serious business of life. Charley on his way to
the office one morning, met Mr. Leslie whom he had not lately
seen. The young man stopped to enquire for Mrs. Forrester,
and Charley grew eloquent as he praised Lillie’s house-keeping,
and confided to his old friend the fact that one pound in her
hands went quite as far as two in his own in his bachelor days.
Then he said with a smile, “ She is the best little wife in the
world. Come and dine with us nuxt Sunday.” "

. C.

¢ This notion dates from the old times, and is alluded to by
Ovid, who was born forty-three years re the Christian era.



OTHER PEQPLE'S LANTERNS

HE title of this paper has been suggested by Robert Louis
Stevenson’s delightful essay, ‘‘ The Lantern Bearers.” I
shall, I feel certain, be pardoned, if I quote the passage

at some length.

“ Toward the end of September, when school time was
drawing near, and the nights were already black, we would
begin to sally from our respective villas, each equipped with a
tiny bull's-eye lantern. The thing was so well known that it
had worn a rut in the commerce of Great Britain; and the
grocers, about the due time, began to garnish their windows
with our particular brand of luminary. We wore them buckled
to the waist upon a cricket belt, and over them, such was the
rigour of the game, a buttoned top-coat. They smelled
noisomely of blistered tin. They never burned aright, though
they would always burn our fingers. Their use was nought,
the pleasure of them merely fanciful, and yet a boy with a bull’s-
eye under his top-coat asked for nothing more. . . . When
two of these asses met, there would be an anxious, ‘ Have you
got your lantern ?’ and a gratified ‘ Yes!’ That was the shib-
boleth, and very needful, too, for, as it was the rule to keep our
glory concealed, none could recognize a lantern-bearer unless
(like the polecat) by the smell. . . . Then four or five would
climb into an old lugger, the coats would be unbuttoned, the
bull’s-eyes discovered ; and, in the chequering glimmer, cheered
by a rich steam of toasting tin- , these fortunate young
gentlemen would crouch together, and delight them with in-
appropriate talk.”

‘“ Woe is me,” says Stevenson, ‘‘ that I cannot give some
specimens ! . . . But the talk was but a condiment, and these
gatherings themselves only accidents in the career of the lantern-
bearer. The essence of this bliss was to walk by yourself in the
black night, the slide shut, the top-coat buttoned, not a ray
escaping, whether to conduct your footsteps or to make your
glory public,—a mere pillar of darkness in the dark; and all
the while, deep down in the privacy of your fool’s heart, to know
you had a bull’s-eye at your belt, and to exult and sing over
the knowledge.”

And then Stevenson goes on to say: “ A man’s life from
without may seem but a rude mound of mud : there will be
some golden chamber at the heart of it, in which he dwells
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delighted ; and for as dark as his pathway seems to the observer,
he will have some kind of bull’s-eye at his belt.”

So much for Stevenson. Now, this lantern which each man
has at his belt, being hidden from us by his great cloak of ordi-
nary commonplace living, we miss the joy of his life, we fail to
understand him, and the whole poetry of his existence is lost
to us.

We jostle and bustle about this busy old world of ours, and,
as the crowds come and go, and our eyes light upon the fore-
heads of men and women, of youths and maidens, foreheads of
every size and shape, aye, and of assorted textures and hues,
we little suspect what burning thoughts, what generous aims,
what noble aspirations vibrate beneath those prison-walls. All
these people, I know not why, have their lanterns hidden beneath
their great coats, and we, whose eyes cannot, forsooth, see
through a thick frieze, pronounce them lanternless. We call
their hLives dull, stupid, commonplace, or, as the academic would
have it, ‘‘ unpoetic.”

Now, there was once a man who, on complaining that he
could see nothing grand in the poetry of Milton, received the
answer that the fault lay, not with Milton, but with himself ;
and so it is with us. If we can see nothing noble in the countless
lives around us, the fault lies, not with them, but with our-
selves. We are only finite, and our small minds have to attend,
for the most part, to our own special vocation, if we wish to
succeed in it. It is only poets and philosophers and great
dreamers who can feel this inner joy and significance of the lives
of others. But we cannot be all poets or philosophers or great
dreamers, this being the privilege of the few. What we can do,
however, is to listen to what poets have enshrined in immortal
verse, and to try and feel, with their guidance, what we cannot
ordinarily feel by ourselves. I say ordsmarily, for there are
moments in the lives of the most earthy of us, when the soul,
pierced through with intense emotion, seems to be suddenly
enlightened ; the scales fall from our eyes and the whole
inner meaning of life flashes upon us
v « This “ sudden gleam divine,” as Walt Whitman calls it, will
visit different people at very dissimilar times. To poets it
comes on the most ordinary occasions ; to a Wordsworth at the
sight of even the * meanest flower that blows ;" to a Shelley,
on hearing the strains of a skylark; to a Byron, on contem-
plating the great ocean ; to a Whitman, on crossing the crowded
ferry. But to people other than poets this divine gleam comes
on}what we might call exra-ordinary occasions. To the
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school-boy it will often come amidst the joy of the first home-
going, when the poor young soul, unaccustomed to such emotion,
is mystified by those inexplicable tears that will steal up and
blind his eyes while his heart overflows with gladness. On the
mind of the youth it may flash for the first time, amid the mixed
joy and sorrow of leaving home to brave the great big world.
Very many will experience it as they kneel at the death-bed
of a father or mother, sister or brother, or other dear friend,
a hard way, indeed, of learning life’s meaning ; but this is how
millions are doomed to be taught.

Others there are again, on whom the knowledge of life’s real
significance gleams at the hour when they attain the very
summit of their ambition, and possess that for which they have
long and ardently worked. All that they have successfully
striven for, now reduces itself to a speck, and the world-wide
life-struggle all round glows with infinite meaning.

I cannot but think that the rapture of the exile on seeing
again his native shore is streaked with a ray of this untold
light, and that this accounts for his desire to lavish kindness
wherever he goes, and to look on all men as his brothers.

The eminent psychologist of the New World, Professor
James, says that this sudden gleam of insight illuminates the
mind of the common practical man when he becomes a lover.
The soul of the patriot, too, is often inundated with a stream
of such light as he lies fetter-bound in some prison cell suffering
for his country’s cause.  Rejoiced, he cries out, “ And this is
what they think they have taken prisoner ! ”’ and often from his
brain there flow forth soul-stirring songs that will be a light to
his countrymen when he is no more.

To others, again, this illuminating ray will come as they lie
stretched on a bed of sickness, with death staring them in the
face. To the ardent missionary it would probably come as he
treads, for the first time, the land that is to be the scene of his
labours ; and to the student of the classics and the thorough
Christian alike, it would surely come on the realization of a long-
looked-for visit to Rome.

These are only a few of the very many different occasions
on which the rays of the sublime may enter the soul of the
ordinary man or woman. Nor will the rays always enter pre-
cisely at such hours. They may come to the boy on the third
day of his vacation rather than on the first ; and to the bereaved
they may come, weeks after the death of the friend, on meeting
accidentally some trifle that belonged to him whom they mourn.
Hear the experience of Oliver Wendell Holmes in Rome. ‘“ The
rush,” he says, “ that should have flooded my soul in the Coli-
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seum did not come, but, walking one day in the fields about the
dty, 1 stumbled over a fragment of broken masonry, and lo !
the world’s mistress in her stone girdle rose before me, and
whitened my cheek with her pale shadow as never before or
since.”

Now these spells which I have tried to describe,fbut which,
in reality, evade all description, no matter when they come or
bow, are the moments of our lives that really matter : fleeting
as they are, they are epoch-making for us.

One moment then may give us more
Than fifty years of reason.

And to Whitman’s questioning :—

Has never come to thee an hour,

A sudden gleam divine, precipitating, bursting all these bubbles, fashions,
wealth ?

These eager business aims—books, politics, art, amours,
To utter nothingness ?

which of us but can answer, *“ Yes,” and acknowledge how in the
light of that “ sudden gleam divine,” our whole scale of values
has been upset. ‘‘ We make no vows, but vows are made for
us,” we judge people by an entirely new standard in this new
light, and that standard is the only true one. But then the old
darkness comes back, and envelopes all round, and we are too
wont to take up our old scale of values again ; but by struggling
bravely and preserving the memory of what we have seen when
there was light, we shall find that, as Matthew Arnold puts it,

Tasks in hours of insight willed
Can be through houys of gloom fulfilled,

Aye, and all along through dark months and years and decades
the memory of what we have felt ‘“in us will breed perpetual
benediction.”

If only our minds and hearts are large enough, those passing
rays of insight will give birth in us to that fine spirit of reverence
which is characteristic of all great minds. Nay it may be that,
if we could only express in words what we feel in those jewel-
laden moments, we should be all poets. For this it is that makes
the poet,—this faculty of clothing in suitable language, and of
habitually feeling what it is ours to feel in such rare moments.
But for us less gifted mortals, if, aided by the memory of what
we have felt, we can arrive so far as to be able to revere all men

and despise none, we shall have gained a treasure that wealth
cannot buy.
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Those momentary flashes of insight, so fraught with import-
ance for our whole after lives, are one great means, then, which
helps us to become conscious of the existence of other people’s
lanterns, that is, of a secret something in their lives which
is great and noble and good; for anything that savours of
greatness, or nobility, or goodness, cannot but be a source of
joy to its possessor, a lantern at his belt.

There is a second means, and that more directly under our
own control, by which we can unblsnd ourselves to this hidden
light of the lives of others. I refer to the studyof Literature.
1t is to the poets, to great men and great thinkers that we must
turn to uncloak the lanterns for us, to unravel for us the mystery
of life, and to prepare us for life’s struggle. Daily contact with
the greatest thoughts of the greatest men must inevitably end
by ennobling the mind, refining all its faculties, and elevating
it to an eminence, whence, seated above life’s petty strifes and
worries, it commands a farther reaching and clearer outlook on
humanity. We never can over-estimate the value of Literature
as a daily ingredient in our lives. Mr. John Morley, who is
certainly an authority on such matters, says: ‘“ We must use
Literature as the proper instrument for a systematic training
of the imagination and sympathies and of a genial and varied
moral sensibility.”

Yes, Literature, by bringing us into intimate relations with
high ideals and examples of conduct, trains the imagination while
feeding it, and the sympathies while awakening them, and the
moral sense while elevating it.

Books we know
Are a substantial world both pure and good.

But the study of Literature is something different from mere
poring over books. The man who reads only one stanza of
poetry in the week, but who (to use Montaigne’'s word) sncor-
porates the thought of that stanza, is often a better student of
Literature than he who rushes through three hundred pages in
a day ; for the latter will rarely give himself time to grasp the
thoughts and make them his own. His kind of reading may do
for some novels (it is too good for many of them) ; it will prob-
ably do for most narrative poetry ; but where poetry borders
on the sublime, it would be profanation to treat it thus. We
must feel the great thoughts and let them sink deep, deep down,
else the study of Literature cannot help to unblind us. If we
could do this even only once a month, or once a year, it might
help to keep those awful scales from growing on our mind’s eyes
again. In this respect vacations are really very important
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times in our lives : for then the soul, freed from the strain of
daily duty, is able to soar aloft and feel the joy that poets have
feit. For my part (and I think no sensible student will disagree
with me) I should be very loath to find fault with a system of
education that leaves students free, for a few months each year,
to roam the wild hill-side on the sea-beaten shore, and to think
and feel for themselves what they only half feel when reading
their poets and philosophers. There, among the purple heather,
or beside the great ocean, a hundred miles it may be from their
beloved book-shelf, the darkness often rolls away, and, wondering,
they see, in that great mysterious gloomy swarm, humanity,
which for nine months they have been discussing in the dark,—
what ? A whole world of lantern-bearers.

Now they see what their great men meant ; now, without a
book, they study Literature and Philosophy aright. But with
all this modern clamour for Science and self-improvement, and
vacation lectures, we hid fair to have soon very little‘ time’ left
for this best form of sef-improvement, for this ennobling, this
elevating, this unblinding of our own souls.

In this age when Physical Science has advanced with such
strides, and has procured for us so many of the advantages that
appeal to our fleshy selves, there is a growing tendency to under-
rate the value of Literature as a subject of study, while elevating
Science to a place of premier importance.

Now, it is true, that none of us in this twentieth century
can very well afford to do without Science, and ungrateful
should we be, indeed, if, cushioned round as our lives are by the
thousand material comforts she has procured us, we sought
to belittle her. Besides, before she began to turn her face so
much earthwards, Science wrought an everlasting good for the
soul of man. This she did when she revealed to him the incon-
ceivable distances of the stars, thus teaching his pride a much
needed lesson, by giving him some idea of the immensity of
creation and of his own littleness.

But when notable thinkers like Herbert Spencer tell us that
Science is the basss of civilszation (and here I understand him to
mean purely Physical Science), and, that the well-being™of the
grown-up man depends on the amount of scientific knowledge
stored up in his youth, and that therefore Science is the one
subject that really deserves attention in schools, what answer
can we make only this?—* If civilization means motor car
and electric war-engines, if all the grown-up man needs is
material comfort in abundance, and if those are the things in
life best worth having, all right !, Live Science and be mistress
of studies!”

Voi. xxxv.—No. 402. . =
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But we are born for higher things—‘‘ By the soul only nations
shall be great and free.”” Our souls, our higher selves, must
first be tended and nourished and developed. Civilization may
be, and indeed generally is attended with scientific progress,
but the grand basis of civilization, that from which it draws its
very life-essence, is not Science, but Religion, with its great
help-mates, Moral Philosophy and Literature.

Let these then come first ; then welcome Science with all her
possible discoveries. For Science, with those studies that help
to cultivate the soul, will make civilized men ; but without those
ennobling and elevating studies, Science will make comfortable

- brutes.

But to return to the lanterns ; we have seen that Literature,
while refining and strengthening our minds, enlarges our sym-
pathies, and so helps us to understand better the lives of others.
Very many of us have, since we read David Copperfield, dis-
covered a living Betsy Trotwood in some old dame whom we
formerly considered ‘‘a cross old thing” : and who that has
read Knocknagow, or Sally Cavanagh, does not know better
those simple, untaught country folk, and, knowing them, love
them ? For perfect knowledge leads to love.

b And this brings me to the third cure I would suggest for our
blindness, namely, Love—a generous, sympathetic, reverential,
universal love.

The lanterns of those we love seldom escape us. Now, we
love best those with whom we either are, or have been in daily
intercourse—those, in other words, whom we have the good
fortune to know best. We see in our own parents and brothers
and sisters a thousand noble and endearing qualities to which we
know the rest of the world is entirely blind. It is love that gives
us this insight. The common saying that “ Love is blind,” is
absolutely false. Far from being blind, Love is keen-sighted,
and has eyes without scales, so that it penetrates beneath the
cloaks and feels the bliss, and the sorrow, and sees the secret
strife and victory in the lives of others. If we loved everyone,
we should see the lantern of each, and, vice-versa, if we saw all
the lanterns we might love all the lantern-bearers. I think one
of the principal reasons why we cannot help loving little children
is that they have not yet learned to cover their lanterns up with
the great cloak of reserve. We are witnesses of all their generous
little strivings after the good, their efforts to please Mamma, their
little victories over themselves ; in fine, we see their little lan-
terns and so love them all the more. Of course in our love of
little children, there is the additional factor of pity for the hard
struggles that we know must soon wrinkle those angel faces, and
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for the sorrow that will inevitably come to cloud with tears
those laughing eyes. But all the same one of the chief reasons
why we love them so is that we see their little lanterns.

When all is told, neither the ‘ sudden gleam divine ”’ that
comes at critical moments of our lives, nor the study of Literature,
nor love, nor all three will ever fully solve the Lantern Problem
forus. For the darkness will come back again after the * sudden
gleam divine,” and we cannot, do what we will, be always
mindful of what we saw, and be at the same time practical beings ;
and, though Literature will help us somewhat to know that the
lanterns are there, it will not tell us in what each lantern con-
sists ; and as for Love, our hearts are too small to love everyone
even if we tried ; and besides, Love seems to grow as much from
a knowledge of the lanterns as the knowledge of the lanterns
grows from love. Our love of our own friends, however, ought
to teach us this much, that, as surely as we know that their very
first qualities are hidden from the outer world, so surely are the
fmest qualities of other people hidden from us.

If, then, we cannot get much positive insight into the lives
of others, we can at least, use our sense of our own blindness to
make us more careful in going over dark places. In doing this
we shall smooth the way for ourselves towards the fulfilment of
the grandest preoept ever given to men for their life together,

** Love one anot
LENA BUTLER.

TESSELLE,

Dignare, Domsne, dse isto sine peccato nos custodsre.
Vouchsafe, O Lord, to guard us
Secure from sin this day.
O Lord, have mercy on us!
Have mercy, Lord, we pray.

O magnum pictatis opus | mors moria tunc est

In ligno gquando mortua vita fust.
O mighty work of mercy ! Death died then the death
When Life upon the Rood breath’d forth its dying breath.

M. R.
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SOMEJRECENT POETRY

E shall seem to be beginning very far away from our
subject if (with our wonted partiality for interesting
proper names) we refer back to the terrible war that

prevented the United States from being disunited. An Irish
priest, well known to very many of our readers, Father Bannon,
S.J.—who, however, had not yet enlisted under the standard
of St. Ignatius—was a very zealous and efficient chaplain in
the Army of the South which can have numbered no more
stalwart man in its ranks. 4

1. In October, 1863, it became necessary for him to run the
blockade from Wilmington, North Carolina, in the Robert E.
Lee, which had once been The Giraffe trading peacefully between
Glasgow and Belfast before it was purchased by the Confederates
as a blockade-runner. The youngest of the officers of the
Robert E. Lee was a lad from Richmond in Virginia, John}
Bannister Tabb. He was a Protestant, but he soon became
very friendly with the tall Irish priest. Several years later,
soon after he had reached manhood, he became a Catholic and
eventually a priest. His work has chiefly lain in St. Charles’s
College, Ellicot City in Maryland, but in the archdiocese of
Baltimore—a Sulpician community, though Father Tabb is
not a Sulpician. These particulars would hardly prepare us
to find in John Bannister Tabb a poet who has won recognition
on both sides of the Atlantic. On our side thereof the latest
tribute paid to him is the publication of 4 Selection from the
Verses of John B. Tabb made by Alice Meynell (Burns & Oates,
price 2s. 6d. net). To have passed the tribunal of a taste so
exquisitely fastidious and refined is a guarantee of peculiar
excellence. Father Tabb is a true poet whose originality takes
the very unusual form of compression, concentration, excessive
brevity. The ‘‘Medical Student,” whose *‘ Misadventures "
Richard Dalton Williams sang so cleverly sixty years ago,
rewarded his landlord for * boarding him respectably on tick "
by calling him * the quintessence concentrated of a subli-
mated brick.” Each of Father Tabb’s poems aims, not un-
successfully, at being the concentrated quintessence of a poem
always ingenious and sometimes sublime. The Daily Masl
credits him with ‘a2 remarkable talent for writing a kind of
Landorian cameo in delicately chiselled verse,” and calls him
very aptly a ‘ Christian epigrammatist,” in the old classical
sense of epigram rather than in the modern meaning of the
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word. ‘“‘In the smallest possible compass he enshrines witty
fancies, pathetic sentiments and ingenious turns of imagination.”
Quatrains are his favourite form of verse, and the sonnet is
almost the longest of his swallow-flights. Mrs. Meynell, herself
famous for sonnets that Rossetti praised, has chosen about a
dozen of Father Tabb’s. Here is one which, we hope, is not
autobiographical : —

1 wrestled, as did Jacob, till the dawn,
‘With the reluctant Spirit of the Night
‘That keeps the keys of Slumber. Worn and white,
‘We paused a panting moment, while anon
The darkness paled around us. Therenpon—
His mighty limbs relaxing in affright—
The Angel pleaded: ‘ Lo, the morning light |
O Israel, release me, and begone!”

Then said I, *“ Nay, a captive to my will

1 hold thee, till the blessing thou dost keep

Be mine.”” Whereat he breathed upon my brow;
And as the dew upon the twilight hill,

So on my spirit, overwearied now,

Came tenderly the benediction, sleep.

-

This is called “ The Agony;” but a more direct;reference
isfmade to Gethsemani in another poem which is called plainly
“Insomnia ” and which I will quote for the comfortfof,those
who suffer that affliction :—

E’en this, l.ord, didst Thou bless—
This pain of sleeplessness—
The livelong night,
Urging God’s gentlest angel from Thy side,
That anguish only might with Thee abide
Until the light.

1 Yea, ¢’en the last and best,
| Thy victory and rest,
Came thus to Thee ;
For ’twas while others calmly slept around
That Thou alone in sleeplessness wast found,
‘To comfort me.

2. Next we take up A Sheaf of Song by Mrs. Calvert Spensley
(London : Gay & Bird. Price 1s. net). We claim her as an
Irishwoman ; and indeed, after a very tender and beautiful
dedication, she puts first a filial address ‘‘ To Ireland.” With
a wise parsimony Mrs. Spensley gives'us only twenty-three poems,
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all short, but all deeply felt and carefully finished. Is not the
winsome rondeau to James marred a little by * wore,” which
surely is the wrong tense ? ‘‘ An Autumn Day " ought to have
shunned the insincere paganism of ‘‘ the gods,” but it is indeed
very beautiful, yet less pathetic than ‘‘ Very Suddenly.” The
four sonnets which bring to an end this slender but very
pleasant and pleasingly printed tome remind one of the famous
“ Portuguese Sonnets’’ of her whom many think the greatest
of woman-poets. They are full of thought and feeling.

3. Canzons, by T. A. Daly (published for a dollar, by the
Catholic Standard and Times Publishing Company, Phila-
delphia) is a very compactly but elegantly printed volume of
some two hundred pages, containing a large collection of poems
on a great variety of subjects, written in a great variety of
moods, and in a great variety of forms. A very pleasant book
it is, and dedicated most appropriately To my Wife and Children,
for it is full of the love of children and the holy domestic affections.
The Italian title Canzoms has this for its justification, that a
large number of the poems are in English as spoken by Italians
in America. In this dialect Mr. Daly is a consummate master,
and he can be pathetic in it as well as humorous. No wonder
that many of his poems have gone the rounds of the American
Press. He has wit, feeling, a musical ear, and a good heart.
Of course he is an Irishman, though born perhaps in the United
States. So also no doubt, is Denis A. M‘Carthy, author of
Voices from Eyin (Angel Guardian Press, 100 Ruggles Street,
Boston, price one dollar). But no ; we find that Mr. M‘Carthy
was born in the Golden Vale of Tipperary, and several pictures
of those home scenes illustrate the volume. (By the way a
word of praise is due to the clever etching and crayon drawings
which illustrate Mr. Daly’s volume.) Mr. M‘Carthy is Associate-
Editor of the excellent Sacred Heart Review, published at Boston.
His Irish and Catholic nature finds vent in these musical and
patriotic lyrics, many of which have made their way far and
wide through the Press.

4. South African Verses and Others, by the Hon. A. Wilmot,
M.L.C., K.S.G,, are printed and published at the Salesian
Institute, 49 Bruitenkaut Street, Cape Town. Mr. Wilmot
was very wise in seeking his inspiration from the new land in
which he has played so useful a part. His muse concerns
herself chiefly about African persons, telling very spiritedly
sundry romantic stories about native heroes, etc. Though it
bears some traces of amateur workmanship, this is an inter-
esting contribution to the increasing literature of South
Africa.
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. Sixpence is a very modest price for so neat a book as
Bunch of Wild Flowers, Poems, and Religious Subjects, by
Bnan O’Higgins (Dublin : M. H. Gill and Son). The Very Rev.
Bernard Gaffney, P.P., V.F., of the Diocese of Kilmore, has
prefixed a wvery gmoeful little Introduction. Mr. O’ i
treats of a great variety of pious themes—the Sacred Heart,
the Blwsed Virgin, the saints, the Holy Souls, nuns, little
children, “ God’s wee birds,” Ireland, the Church, and many
other sacred subjects, sung very musically, and with a tender
piety. Some of the verses seem. to have been too quickly
improvised. A little more study, brooding, meditation, would
have improved thought and expression. At page 24 form stands
for two syllables, while in pages 28 and 32 it is wisely content
with one. Om the last of these pages St. Francis Xavier dies in
India, whereas Sancian is off the coast of China. On the oppo-
site page the first line of the ‘‘ Penitent ”’ has three syllables
more than it is entitled to. These minute criticisms show the
care and appreciation with which this holy little budget of song
has been read.

BELGARD WOOD

O BARE brown trees of Belgard wood,
That tremble in the wind,

Dear days when Life was young and good
You sadly call to mind.

Not one of all your summer leaves,
That danced on every bough,

Was lighter than this heart that grieves
In lonely silence now. .

Deep in the moss about your feet,
Now open to the gale,

Grew violets and cowslips sweet,
Primroses, moonlit pale.
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And not a bird of all your birds,
That thrilled against the sky

His song of rapture without words
Sang half so blithe as I.

O many a pleasant hour and day,
When I was a little child,
I spent in happy, happy play,
Within your greenwood wild ;
With bird, and bee, and squirrel brown,
And blossoming bud and flower,
And “ whats-o’-clocks ” of thistledown,
Went many a day and hour.

Now, hid beneath a roof of fern
Beside some sheltering hedge,
I watched the water-hen or tern
Steal from the quivering sedge,
Where, in a swift and stealthy race,
A silvery minnow gleamed,
And all the world a faery place
Of mystic beauty seemed.

O dear brown trees of Belgard Wood
That, leafless and bereft, -
Unsheltered bear rough winter’s mood,
Forlorn, like you, I'm left.
My summer but a memory is
Of days forever past ;
My comfort, but a baby’s kiss,
Against the wintry blast.

Nora TynaN O’MAHONY.
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NOTES ON NEW BOOKS

1. The Moores of Giynn. By the Rev. J. Guinan. London
and Glasgow : Washbourne. (Price 3s. 6d.)

Father Guinan’s two previous works, Priests and People sn
Doon, and The Soggarth Aroon, have been widely read, and
warmly praised. A very remarkable anthology of praise be-
stowed on the Soggarth has been slipped into the copy of the
new book, as if to predispose the reader favourably. The new
book is more of a complete, continuous novel. The first and even
the second member of Father Guinan’s triology consisted rather
of separate sketches strung together. The Moores of Glynn is
a story of the early Land League times. Probably the story-
teller would have been well advised if he had suppressed the
first chapter which supposcs the end to have been reached.
Why not begin at the beginning ? In our wish to announce
this book for Christmas we cannot wait to study the plot ; but
we may reveal that the hero becomes a Member of Parliament,
and one of his speeches in the House is given. The non-political
parts are the best ; and the life and death of the good Irish
mother, Honor Moore, are described with true priestly
sympathy.

2. The Sins of Society. Words spoken by Father Bernard
Vaughan, of the Society of Jesus, in the Church of the Immaculate
Conception, Mayfair, during the Season, 1906. London : Kegan
Paul, Trench, Triibner & Co., Ltd. (Price 5s.)

Father Faber speaks somewhere of ‘‘ that energetically bad
portion of the world which in Scripture is called the world.”
Father Vaughan, in these famous sermons, denounces and bewails
the vices and sinful follies of a specially wretched set of this
world. It might be objected that the real offenders were not
there to be denounced ; but, as the course went on, they came in
crowds to receive their punishment ; and now, as a book, the
discourses will reach a far more numerous audience. Father
Vaughan has added a very interesting preface, and a still more
interesting epilogue. The last forty pages are filled with samples
of the public and private criticisms that the lectures provoked,
or evoked ; and these also, besides being very amusing, are useful
for the object which the earnest and courageous preacherjhad
at heart. His book is assured of a circulation very much beyond
the limit with which even very eloquent collections of sermons
are fain to be content. Fobe

3. Though not submitted to our judgment, we canmot
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refrain from expressing our admiration for the Christmas
numbers of the Weekly Press, of Christchurch, New Zealand,
and of the Weekly News, of Auckland, New Zealand. The
beautiful illustrations, many of them coloured, give one a high
opinion of the enterprize, skill, scenery, and prosperity of that
great country of the future. It is a comfort to think of the holy
convents at Dunedin, Timaru, and elsewhere, that have a share
in moulding the character of its people through the education
of its young womanhood.

5. Father Gallwey. A Sketch, with some Early Letters. By
his old pupil, Percy Fitzgerald, F.S.A. London: Burns and
Oates. (Price 2s.)

This is the first stone of the cairn that must be raised to the
memory of Father Peter Gallwey, S.]J. He was a holy man,
richly and variously gifted ; nay, he was a great man. Mr.
Percy Fitzgerald was one of his pupils at Stonyhurst. They
afterwards kept up for some years an interchange of letters.
About twenty of Father Gallwey’s are given in this little book,
all belonging to the Fifties. They are very interesting for those
who are already interested in the writer.

5. The most interesting pennyworth that the Dublin press
has issued for a long time is A Calendar of Irish Sasnis (Office of
the Irish Messenger of the Sacred Heart, 5 Great Denmark Street,
Dublin). It has been compiled with great care and industry
by the Rev. Andrew M‘Erlain, S.J. The same office has sent
out the tenth thousand of The Album of the Blessed Virgin, ten
beautiful photogravures of the most celebrated pictures of the
Madonna venerated at various shrines. A brief history of each
is added, together with a few suitable prayers. The whole,
with a pretty cover, is very cheap at threepence.

6. The Catholic Truth Society of Ireland (27 Lower Abbey
Street, Dublin), has published the late Monsignor Molloy’s
Lessons on the Catechism, admirably clear and sound, like every-
thing that he wrote. Only a penny though twice the ordinary
size. Two recent numbers of the same series are by Dr. Kelly,
Bishop of Ross—T'sllage, and The Practical Application of Chrss-
tiansty to the Lives of the Irish People of To-day. The Bishop of
Ross has long devoted his attention to these practical subjects,
and these small pamphlets will, please God, do an immense
amount of good among the people. Besides the admirable Catholsc
Truth Annual (price sixpence) with valuable papers by the
Bishop of Elphin, Dr. M‘Caffrey, of Maynooth, Canon Hogan,
and others, a penny booklet contains two extremely pathetic
sketches of Irish life, The Little Schoolmistress, and Annse Maggse,
by J. Rill. Is that the writer’s real name? He or she will be
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heard of. Mrs. Maher and Miss Grace Christmas also contribute
new stories to this popular series which appeals to an immense
audience.

8. Lady Gilbert’s new story, Our Sister Masste, which we
noticed last month, seems to be welcomed more warmly than
almost any of its predecesssors. Thus, the Pall Mall Gasetie
says: ‘“ A charming addition to those many books which Rosa
Mulholland (as she prefers to be called in the world of literature)
gives play to her fine Irish wit, her powers of character creation
and narrative, and her thoroughly womanly qualities.” The
Spectator : ‘“ An excellent specimen of that very agreeable
hybrid, the gift-book novel. . . . The catastrophe of the bog
slide is described with no little force, giving us a vivid picture
of what is one of the most distressing calamities in Ireland. . ..
It is an interesting little incident (when we remember that it is
to Lady Gilbert we are indebted for this charming story), that
one of the children finds an ancient gold ornament under the
peatin the island.”” The Standard : *‘ A very pretty and engaging
story . . . marked by much sympathy, delicacy of treatment,
and pathos.” The Ladses’ Field : ‘‘ The life of the family on
the wild west-coast island is described as only Rosa Mulholland
(Lady Gilbert) lover of Ireland, and friend of girlhood, can
describe it.” The Guardian : ““ An exceedingly pleasant and
picturesque story. . . . May be heartily commended.” The
Christian World : “ One of the most charming stories that Rosa
Mutholland (Lady Gilbert) has written. . . . An enviable spirit
of humorous philosophy. . . . Girls will rave about it, and elder
folk will find it well worth reading.”” The Manchester Guardsan :
‘ Rosa Mulholland knows how to keep up the interest of her
story with credible incident and bright dialogue. . . . Irish humour
and temper make the book lively reading.” The Publisher and
Bookseller : * There is a charm and tenderness about all Rosa
Mulholland’s (Lady Gilbert) work. . . . The pictures of Irish life
are excellent, while the author has a special gift of interesting
us in her characters individually.” The World : * Original and
pleasing . Maisie’s heavy task is described with sympathy
and slnll and vivid sketches of Irish country life lend picturesque
charm to a thoroughly well-written book.”

9. We have delayed too long our notice of the third number
of the Journal of the County Louth Archeological Socsety, which
is printed admirably by Mr. William Tempest, Dundalk. This
youngest of the antiquarian associations has in three years
done excellent work. and certainly deserves to be practically
encouraged by all who are interested in County Louth and its
antiquities. Part III. of the Jowrmal consists of a hundred
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. pages—papers by Sir Henry Bellingham, Rev. T. Gogarty, C.C.,
and others, especially the indefatigable Secretary, Mr. Henry
Morris—illustrated by twenty-four pictures. Better paper or
printing could not be desired ; and the whole publication reflects
great credit on the local printers and all concerned in its pro-
duction. The price is half-a-crown.

10. The Ulster Jowurnal of Archeology (M‘Caw, Stevenson,
and Orr, Ltd. ; price 1s.), has reached Part IV. of its twelfth
volume. It is the longest established of the antiquarian serials.
and is kept up with great spirit under the editorship of Mr.
Francis Joseph Bigger, M.R.ILA. A complete series of its
volumes will be invaluable for Irish students hereafter.

11. Two Angel Tales, by Father Faber, are very attractively
reprinted by Messrs. Burns and Oates, in a fashion which will
captivate young readers, especially when helped by Mr.
Symington’s clever illustrations. The little book from which
these stories are taken was, perhaps, Father Faber’s least suc-
cessful piece of work.

13. Mary in the Gospels. Lectures on the History of Our
Blessed Lady as recorded by the Evangelisis. By the Very Rev.
J. Spencer Northcote, D.D. London: Burns and Oates.
(Price 3s. 64.)

A revised edition of an excellent work published exactly
‘ twice twenty golden years ago,” when public attention had
just been strongly drawn to the subject of the Blessed Virgin’s
place in Christianity by Dr. Newman’s famous answer to
Pusey’s miscalled Esremicon. This reprint is admirably
produced.

13. Tyburn Conferences : Oxford, Douay, Tyburn. Delivered
at Tyburn Convent by Dom Bede Camm, O.S.B. London
Burns and Oates. (Price 2s. 6d.)

This is a very interesting account of the English Martyrs
of the Reformation period. ‘ Tyburn was the scene of their
triumph, as Oxford had been of their call, and Douay of their
training.”” Father Camm makes very effective use of the
poetry of Francis Thompson whom he calls our modern Crashaw.
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AN INCIDENT IN THE LATEST FRENCH
REVOLUTION

HE country of Bossuet and St. Vincent de Paul has gone
through many revolutions. The first of them began
earlier than the Quatrevingt Neuf of the eighteenth cen-

tury ; and the latest is going on at present. It will not be the
last. We, Catholics of Ireland, do not take half enough interest
inithe troubles of the Church in France. This is partly the fault
of the newspapers. Foreign news especially, for the most part,
comes to us through poisoned mediums; the ordinary Press
agencies are manipulated by persons who are prejudiced
against the Catholic Church and in favour of the Free-
masons and infidels who control at present the political
des inies of France. For instance, the Paris correspon-
dent of the journal that used to be considered the head of
the world’s Press, is a Jew, who shows his bitter enmity to
Catholicity in every paragraph. He sometimes unwittingly
refutes his own statements, as in his account of the expulsion
of the Archbishop of Paris from his abode. We are glad to have
a description of that memorable scene from an eye-witness. Miss
M. C. Keogh has placed at our disposal the following account of
what she herself saw. Turning out bishops and priests from
their homes—robbing them of the pittance which had been
allowed as a miserable compensation for the confiscated endow-
ments which the piety of the faithful had bestowed on the Church
—every sort of injury and insult heaped on the representatives of
religion ; and M. Briand with brutal cynicism says that they
will carefully abstain from the most distant approach to per-
secution! If they wanted to.persecute, what would they do ?
Vor. xxxv.—No 404. . F
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Was it in this manner that Gladstone disestablished the Pro-
testant Church in Ireland ? No sincere, religious-minded
Protestant could, if properly informed of what is going on in
France, feel anything but abhorrence for the hypocritical
irreligious men who are there doing the work of the Prince of
Darkness.

* * * * *

Monday, the 17th December, 1906, will not easily be for-
gotten by those who witnessed the expulsion of Cardinal Richard
from his palace in the Rue de Grenelle, Paris. It is a day which
has left its indelible mark upon the pages of history.

We awoke with a sense of suppressed excitement, and it was
with a feeling of expectancy—of we knew not what—that we
wended our way at noon along the spacious boulevards, until
we reached the narrowing streets that lead to the Archevéché.
The Rue de Grenelle is a long, winding thoroughfare, and at one
end there stands a large barrack. Groups of police were standing
round its doors, and in the courtyard we noticed a regiment of
dragoons drawn up in readiness for anything that might be
required of them. Otherwise, the street maintained its usual
aspect ; everything appeared quite normal until we came some-
what near to the centre on which all our thoughts were fixed.
Then we noticed that people were hurrying on with quick steps
and that their number was increasing every moment. The
traffic grew thicker as cabs and carriages sped quickly past,
filled with eager occupants, and it became more and more
difficult to pursue our course. There was no noise save the
sound of horses’ feet, and the pattering footsteps of the mul-
titude that accumulated from every point that converged upon
the Rue de Grenelle. No one spoke aloud ; everyone conversed
in low tones. It was as if some dire calamity had already
happened, and people held their breath with surprise and shock.

But when we arrived in front of the vast portals of the
Archiepiscopal palace all was changed. There was a crowd that
stretched from side to side of the street, talking loudly and
pressing close to the great doors that still remained closed ; and
here, from every window, leaned out men and women, gesticu-
lating and manifesting every sign of interest and enthusiasm.

Having arrived early, we managed to push our way near the
entrance and congratulated ourselves upon a fair chance of being
among the first to enter the courtyard when the time came for
admittance. As we heard the bolts withdrawn, the crowd
pressed closer round us, and then fell back with a murmur of
disappointment as a loud voice proclaimed that those only
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would be admitted who could present their visiting card. There
was a predicament ! Of course our visiting cards were safely
locked up in our rooms! But a kindly acquaintance, a French-
woman, bade us keep up a bold front and pass in with herfas of
her party—she having had the forethought to bring the required
card. So all went well. *‘ Passez, Mesdames '—and we were
safely over the border!

We breathed freely once more and made haste to take up
a good position near the steps of the spacious building}which
had been the home of Cardinal Richard for thirty years. It
stands at the furthest end of the courtyard; to the right are
the stables, and to the left the servants’ apartments. Drawn
up outside these, there stood the small brougham and single
black horse destined to convey his Eminence to the house of
Baron Denys-Cochin, who so nobly offered hospitality to the
aged victim of renegade sons.

It was not yet one o'clock, and we waited in the courtyard
for three-quarters of an hour before the supreme moment arrived.
Every instant the crowd grew thicker and thicker, until at last
one dense mass of heads alone could be seen, and it was with
great difficulty that a path was kept clear in the centre, through
which the deputies and priests who had the right of entry into
the palace, could proceed. It was also with immense difficulty
that we kept our own places, but as yet the crowd was a quiet
one. No movement had begun, all eyes being fixed upon the
door with expectancy. At length it opened, and there was a
quick, simultaneous move forward. But no, it was not the one
we looked for, but a priest who came out and solemnly held up
a small crucifix, black, with the figure in brass.

One moment’s hush a feeling of choking in our throat and
a sensation that will endure for ever !

Then with one voice that vast assembly burst into a solemn
chant, keeping together as one man, the cadences rising, falling,
and rising again with the strictest rhythm and regularity. There
was no mistaking the words—it was a manifestation and pro-
testation of faith as set forth in the Credo. At the words:
Et unam sanctasm Ecclesiam, Apostolicam et Catholicam, the
voices rose to such a degree of intensity as almost rent the air.
There bad been no rebearsal, and there could be no doubt that
that vast throng was unanimous in faith, in feeling, and in
devotion.

At the final Amen there was a momentary pause, the crucifix
remained held aloft, and for the following half-hour the hand
that held it never lowered for an instant. Then a voice cried
from one of the windows, where several of the clergy could be
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seen : ‘“ Vive Pie Dix,” and the assembly gave it back with
thunderous echo: “ Vive Pse Dsx.”” Again came the voice :
“ Vive le Cardinal” ; again the deafening echo: * Vive le Car-
dinal. A bas les framagons.”” A feeling of excitement began to
quiver through us when, as if by inspiration, a soprano voice
began the first strains of the beautiful French Canticle : “ Nous
‘voulons Dseu,” which was taken up by all.

Nous voulons Dieu | Vierge Marie,
Préte 'oreille 2 nos accents ;

Nous t'implorons, Mére chérie,

Viens au secours de tes enfants.
Bénis, O tendre Mére,

Ce cri de notre foi:

Nous voulons Dieu, c’est notre Pere;
Nous voulons Dieu, c’est notre Roi |

For the remainder of the time this programme was carried
out, unrehearsed and entirely spontaneous. Canticle followed
canticle, with alternate cheers for the Pope and the Cardinal.
In the present crisis and at that particular moment, one special
canticle seemed to us extremely touching.

Pitié, mon Dieu |l c'est pour notre patrie
Que nous prions aa pied de cet autel;
Voyez gémir notre France chérie
Qui vous implore en regardant le ciel.
Diea de clémence,
O Dieu Sauveur;
Sauvez, sauvez la France;
Par votre Sacré Cceur.

Sauvez la France! A cry of distress from the oppressed
which must surely be answered in God’s own good time.

But the moment arrived when the Cardinal’s brougham
was seen slowly approaching the steps, and we were forced back
upon each other and then hurled forward again as a band of
gentlemen pushed their way to the front with many apologies,
but with determination, bent upon removing the horse and
taking its place to draw their beloved prelate to his new abode.
Loud cries of ‘‘ Délelez le cheval,”’ were heard on all sides, and
in a moment it was done. All was in readiness for his Eminence ;
then there was a hush of expectancy, followed by : “ 4 genoux,
& gemoux,” as the bent, aged, feeble figure of the Cardinal stood
upon the steps and in almost inaudible tones pronounced his
benediction.

It is impossible 1o describe the scene that followed when the
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shafts were turned, the wheels began to move, and those who
drew the carriage (among whom we afterwards heard were
General Charette, an Admiral of the French Fleet, and many
others in eminent positions) forced their burden through the
dense mass of men and women whose enthusiasm mounted to
the highest pitch. For ourselves, we were wedged in and
carried forward, how we knew not, till we found ourselves again
in the street, trying to adjust our garments and feeling thatjwe
must have left some remnants behind. Here we found a little
breathing space, and it was quite beyond our strength to push
into the crowd again. And we had no wish to do so. We had
seen France disgraced ; we had seen the shield of the ‘' Kingdom
of Mary "’—the land of her favour—blotted and stained by this
last cruel insult of her sons.
We lingered to look back into the now deserted courtyard,
and witnessed the final incident. The concterge came forward
to close the great doors, and as he let the heavy bolts fall into
their grooves his tears ran down his cheeks and fell upon the
ground. Rather would he have seen the remains of his beloved
master carried through those portals to their last resting-place,
than have closed them on him thus. Before he shot the last
bolt, we took his hand and shook it warmly in mute sympathy ;
then turned away with heavy hearts and retraced our steps in
silence.
M. C. KEoGH. 4|

FROM MARTIAL

Cuy mnon mitlo meos 1ibi, Pontsliane, libellos ?
Ne mshs tu mittas, Pontslsane, tuos.

Why do I not my books, Pontilian, send ?
Lest you in turn should send me yours, dear friend.
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‘COMING BACK

WHEN Death took one away from me
! i Of all the world most dear,
I would not have my babies three
The cruel truth to hear.
And so to them I'd softly say,
Lest little hearts should mourn,
* Daddy will come some other day,
In Spring he will return.”

Oh, little guessed I how poor words,
Told with a tender art,

Would prove so many piercing swords,
To wound an aching heart;

That every day through all the year

+ 4> Young eyes the door would watch—

Is that his foot upon the stair ?

.+ His hand upon the latch ?

His books and papers they lay by
With jealous, loving care ;

But why should Mother sit and cry
Beside an empty chair ?

All that may hap of good and right
They must to Daddy tell ;

And still each morning and each night
They pray he may get well.

Each bud that in the garden blows
Wee fingers will not pull ;

It must remain till Daddy knows
Its beauty wonderful !

Oh, little guessed I poor words, born
Of mother-love profound,

Would sharper prove than any thorn
My bleeding heart to wound !

Nora TyYNAN O’'MaHONY.
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SHADOW AND SUBSTANCE

'HE world has seen the rise of many a good movement in
the right direction ; it may be doubted if it ever beheld
one such sign of progress that was not accompanied by

its caricature. Just as no man can walk in the sunshine without
the companionship of his own shadow—elongated and deformed,
made fantastical and grotesque—so no effort after right-thinking
and rational living can progress without being associated with
some monstrous imitation.

Without dwelling upon the abundant historical examples
of these dual movements—the Christian and pagan revival of
arts and letters in the fifteenth century, the Catholic and Pro-
testant Reformations of the sixteenth, the Catholic and Jan-
senist movements of the seventeenth, the double character of
the French Revolution in the eighteenth—let us come down to
times that are not very remote from our own.

The nineteenth century was crowded with renascences and
revivals of various sorts. Prophet after prophet arose with his
special message ; leader after leader attempted to start a move-
ment which he had the temerity to regard as new. To him,
perhaps, and to the Protestant public he addressed, the idea may
indeed have seemed original ; but it may safely be asserted
that wherever the purport of the message was worthy and good,
it was always as old as Christianity. In other words, its age was
that of the Catholic Church.

Catholics smiled and rubbed their eyes when the prophet of
Chelsea began to deliver his message. To them the Gospel of
Work taught no new creed. With a Divine Founder who spent
nearly the whole of his earthly life in a carpenter’s shop ; with
apostles who were fishermen, tax-collectors, tent-makers, and
what not ; with hermits and monks and priests who by the labour
of head and hand brought about the civilization of the world ;
with nearly every beautiful building in Christendom as an
evidence not merely of labour, but of art and skill that will
never be exceeded, perhaps not even approached, as long as
the world shall last ; with the teeming treasures of its libraries
and the priceless triumphs of its preservation of Greek and Latin
literature ; with all these and more than we could recount
through the long hours of a June day, what message had Thomas
Carlyle for us ?

Not that we carp at, or despise, his efforts for good. To indi-
viduals, even among ourselves, his preaching may have been
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helpful. But he taught us nothing new. He only emphasized
the Master’s words—Work whsle st s called day : the night cometh
when no man can work. In so far as Carlyle"enunciated the
nobility of work, the dignity of labour, the merit of strenuous
endeavour, he was preaching Catholic doctrine. A hide-bound
Protestant country may have had need of him ; it is certair. that
it wanted some of his contemporaries. “

England’s need of John Ruskin was a crying one. His
gospel was a complex, sometimes a contradictory one ; but}he,
too, had picked up some fragments of Catholic teachmg, and
determined that his countrymen should have the benefit of them.
He rightly declared that the Puritan dread of beauty in form
and colour was a condemnable heresy. He said truly enough
that to his countrymen ugliness had become a religion, white-
wash a fetish, gloom a superstition. In so many words he
roundly asserted that ‘‘ the Bible superstitiously read became
the authority for every error and heresy and cruelty.” He
agreed with Coleridge who did not scruple to accuse the Bible
Society of propagating, instead of the old idolatry, a new
bibliolatry.

Ruskin vowed that the * not enjoying the beauty of things *’
went much deeper than mere blindness. * It is a form of antago-
nism, and is esentially Satanic. A most strange form of demon-
ology in otherwise good people.” He forgot—he often did
forget—with whom he was dealing. He forgot that he was
speaking to a nation of buyers and sellers—to men who were
badly educated and cultured scarcely at all—to men who read
newspapers and dealt out sugar or cotton or gold ; to men who,
according to Thackeray, had less knowledge of art than has a
French shoe-black. He forgot that, while all men may be taught
to read and figure, only a certain number can ever be cultivated.
To such men his gospel was new and strange, and he had not the
prudence to be patient with these good but wooden people,
whose paradise was made up of an easy chair, a bottle of port
and a daily paper.

Yet in spite of his eccentricities and exaggerations and
explosions, Ruskin left an enduring mark upon his country and
upon his age. And he did this because he had firmly gripped one
or two big principles of Catholic ethics. His own heresies were
manifold and manifest ; but he contrived to strike a deadly blow
at the lingering Manicheism of the Puritan. He made stupid
people ashamed of their stupidity ; he made the lovers of ugliness
ashamed of their grossness; he forced men to admit that life
contained grander possibilities than thepiggish ease of a retired
banker or shopkeeper.
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Unhappily, the caricature of a movement is sometimes so
grotesque as to bring the praiseworthy movement itself into
contempt. Already there are signs that a few silly people are
mistaking the shadow of the simple life movement for its sub-
stance.

The fashionable gospel of the day is certainly not that of
Simplicity. Whatever caricature of the simple life is taken up
by the frivolous and the smart will always remain a caricature.
That wise and witty American poet, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
anticipated the travesty long years before the modern movement
in favour of plain living and high thinking had made itself a name.

Little I ask ; my wants are few ;
1 only wish a hut of stone,

(A very plasn brown stone will do),
That I may call my own:

And close at hand is such a one,

In yonder street that fronts the sun.

Plain food is quite enough for me ;
Three courses are as good as ten :
1f Nature can subsist on three,
Thank Heaven for three. Amen !
1 always thought cold victual nice :
My choice would be vanilla ice.

And so on, for many exquisitely ironical stanzas.

So crying is the need for something less artificial in dress,
in furniture, and in food, that the caricature of simplicity, with
which we are threatened, is quite as much to be feared as was
the loathsome worship of blue china and peacock’s feathers that,
not so many years ago, filled us all with disgust. Happily such
a mockery of an actual art movement, and one that is growing
stronger every year, did not deserve to be taken seriously, and
was scarcely worth the elaborate satire so freely and fittingly
bestowed upon it. So, too, this mere aping of simplicity needs
only to be looked upon as the grotesque shadow of a very real
movement in order to be despised as it deserves.

The longer we live in this world, the more we realize how
few people comparatively ever learn to distinguish between
shadow and substance ; how very few see the difference between
a movement that makes entirely for the well-being of mankind,
and one that is merely a passing fancy or the silly fad of a coterie.
Welaugh at the pseudo-shepherds and shepherdesses of Watteau ;
they are not so ridiculous as the fashionable folk who for a
few nights in the summer elect to play bridge in an expensively
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furnished cottage in the country, and then persuade themselves
that they are leading the Simple Life.

“ But,” you ask me, ‘‘ is it a fact that any people who are not
really poor are at the present time proving themselves disciples
of simplicity ?” To this I should like to answer, “ Yes, many
hundreds ”’ ; and certainly, if I included monks and nuns and
religious men and women, I might say fhowsands. But very
plausibly you will answer that of course men and women who are
bound to poverty are leading the simple life ; it is a necessary
part of their profession. Doubtless it is; yet I want you to
realize the fact that the lives of those who give themselves to
Religion are severely and consistently simple.

Yet putting entirely aside those who are living under vow,
there is evidence enough abroad that among many who were
gently born and bred, and brought up in a certain measure of
luxury, there is a decided tendency{towards a course of action
that cuts off superfluities, and that is more concerned for the
things of the mind than for those of the body. That really
great men should be haters of luxury is what we look for. We
expect the peer to be simpler than the multi-millionaire. We
are never surprised when we find that numbers of the aristocracy,
whether that of birth or (a much greater matter) that of intellect,
often show a fine disregard for what they eat and drink and for
what they put on. We even look for it, I say, and in a sense
demand it of them. Yet it never seems to enter the heads of
the multitude that really great men are simple in their habits—
just because they realize, more than little men can do, the folly
and the hurtfulness of extravagance.

Davip BEARNE, S.].

FROM ST. FRANCIS

E tanto sl ben che aspetto
Che ogns pena ms par diletio.

I hope to gain
So great a treasure
That every pain
Seems now a pleasure.
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LITTLE MARY CASSIDY

F you were a stranger in the place and to ask where Mrs.
Cassidy lived, theﬁrstthmgthey’dsaytoyouwouldbe
“Is it Ma:y Cassidy’s mother you're looking for ? Well,

now then, you're not far off. Do you see the top of the road
beyond? Turn to the right, and the cottage in the trees, that's
where she lives.”

And when you followed the directions, the exterior charm
prepared you for a peaceful and happy home.

Humble it was. Oh, very humble. Just a little cottage ;
very tiny, but everything spotlessly white and clean. The
little garden in front ablaze with flowers, and the inside, com-
fortable, tidy, neat; you knew at once that industry and fru-
gality reigned supreme. Ah! the dresser with its ambitious
show of china and ware ; the religious pictures on the walls ;
the hearth well swept, with the cat and her kittens playing
and purring before the fire, getting all the value they could out
of life ; all spoke to you of the kindly hearts of the dwellers
beneath that roof.

Sure enough! Little Mary Cassidy, daughter of a good
widowed mother. There were lines of care in that mother’s
face : she had known sorrow and trouble—what mother does
not >—but she had borne a brave heart and faced the world
with a smile, and that world respected her, for it saw her despise
the sdlagone and the repining, and setting to work with industry
to earn her own living.

And then, ah, thank God, there was the wee girl ; the won-
derful, dark-eyed, curly-headed, little Mary! And when you
mentioned the name of little Mary Cassidy, "tis then you'd hear
the chorus of praise.

Why, even when she was but a child going to the convent
school, they’d tell you, she would stop on her way to the chapel,
in the beautiful month of May, when the hedges teemed with
delicious hawthorn and the birds sang in the very ecstasy of
being alive at all, and lay a little bunch of flowers plucked by
herself, at the feet of that beautiful Lady, upon whose features
she would gaze with childish delight.

And the poor blind man at the end of the road! He could
tell you, how he knew the pattering of the little feet as they
came along, and a childish figure would stand before him, the
while he looked at her with those dark, sad eyes that seemed
to see nothing—ah, but they did! That marvellous knowledge
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of the blind told him that a child stood near him ; he knew she
had wonderful dark eyes and curly hair; he heard her say,
‘ Poor man, take some of my lunch. ’Tis a lovely day ; good-
bye, poor man.” He knew all this, nay more ; he saw, for all
the lack of his earthly sight, right up to God’s throne, and he
saw the glory and the joy of that heavenly vision, and from
his heart went up that prayer, ‘ Dear God ! this child has done
this for me, whom you have deprived of sight. Don’t let
her ever lose herself on the road of life !

And the blind man’s dog knew her, and, when she came in sight,
how he would jump and frisk, and seem to speak to his master,
as much as to say, ‘‘ Master, she’s coming! You can’t see her,
but I do, and she’s a regular angel ! ”

No one would have been surprised if a pair of wings had
sprouted out and Mary had gone off in the clouds! But she was
quite unconscious, beautifully, sweetly unconscious. Happy
as the day was long ; happy when the sun shone, and happy if
the rain fell. :

And so childhood passed, and that enchanting period of
girlhood arrived when the beautiful soul is making its influence
felt, and in its marvellous power of attraction draws other souls
towards it. That beautiful period when graces of mind and
person exist with an unconsciousness at once bewildering and
delightful ; and for that period, which leads up to womanhood
with its graver duties and responsibilities, little Mary was well
prepared.

Sorrow and trouble had strengthened her character and taught
her that in the battle of life there must be no grumbling, no
whining, no repining. Her soul and heart rejoiced in the bril-
liant, sunshiny days, and she resolved she would make no
exception on those days when the clouds lowered, black
and dull ; when the rain fell and everything seemed to be out
of joint.

She loved music ; and where is the Irish heart that does not
throb and pulsate when touched by the magic sounds, be they
grave or gay, melancholy or wildly fantastic, revealing in their
wonderfully varied cadences the wonderful, many-sided phases
of the Irish character ?

And she loved reading, and one day she saw somewhere a
wonderful quotation : ‘“ Oh, beautiful God of a beautiful world,
let me make someone laugh to-day!’’ Over and over again
she repeated the words. Was there ever such a magnificent idea !
And it seemed so great that every morning after her first thanks-
giving for being alive at all, when myriads of others were stricken
down with sickness, sadness and disease, her next aspiration
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was this strange utterance which had caught her eye, in one of
those (as they seem to us) chance moments.

‘* Oh, beautiful God of a beautiful world, let me make some
one laugh to-day !’ Why, the very thought seemed to her to
embody all the philosophy of the ancients and the great teaching
of the saints.

To make others happy! To forget oneself in the joys and
sorrows of others! To hear someone say, ‘“ Well, it has done
me good to meet you this morning ! ’—or, someone else remark,
“ Well, I didn’t think I'd laugh to-day! What a way you have
with you, to be sure!”’

Black days! There were going to be no more! That
was a bold undertaking, but little Mary Cassidy was simply
tremendous in her will-power.

Yet, these thoughts were but passing in her mind as she
went about the house engaged in those duties which filled up
the day ; as she went up to the little chapel to Mass in the morn-
ing, or when she went to see her favourite nun at the convent
to let her see she was not forgotten by her former little pupil,
now grown into such a fascinating, delightful girl.

All the time the chief charm was the unconsciousness that
surrounded her every movement ; the looks, glances, words that
suggested so beautiful and happy a heart and soul.

Little Mary Cassidy never thought of herself. If the rain
fell in torrents, she went out just as happy and contented as if
the day were ablaze with sunshine. Where she was, there
was the sunshine; you seemed to hear but one word:
“ Everything goes right when little Mary Cassidy puts in an

ce l ”

Time went on ; it doesn’t be long passing, glory be to God !
and that moment arrived, as it arrives in the life of almost every
man and woman, when Mary's heart, sweet, good, true, beautiful,
began to assert its existence. Not in thumps, wildly or madly
—you’d say that was the result of taking too much tea I—but
in a sudden awakening to the fact that Johnnie Morrissey was
something more than the playmate of her childish days and the
constant companion of her later years. The glance which accom-
panied the offering of a little flower one evening told all. That
glance, more eloquent than any words, more expressive than
volumes ! Johnnie loved her, and she—? Ah, tender, sweet,
faithful heart, how shy and trembling you are! You fear to
let yourself go, ever so little ; you tremble at the mere idea of
your delicate secret being guessed even ever so remotely.

Little Mary Cassidy ! Sure her heart betrayed itself in every
glance, even though her tongue refused to speak. And Johnnie
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was a good boy and his people were comfortable, and all might
have gone on merrily but for one stumbling block.

. Johnnie was the gayest, most light-hearted boy you’d meet
in a day’s walk! His heart, good-natured, warm, affectionate,
simply carried him away, and he would stop at nothing to do a
kind turn for another. His cheerfulness was unbounded ; his
very presence banished gloom and depression.

So, he was very popular, though he never pandered to the
opinion of others, but held his own convictions in the face of
all comers ; and nothing in the place, from a dance at the cross
roads toa weddmg or christening, was complete, unless Johnnie
was present.

He never spared himself or thought of himself on the occa-
sion, and, bless you, though his bright eyes were admired and
his curly locks envied, he was simple and unspoiled, and would
be as attentive to poor old Mrs. Malone, who sat unnoticed in
the corner, as to the prettiest girl in the room.

All these small things were noticed by Mary, and stamped
Johnnie in her mind as possessing all the attributes and fine
feelings of the true gentleman. Thoughtful of others ; attentive
to the poor, the aged, the sad, the suffering ; entnrely forgetful
of himself, Johnnie stood out as a prominent, central figure ;
yet, he too, seemed quite unconscious, and would have laughed
if you told him that he was anything at all above the
ordinary !

It was that very unconsciousness that was the stumbling-
block. Others, with half his natural ability and good qualities,
would have made their way with far greater advantage to them-
selves ; for, surrounded by companions, who were irresistibly
attracted towards him, he fell into their way of conviviality.
Not all of a sudden. It was “ Johnnie, now, you must have
something for the road!” or * Nonsense, man, you're in a}big
heat ; take this, or you'll get your death ! *’ or the thousand and
one excuses which the modern ideas of society suggest to’ put
that enemy * in his mouth to steal away his brains!”

Johnnie did not notice the insidious advance and attacks
of the enemy. He was possessed of a magnificent physique,
and the open-air life, hard work, and exercise had preserved
him always in splendid form. Then the advances grew bolder,
more insistent, and Johnnie found, one day te his dismay,'that
his will-power was practically shattered, and himself, a slave,
hugging the chains with which he had fettered his soul. -

To struggle madly was his first impulse ; madly and wildly;
to tear his hair and feel despair enter his soul at the thought
that he had dragged himself down to such a miserable level !
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Toresolve! Ah, to resolve with splendid vigour, never again

to place himself within the power of this accursed demon; to
walk forth with head erect and heart bold and confident, and
that same evening to be brought home like a log by the false
friends who had drawn him into their wretched web.

And the mother who wept at his bedside! Good God!
The tears that mothers weep over the faces of the children for
whom they have fought so fierce a fight with death !

Ah! but there was another who wept—tears which came
from a soul torn with anguish. Little Mary Cassidy ! Bravely
she went about her daily duties, not wearing her heart upon
her sleeve ; concealing from the little world in which she moved
the anguish which rent her soul at seeing Johnnie, whose career
she had watched since his boyhood, thus deliberately trampling
under foot the prospect of a splendid manhood.

He seemed to avoid her now ; his heart smote him when he
saw her sweet face now overcast with anxiety ; something told
him that he was the cause of that anxiety.

She could not reproach him on the subject; her’s was a
nature, gentle, coaxing and alluring, and in that gentleness she
would make allowances for the weakness of his nature and the
temptations of his surroundings.

So in prayer for him she sought refuge from her sad thoughts.
One beautiful summer’s afternoon, coming along the country
road, she came face to face with Johnnie. Indeed he was not
looking well. Those features were sadly changed; the eyes
were dull ; the splendid healthy glow in the cheeks had 'dis-

Age and a bitter knowledge of the bitter things of
earth had set their seal on him.

But Mary’s heart gave a great bound. Here, perhaps, was
her chance to speak to him and win his noble soul back from
its sad wanderings. He held out his hand and greeted her
with a smile in which his former gaiety and his own settled
melancholy seemed to struggle for supremacy.

‘“ It's a long time, Mary,” said he, *‘ since I've seen you. How
are you at all, at all ? ”

** Indeed and indeed, Johnnie,” she replied, *‘ you’re a ter-
rible stranger entirely. Sure you have not crossed our door
for ever so long.”

“ Were you wishing to see me ? *’ he asked.

There was such a pleading tone in his voice, such a hunger in
his eyes. How sweet, how graceful, how good she was !

‘“Sure, Johnnie, you know there’s no one so welcome as

yourself, or no one——"
She faltered. He still held her hand. It was the storm of
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thoughts ! If she took him in charge, why, his whole life would
alter !

“ Do you care for me, Mary ? "

Ah, if he knew! She’d have faced poverty, hunger, starva-
tion for him and never murmured !

‘ Mary, alanna, don’t you know what I'd say to you ? Can’t
you guess ? I love you, dear, all these long years, but I never
thought you'd come to care for me. I know I've run off the

ath.”

P Was she listening to his voice, or where were her thoughts ?
Ah ! trembling heart that throbbed and throbbed and throbbed !
Listen, Mary, to that winning voice and don’t refuse him, and
then—in a flash her womanhood asserted itself. Poverty,
humble life, have no terrors for her ; but would he return again
to that straight path, or would he go from worse to worse, and
in his downward course would he drag her with him in spite of
all his prayers and all her efforts to influence him ?

‘ Johnnie, dear, sure you know I care for you, how much
only God knows ; sure you know no one else has my heart but
you. Ah, but how can I put you in my heart when in one terrible
moment you may banish yourself from it for ever ! ”

I know what you mean, Mary, asthore,”” His voice wassad ;
his look was hopeless. “ I've tried and battled ; then I think
sometimes if you would only take me in hands, all would be
right!”

Heart and mind are now battling. In one moment, resolu-
tion, strength, will-power may vanish.

‘ Johnnie, don’t think I'm speaking harshly. Sure weren’t
we boy and girl together ? Don’t we know each other all our
lives ? Isn’t it a weak thing to think of trusting to me or
placing dependence on a mere girl ? I should look to you for
strength, comfort, hope in the battle of life. You're a man,
you know, and that means everything that is great, strong and
noble ! ”’ :

That sweet, gentle creature never meant it, but, if she had
struck him across the face with a whip, it could not have made
him feel more keenly. He turned from her for a few moments
—to both it seemed an eternity. And in that brief space,
something wonderful had happened. Angel and devil had
fought a tremendous fight for this soul !

“ Mary,” he said, and, as she looked in his face, it was so
altered that her look was one of amazement. His eyesshone
with brilliant expression; his countenance had that joyful
expression of old, but now illumined with a new light, reflecting
the terrible struggle which had taken place within his soul. It
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spoke of sacrifice, a marvellous trampling on self, and a glorious
raising of that old self to a higher and nobler life.

‘“Mary, alanna, you're right. I am a man! My God! I'd
forgotten it all the time! You've reminded me, whilst I lay like
alog in the gutter! Will you trust me? You say, God bless
youlfor the words, you care for me—you love me. I love you,
Mary, I want you to be my wife. Give me a chance. Will you
wait ? Give me a year to prove to myself and to you that I'm
worthy of you, and as God is looking at us, I'll .come for you
then and we’ll start a new life together ! ”’

He stooped reverently, almost to the ground, and kissed
her hand, again and again, and in a moment was gone.

The next day the little village knew Johnnie no more.

Life nowadays is at such a rush that the most tremendous
events lose interest after a few days, and soon the gossips ceased
to speak of him. He was missed at the social gatherings ; his
songs were no longer heard, and his graceful figure no longer
seen’at the dances, but then things went on all the same. The
world gets on very well without us.

Gentle little Mary Cassidy took up the thread of her life,
and went on her daily duties, taking, if possible, a greater interest
in her work and resolving to look on the bright side of life with
renewed vigour and make all with whom she came in contact
happy for her existence.

The summer evenings closed in, and the wonderful autumn
with its wealth of glorious colour gave way to winter with its
snow, frost, and old customs of beautiful memory. Spring
came again with its promise of life and all that is hopeful, joyful
and delightful in existence ; and the beautiful summer came again,
and no news of Johnnie !

Afwoman’s heart is a strange puzzle. Little Mary Cassidy
loved this wayward youth with all the tenderness of her beautiful,
innocent heart, yet to no one would she reveal her secret. Some-
thing suggested to her that her good friend, Father John, the old
parish priest, would surely have some news, but she could never
screw, her courage to the point of asking. And so when they
met, their conversation was desultory, general, good- hmnoured

and no more.

Thelyear had passed and no letter or news. Mary was shy
and proud and,would not make enquiries from Johnnie’s mother.
And, if she onlylknew Johnnie’s mother had no news either.
Still, Mary remembered her favourite quotation, and no one
knew of the pain that gnawed at her heart ; to all she was as
of yore, * little Mary Cassidy.”

Passing along the road about half a mile from where she lived,

Vor. xxxv.—No. 404, )
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Mary noticed the preparations begun for building a new house ;
not too large, but compact, comfortable, and a fine strip of
ground ; just nicely off the road, with a lovely view all round.
As she had to pass nearly every other day, she began to take
an interest in the progress of the building, and watch the finishing
touches to its comgletion. =]

John Lombard, the village carpenter, was putting up a pretty
porch one day as Mary passed. He took his pipe out of}his
mouth and raised his tattered cap—he was a great lady’s man
was Johnnie Lombard.—* Wouldn’t you like to see the new
house, Miss ? "’ said he. So, on the word Mary stepped inside
and surveyed the pretty little house. 'Twas very pretty !—
such a big kitchen with a window that looked out on the meadow,
and the other rooms equally nice.

“ It’s well placed,” said Johnnie Lombard, “ and ’twill make a
nice house.”

‘“ Who'’s coming to live in it ? ’ asked Mary.

‘ Faith, that’s a puzzle. Father John does be here every
day superintending. It wouldn’t at all surprise me if we were
getting a new parish priest, though ’tis myself would be sorry
if this good man went away from us!”

Not alone Lombard, the humble carpenter, but the whole
village would weep if their good, gentle pastor was removed.
Sure, everyone loved him, and wasn’t there one great conversion,
a man from the Black North, mind you, who walked into the
chapel one day by accident and saw him in the pulpit ; and ’twasa
no great sermon he was giving, nor a great exposition of doctrine
either, but something about him, his gentleness, his toleration,
his simple desire to win souls, brought the great True Light
to that chance onlooker’s heart and made him one of the best
Catholics in the place !

So now, no wonder there would be ullagoning if this good
priest would be moved.

The summer was well on, and Mary kept remembering the
words, “ Give me a year to prove to myself and to you that
I'm worthy of you.” How his look haunted her—that look of
transfiguration, that abasement of self, that resurrection from
the ashes!

“Give me a year!” The year had passed, and another
half, and no word, sign, or token. Ah1! he couldn’t have fallen
back something told her in her heart of hearts; she knew he
would be true to that promise. Perhaps he was ill or dead!
Though pain gripped her heart at the thought, she would not
believe it ; she knew that some manifestation would make itself
apparent if he had passed to that mysterious land from which
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there is no returning. And then her favourite thought came to
her aid. ‘'O beautiful God of a beautiful world, let me make
someone laugh to-day!” Yes, to-day was her birthday, and
whatever thoughts might be in her heart, to none would she
show that sadness had taken up its abode there; she would
win hearts with her brightest smiles and make all happy on this
most happy hay.

The summer’s day wore on ; she had visited the little church
to give grateful thanks for being alive and for being spared
another year ; and perhaps it was fancy, but she thought that
beautiful Virgin Mother looked with special tenderness towards
her. Yet, for herself she asked nothing. Tender, unselfish,
self-sacrificing little heart! And during the day little gifts
were coming ; simple, kindly remembrances from her former
classmates at school ; a little prayerbook from her favourite
nun ; a rosary from her faithful friend, Father John; a loving
embrace, a smile—and if she only knew it—tears !—from her
mother. And then, from Johnnie, who had always remembered
the great day, no token!

Ah, well ! though he had forgotten her, she was not forgetting
him, for each day she put a few flowers Lefore his picture, a
poor photograph taken by a travelling artist years ago.

"Twas going to be a charming little evening ; some of Mary’s
friends were coming to tea ; Father John promised to come down
for a while, and there was to be a home-made cake ; and if there
there was one thing that Mary prided herself on more than
another, it was the home-made cake. And there she was as
busy as a bee, with her sleeves tucked up, a new apron on, and
her face flushed with excitement.

The oven was in great form, and the flour was rolled, and cut
into strips, and such currants! The cat and her kittens knew
something great was in the air, for each had lovely blue ribbons
with little bells attached, and bless you, how they scampered
around, here, there and everywhere. Why, 'twas as good as a
play !

And now, the excitement is somewhat subdued; the cake
is put into the oven, and Mary feels she can rest and compose
herself before her guests arrive. She took a look at herself in
the glass, just to see if she were “ all right,” and sat for a few
moments looking into the fire and seeming to see all kinds of

Johnnie! Yes, his figure struggling with a torrent ; fighting
against tremendous odds ; now he sinks ; now he rises ; now he
has reached the land triumphant! Thank God! And as she
awakes from her reverie, the sound of a car is heard coming along

-
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the road ; bells are jangling; it stops a little way off ; there is
a quick manly step ; the door is pushed open.

) “« Mary ] »

‘“ Johnnie ! ”’

Before the cat had time to pull her kittens away to a place
of safety, there was Mary crying and laughing as if her heart
woul 1, break.

It couldn’t be true! This was never Johnnie; this hand-
some, gallant youth, with brilliant eyes. Ah, it was; the old
gay smile, the curly hair ; it was Johnnie come back to the new
life, after leaving all old associations behind.

s They sat before the fire for a while, hand in hand ; Johnnie
telling her of his terrible struggles in that great country; how
his resolution and dogged determination had befriended him
and brought him to success ; a triumph over himself and a great
stroke of luck in business which enabled him to come back and
settle down.

But that would depend on Mary. Her answer was assured ;
her'joy and pride at his courage, his valour, his determination;
her heart told her that this was the stuff that made heroes,
though perhaps they neither walked in armour or rode on dashing
steeds.

What a happy evening it was! Joy, contentment, simpli-
city, hope, love, reigned supreme. And what a triumph the
home-made cake! Father John said Mary had excelled herself.
How proud she looked, and how pretty! A woman’s heart;
a sweet, pure girl’s simplicity !

And Johnnie, proud, happy, the picture of health and robust
manhood ; the hair a trifle grey, the face strong, determined ;
lines that told of a fierce struggle with the demon ; a flash from
the eyes that told you that the demon had been vanquished.

And all the time, whilst the talk was going on, and the
cake was being eaten, and the teapot replenished over and over
again, there was the cat and her kittens and their blue ribbons
andjtheir little bells tinkling ; and they had caught the in-
fection too, for they played and ran, and tumbled over each
other, and behaved generally like a lot of children let out of
school.

Johnnie remained for a little after the rest of the company
had left, having received congratulations and welcomes galore.
He spoke to Mary of many things; of the past, now forgiven,
and_of the future, which was to be so happy for them. And
you may be sure her heart was happy, and her thanks went
up to the good ,God, when, as he left her, he handed her a birth-
day remembrance, and, opening it in her little room later,
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she found in a tiny box the sweetest little ring a girl’s eyes’ever
rested on. What happiness God sends even in this world !
How she fell on her knees in gratitude and joy for the hap-
piness which had come to her !

The next day broke with a glorious sun; the presage of
another joyous day. Mary was early astir, and after breakfast
Johnnie called, and Mary and he walked up the road.

There was never such a morning. The sun shone with bril-
liancy ; the trees were resplendent in their full foliage; the
birds sang their best ; Nature rejoiced and gave thanks to the
great Creator for His beneficence and mercy.

The happy pair walked up the road until they came in sight
of the newly built house.

“ Why, Mary, dear,” said Johnnie, * this is all new since I
was here.”

“ Yes,” replied Mary, “ all new, and I'm looking at it since
the commencement of the work.”

It was a pretty house. There were curtains on the windows,
and flowers in boxes, and the garden was laid out in pretty
flower-beds.

‘ Could we see inside the house ? ”’ said Johnnie.

The keys were with Lombard, the carpenter, so Johnnie
went off with his great swinging walk, and was back with the key
in a few moments.

He opened the door, and told Mary to enter. She clasped
her hands in surprise. Why, it was furnished and ready to
live in at a moment’s notice !

Such a pretty kitchen! And the parlour! And a little
piano, something like a piano in a doll’s house.

“’Tisn’t bad at all,” said Johnnie.

““ Bad,” said Mary. ‘ Sure 'tis a little palace! ’Tis a great
mystery altogether.”

They were now standing at the door, and Johnnie looked
down the road.

“ Do you think,” said Mary, ‘‘ that it could be for a new
parish priest ?

‘* What an innocent you are!’’ said Johnnie, still looking
down the road. ‘ That house was never meant for a parish
priest ! It’s my idea, it’s meant for some couple who are start-
ing off on the road of life like——"

‘* Johnnie ! ”’ said Mary, ‘ you don’t mean—"

** Ah, dear heart, can’t you guess ? It is for your dear self
and no one else. That's the year I asked you to wait. I pulled
myself together, alanna, and in that great big city I worked, I
slaved, I starved. No one knew but that good man, Father
John ; and I charged him solemnly to keep my secret. I wante
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to show you I was worthy to be called a man, and worthy to
come back and ask you to share my lot. Ah! dear heart,
shall I ever forget these terrible months, alone in a huge, seething
mass of people, more terrible to me in its awful solitude than
the Desert of Sahara ? In all that frightful trial, my religion
held me from sinking and going under. I thought of the sad
look on your face at our parting, and often I crept into a quiet
church in a quiet bye-street—a desert place surely—and there
prayed to that God, Who, I felt, was coming to help me, that
the demon should no longer have any hold over me, and hoped,
oh, with what hope, that I would be able to win back your smiles
again. Then a chance came! Work! And I worked and
gslaved. I had to do it then, but I did it with a will, and the
man I worked for was pleased, and he gave me a better post.
More work! More slaving! But a stroke of luck, arising out
of my own industry—later on, dear, I'll tell you all about it—
came along and put me out of thereach of poverty. Money, to
send home to the poor old mother, for herself and the boys and
girls ; money to send to Father John in thanksgiving for the
great turn things had taken ; money to get the nest ready for
the best and dearest little girl in the world ! ”

Mary was close to his heart now, silent ; yes, happy, happy !
There are moments on this earth when, poor and frail and sinful
asTwe are, God seems to give us an idea of the joys and hap-
piness He has in store for us.

tHappy! No words will come. Her heart throbbed ; her
one thought was thanksgiving, first of all for Johnnie’s mar-
vellous return, so improved, so changed for the better; then
to think that she had any part in this wonderful trransforma-
tion, and then love for this grand, dear fellow who in all his
struggles had kept the thought of her before his mind.

As their eyes met in a mutual confession of true love, the
gentle, kind face of Father John was seen at the garden gate.
This experienced student of the human heart knew that all
was right. He advanced towards them and extended a hand
to each.

““ God bless you both !”

Old in years but young in heart, his heart too was touched
at seeing the wonderful old story being enacted again under
such marvellous and beautiful circumstances.

‘ "Twas a great secret, Mary, but I keptit. And you thought
the house was for a new parish priest, did you ? I know I won’t
wear out my welcome. Please God, I hope to call often and
show you that I'll be one of the best friends to you, Johnnie,
and you, little Mary Cassidy ! "’

STEPHANIE DE MAISTRE.
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WOMAN AND CHILD

WE watched the sunset together—Sheila, and Conor and I; o
They were some few years wedded; she toyed with her)

__marriage ring.
Swiftly and sudden the sun leaped down through the western
sky,

Losing his poise in the heavens, as if God had severed the
string.

And the red orb plunged i in his wrath, and splashed all the sky
with flame ;
Scarlet paled into saffron ; and the pink to a hollow grey ;
Then on the crested battlements flambeaux ciphered God’s name,
Lighting the nuptials of night from the eyes of the dying day.

We watched the sunset in silence—the great waves fawned at
our feet ;
The lion-waves that are tamed in the hush of the parting eves,
For Nature is ever gentle, when night and the twilight greet ;
And labour leaveth his toils, and pleasure her garlands weaves.

And sudden a thought—that there on those ramparts crested
with fire,
Where Alp upon Alp arose from the fireseas hidden beneath,
In the deep cavernous valleys, crowding nigher and nigher,
In the mists of molten vapours, from where sea-cauldrons
seethe— i
Souls might linger and lean, for there of a surety *
Dross of earth and its soilure could find not a resting-place,
Great is the magic of fire—the giver of purity,
The angel who sifts and selects His souls 'fore the Godhead’s
face.

But this was a moment’s fancy ; so I turned to Conor and said :

‘“Now, Conor, you are a poet; you watch with the seer’s dark
eyes ;

And t.hmgs ‘that are drab to souls, whom the Muses have left

unwed,
Gleam with a new white light in the lightning of Love’s
emprise
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What saw you there in that sunset "’ He swiftly turned and
said :
(And I saw that his eyes were blind from the light of the
vanished sun),
““Thou hast said well,” he cried, “‘ as gold is more p:ecious than
lead,
Sight is better than faith, as deeds our thoughts outrun.

 And so surely as you have questioned, so surely did I see
Just as the lower are leaned on the wine-faced deep,
Up rose a woman’s form, full-poised and rigid in majesty,
Erect with gold-shod feet on the rim of the glittering
steep.

“ There she hovered and lingered, her white arms crossed on
her breast ;
Hesperus glittered and pierced through her vesture
diaphanous ;
She was a moment’s glint of flame against the daffodil west ;
And lo! as she vanished, she pointed a finger to God and
us.

* Then from the sunken sea arose the ramparts elysian,
Fiery but fading as dreams from the sweet, dark sleep of the
blest ;
Over the ramparts flickered the wraith of that holy vision,
Beckoned, faded, and vanished; then came the night and
mt'"

Once more we were hushed into silence. He turned to his wife
who smiled,
Not with the curved lip of scorn, but the pity of wondrous
love ;
¢ And, Sheila, what saw you ? By poesy unbeguiled,
You see not with eagle’s eyes, but with eyes of the brooding
dove.”

And Sheila whispered, and toyed with her seal-ring tremulously :
“ Love taketh a downward bias ; it filleth the wants of the
weak.
God seeketh the man, and the man seeketh the woman, and
she
Seeketh that which, when found, leaveth her nought to
seek,
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] saw a light from Heaven, from the zenith down to the
Like‘:;tiah'iarch’s ladder of old, which the feet of the angels
And atrt?dm:ning babe on the breast of the sun as he sank
Andghog:dtéep was a purfled cradle rocked by the hand of

Ah! sweet are the dreams of poets, fledgelings of Paradise !
Nursed by Eros and Psyche, and fed by the rosy Hours !

Sweet are the dreams that hover over the children’s eyes,
Before life’s wayward April dashes their Spring with showers.

Sweet are the day-dreams of maidens, sightlessly looking
afar :
For that which never hath been—for that which never shall
be ;
Sweet are the dreams of song-birds under the twilight star,
Startled from sleep by the echoes of their own melody.

Sweet are the dreams of night-flowers, nodding their drowsy
heads
Under the moon’s white glamour, as she treads with noiseless
feet
Her purple pathway in Heaven—sweet in their deep, dewy
beds ;

But of ali the dreams of the earth-born, a mother's dreams
are most sweet.

For, Lord, Thou art great in Thy Heavens—great in Thy love
and might,
Painting rose-coloured dawns for Thy waking children, and
eves
Flushed with the hues that lie wrapped in primordial light,
Or burst into prisms of colour, like a rose from its garden
leaves.

But never in that world of marvels Thy wondrous Will doth
make,
Rounded to ultimate worth, or unto perfection filed,
Hast Thou wrought deeper and truer for man'’s, or for Thy own
, sake, :
Than when in the dawn Thy fictile Hand fashioned the
Woman and Child.
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And I, in a glass, but darkly, pecceive the incip'ent page
Of Thy holy Book is emblazoned with the transcendent light
That streams from the star-crowned vision, treading the demon’s

rage,
And sh;dowed in far Revelations, like suns in a starlit
night.

Human, we follow the human to strain towards the Divine ;
The earth-spirit reaches to spirit by earthly love beguiled :
Nay, shall we do Thee dishonour, if we pass from the splendours

of Thine,
. And rest our aching eyes on the face of the WoMaN AND
CHILD ?
P. A. S

THE SPANISH ADVENTURERS

INGSLEY'’S Westward Ho ! and novels of a like stamp
have made us familiar with the Spanish adventurer of
the sixteenth century, as seen by English eyes. But

like so many portraits of men of a nationality alien to that of
the writer,’the picture is painted all in dark tints.

We know the type well. His mental characteristics are a
greedy lust of gold, a lust almost as strong for cruelty, and an
overweening and fantastic pride. His skin is very dark, he
wears a small pointed beard, and his black piercing eyes almost
meet across the bridge of his nose. There is some truth in all
this, but it has its bright side.

§It is a wonder that the good in the Spanish adventurers in
the New World was as pronounced as it undoubtedly was, for
many of the bravest, and in some respects noblest of the men
who went forth from their own land to conquer fresh worlds:
for Jtheir sovereign, were, by their birth, outcasts of society.
From their childhood all men’s hands were against them, and
they had never known a good parent’s fostering affection,
Others came of noble, but wretchedly, poor Castilian families,
Their few ancient retainers had filled their minds with tales of
the family’s former grandeur, and of the bravery and prowess
of their forebears. From babyhood, one might say, they longed
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for riches to restore the ancient glories of their house, and for
an opportunity to carry on the chivalric annals of the race, by
theirideeds of daring.

When, with the discovery and gradual opening up of the
New World, the opportunity came far beyond their wildest
dreams, of carving out their own fortunes, it is greatly to their
credit that they set out with patriotic ambition greater than
private interest, and with religious zeal stronger than either.
They went to conquer new worlds, not only for an earthly, but
for a Heavenly King. They carried the standard of the Cross,
and with the curious inconsistency of the Middle Ages, while
often violating the precepts of their own religion, they longed
to bring the heathen under its beneficent sway. They were
rude soldiers, and often very poor exponents of the pure and
tender teaching of our Lord; but they always brought mis-
sionaries with them, and prepared the way for civilization and
religion, better, some may venture to think, than religious
traders who barter Bibles and whisky for ivory and india-rubber.

Cortes, the great conqueror of Mexico, often, in the heat of
his zeal, perilled his own life, and the lives of his soldiers, in
destroying the idols of the fierce Aztecs to plant the Cross in
their stead.

Wrongheaded and cruel they often were, but at least they
were ready to lay down their lives for the faith that was in them ;
and for this, much should be forgiven them.

Their love of country was as strong as that of Drake or
Hawkins, and surely it is not more wrong to love the gold of
the Indian, and take it, than to thirst for that of the Spaniard,
and fight for it, and sometimes steal it. The fact that their
heroes have rosy cheeks and sturdy English limbs seems to
blind many an English writer to moral shortcomings.

As a rule, the Spaniards were true and loyal to each other,
though indeed to this there were notable exceptions.

About the time of the conquest of Peru, which began in
1525, a little band of adventurers crossed the Andes. For
days they journeyed through regions of perpetual snow. Their

isions were exhausted, and around them there was nothing

to yield food. Their path was strewn with the bones of their

horses, which when they died of privation were fallen upon

and devoured by the famished men. Above their heads hovered

a cloud of condors, great birds of prey, waiting till the exhausted

voyagers should afford them a like banquet. There were women

in the little band, who had followed their husbands even here.

One by one men and women dropped out to die, and in several
cases a comrade or a husband, willingly stayed and faced death
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in those awful wilds to cheer the dying moments of some loved
one.

There is another great instance of loyalty. In this case it
is to one left behind in Castile.

Ferdinand de Soto, the discoverer of the Mississippi, was of
a noble Castilian house, fallen into great poverty. A rich
hidalgo, Don Pedro de Avila, took a fancy to the handsome
chivalrous youth, and sent him to a Spanish university. When,
however, Ferdinand ventured to aspire to his daughter’s hand,
and when his love was returned by her, the father would not
hear of the match. He used his influence to obtain a captaincy
in Darien for the young man, hoping that in that land of unrest
he would meet his death. Events did not turn out as he wished,
for after fifteen years of adventure, De Soto returned a rich and
great man to his native country, and married his Isabella, who
had been equally constant. He brought his wife to America,
and there at the end in the great river he discovered, far from
his home, his soldiers sank his body, for fear the Indians might
profane his resting place. His last words to his followers were
to live faithful and true to one another, like brothers, and to
convert the Indians. .

As for bravery, the exploits of the Spaniards speak for
them. The conquerors of Mexico, Peru, and Guatemala, the
discoverers of the Pacific, of the great Mississippi, and of Florida,
were men, who, whatever their faults, had no lack of courage,
as even their enemies admit.

We do not wish to excuse or deny their faults; indeed, no
one could excuse the cruelty of which some of the Spaniards
showed themselves capable. One might, however, wonder why
the people under the fostering care of whose government slavery
grew apace and prospered, should always be the first to cast
the stone at cruelty and rapacity in others.

META BROWN.
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IRELAND A NOTE OF THE CHURCH

THE above title might be developed at considerable length,
and justified, we think, very fully from the vicissitudes of
Irish history and the present state of religion among the
Irish race at home and in all the regions over which it is scattered.
At present, however, this title is used only to introduce a striking
passage in the Catholic World, for September, 19o6. Mr.
A. M. F. Cole, whose name is unfamiliar to us, contributed to
that excellent New York Magazine, an extremely well written
and interesting article, entitled * The Expectation of the
Convert,” in which he (we have ventured to prefix ‘‘ Mr.” to the
writer’s signature) discusses the high ideal that certain converts
bring with them into the Church, and the degree to which this
ideal is realized. One of three such converts, talking together
on the subject, says that he has found all that they had expected
‘“ in a people who have kept the faith through persecution, and
keep it now through sacrifice.”” This turns out to be Ireland.
But, before we transcribe his description of what he found there,
we will cite witnesses in support of his opinion. Priscilla Beale,*
foundress of the Sisters of St. Louis in Ireland, came to Ireland
a Protestant. “ Happy exile!” she wrote afterwards. “ If I
had not come to Ireland, I might never have been a religious,
perhaps, not even a Catholic.”” *“ When I am asked,” wrote
Madame Belloc (Bessie Rayner Parkes), what it was that made
me a Catholic, I answer ‘ Ireland.’ ”’

To go back to the three converts and their expectations in
entering the Church: the writer of the article which we have
described is asked by his two friends to describe what he saw
in Ireland to realize his hopes of the practical influence of the
true faith. He answers :—

* There is too much; I can only cite random examples of
the whole. There, parents give their dearest and best children
to the Church and the cloister, and thank God for taking them ;
the rich give thousands to charity ; the poor share their last
crust with the poorer ; the churches are crowded at daily Mass ;
the oonfessionals and the altar rails are thronged with men and
women, rich and poor. Heroic virtue is preached from every

® A short sketch of her life has lately been issued from the office of
the Irish Messenger of the Sacred Heart, 5 Great Denmark Street, Dublin.
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pulpit as mere matter of course, and the people drink in the
teaching. The priests are just spiritual fathers: more or less
kind ; more or less holy ; but always parental in authority and
responsibility. The people regard them with filial reverence
and love. Drunkenness I have seen there occasionally, but
never the indecency or brutality associated with that vice here ;
the most drunken man will steady himself against a wall to
salute a passing priest or nun. Disorder and dirt I have seen
there, as here, in poor parts; but never have I found lack of
purity or of gentle manners. I saw a pauper lunatic, in her
death agony, clasping a crucifix in her hands. I saw a great,
silent crowd watching a burning house. I wondered at their
silence, till a red mass crashed down into the street, where
firemen worked splendidly. As it fell the arms of that great
crowd were upraised. ‘O Sacred Heart!’ came in one quick
cry from hundreds of voices. Then I understood their silence.
I saw polo played by the finest players in the world. My
companion pointed to the handsomest man and most dashing
player of all. ‘ That young fellow,’ he said, ‘ means to go into
a monastery next week.” In the streets I saw ragged, barefooted
children run to bend their knees before priest or nun, and murmur
‘God bless you.” In a church, at Mass, I saw a well-dressed,
elderly man, praying with arms and eyes uplifted, forgetful of
all but God. The utmost condemnation I heard there, when
no excusing was possible, was ‘God forgive him.” Of the
worst criminal I heard only ‘ God convert him.” Of the sinner
overtaken in sin, ‘ God help him.” In joy, or in sorrow, the
first ejaculation is ‘ Glory be to God!’ In the direst straits,
‘God is good.’” I told an old priest how the carmen, driving
full speed in crowded streets, and telling tales the while, never
passed a church without saluting the Blessed Sacrament. ‘ Yes,’
he said, ‘ and the gravest fault those men will generally have to
admit at confession will be * I said ‘ bad loock to ye!’ to the
beast.” ' Those people do not fear death, because they already
live in the spirit. They do not fear poverty, because they do
not value earthly things. Human they are ; passionate in love
and in anger; quick to laughter and to tears. But their
thoughts, words, and deeds, are saturated with Catholic faith
and charity.

‘1 paused, rather out of breath; but aware of how little
I had said of all there was to say.

‘“The man spoke: ‘And these are old Catholics! Not
converts like us ; fu'l of exaggerated expectation.’

“‘Was it exaggerated, after all?’, the woman asked,

thoughtfully.
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" ‘ Perhaps,’ he admitted, laughing a little, ‘ we did sometimes
forget that ‘‘ there’s a deal of human natur’ in man.” ’
‘* But I spoke of what I knew.
“ *Expect all you can of faith and charity, penetrating
human nature. Then go to my holy island. There you will
find something better than your expectation.’ ”’

IRELAND

TaE old church with green fields before it,
The ruin that stands all alone,
The Mass-path, the feet that went o’er it,
Now dust 'neath the weeds and rude stone,
The winds that come sighing and crying,
For Ireland and martyr and saint,
Who hunted had crept here, who dying
Had made no complaint.

But laid down their lives for the Master,
Nor deemed they did aught that was great,
Through the years and black night of disaster,
Of famine and hard, bitter fate ;
Oh'! I read but God’s love in the story,
His seal on her wrongs and her slain—
She was sealed with the marks of His glory,
His Passion and pain.

There is gladness to-day in the glowing

Of sunshine on hillside and vale,
There is music and joy in the flowing

Of waters that break through each dale,
There are voices that call as I linger,

That thrill me while eve is at hand,
That trace, as if traced with a finger,

The fate of my land.



THE IRISH MONTHLY

Christ blessed her that day when ascending
From Olivet's Mount to His Throne ;
For pain and for passion unending
He sealed her apart as His own ;
Her mandate was exile and danger—
Count the Altars she raised to her God,
Far and wide 'mid the lands of the stranger,
The hard paths she trod.

The brown bee has cells on her mountains,
Where her hermits’ soft feet used to pass;
Like wine are her streams and her fountains,
And greenest of green her rich grass ;
Of lands she’s the fairest, the saddest,
The oldest, the dearest, the best ;
Her skies are the softest and gladdest,
Her sweet hills are blest.

By thousands and thousands they’re sleeping,
Her martyrs uncounted, unknown,
In graveyard and ruin where, weeping,
The ivy keeps guard o’er each stone ;
And I kneel by their relics and love them,
And bless God that here was my birth,
For holy the clay that’s above them,
The dearest of earth.

She is fair in the long day of Summer,
But fairer a morning in Spring,
When swallow flies low—a newcomer—

And hedges with singing birds ring,
When the mists change to gold on her valleys,
And fragrant are woodland and lawn,
Where the wild flocks assemble like allies

For council at dawn.

She is planted abroad in the ocean—
A beacon to point to the skies ;
Round her shores are wild tumult and motion,
And voices of parting and sighs,
When her children sail out in the splendour,
The glory of youth and the grace.
Ah ! in exile they keep their hearts tender,
With_dreams of her face.
ALICE ESMONDE.
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TERENCE O’NEILL'S HEIRES
A STORY

CHAPTER XI

THE next day, all was rush, laughter and excitement at Rath-
kieran. The lazy and indifferent amongst Mrs. Arrowsmith’s
visitors (of whom there were several, in the fresh batch, that had
arrived from Dublin, in time for the ball), took things coolly
enough. But the young and gay in the house were full of energy
and worked merrily at the decorations and arrangements of the
drawing-rooms, library, ball-room, hall, and conservatory,
placing plants, screens and seats where it suited their
own particular taste and fancy. A good deal of time was,
needless to say, wasted in chatter and gossip. Endless argu-
ments and discussions kept back the work ; races up and down
through the old house ; games of hide and seek, in which Punch
and Lottie joined, with glad hearts and wild shrieks of delight,
interrupted it, and the progress was slow. But that was only
in the natural order of things, and, as they all seemed so per-
fectly happy, no one would have dreamed of stopping the fun.
The men of the party were for the most part absent all day.
Charles, John White, and a couple of friends were out hunting,
but Frank Richards, the Oxford undergraduate, and a few other
lively young fellows were in close attendance upon the ladies
from morning till night. Their gaiety added considerably to
the life and amusement, but rather hindered than helped the
work of decoration. Frank Richards was never far from Eliza-
beth, and the admiration he felt for her was visible in voice and
manner. It shone out of his frank, boyish eyes, and was plain
to everyone round him, except the girl herself. She genuinely
liked him, and listened with interest to his various stories of
Oxford, the life he led there, and all his hopes, aspirations, and
ambitions for the future. He was an only son, had a little
money of his own, and had made up his mind to go to the Bar.

““ So some day we'll hear of you as Lord Chancellor,” Eliza-
beth remarked gaily. ‘Fancy how proud I'll be to remember
how you held my nails, and handed me the hammer, when I
learn that you have taken your seat upon the Woolsack.

‘* Such a height I shall never reach,” he cried. * Nor do

Vor. xxxv.—No. 404. u
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my desires soar so high. But I hope less will satisfy you. I
hope you will be pleased and interested if—I get to be a K.C.”

“ Tobesure, Thatisa fine position,” Betty replied, stepping
back to survey her floral arrangements, with a critical eye. * To
a country damsel like me, it seems quite dazzling.”

“You don’t want to remain a country damsel always,
Miss O'Neill >

“Don’tI? I hardly know. I am so happy here, that I've
never thought about it. But I don’t really think I want to leave
Rathkieran, Mr. Richards.”

‘“ But you can’t stay here always. This sort of life can’t go
on,” he said earnestly. ‘‘ Why, the place doan t even belong
to the Arrowsmiths. They only rent it from——

“My uncle. Yes——" Betty sank on to a low chair, a
shadow falling across her happy eyes. ‘‘ And, of course, this
life can't go on—I know that. But,” turning towards him
with sudden impatience, ‘‘ you needn’t remind me of that. I
want to forget that things can ever change—and to be happy
as long as ever I can.”

“Oh! but you'll be happy. It would kill me if I thought
you would not be happy.”

Elizabeth looked up with a start.

“1 would not—could not be happy,” she said with grave
decision, “if I left Rathkieran. So,” smiling, as she moved
away from him, * I shall probably remain a rustic all the days
of my life. No!” raising her hand quickly, ““ don’t contradict
me. I'm agirl without an atom of ambition. To be with people
I love and who love me is the only thing I want or ask for in this
world. So I'd as soon be in the country as in the town.”

“Or in the town, if those  you love were near. 1 understand"
—his eyes upon her face, —* and I promise—"'

‘ Betty, Betty,” cried Lottie running up in haste, dragging
a long trail of ivy over the floor behind her. * Mother wants you
in the library, quick! Don’t keep her waiting, there’sa dear.”
And she dashed on, singing merrily, across the slippery parquet
floor.

Elizabeth dropped her hammer at once, and without a word
flew off to see what Mrs. Arrowsmith wanted.

Frank Richards looked after her with disconsolate eyes,
sighed heavily, and thrusting his hands into his pockets, strode
off into the billiard room, where he spent half an hour alone,
knocking the balls up and down the table.

* I nearly did for myself,” he grumbled. * Another moment
and I'd have asked her {to marry me—which would have spoilt
everything. She doesn't care a——and would have refused me
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right out. But she is an angel, with a heart of pure gold. I'll
bide my time—and then——Well, with any luck, I may get
her in time to say ‘Yes.’”

Upon a comfortable lounge, concealed from view by a tall,
graceful palm, Sybil Bindon had reclined for some time, well
content to watch, whilst the others made themselves hot and
untidy, in their energetic efforts at decorating the ball-room.
As she lay at her ease, her eyes followed Elizabeth, and young
Richards’ attentions to the girl filled her with excitement, and
pleased her exceedingly.

‘ Couldn’t be better,” she told herself. ‘‘ If the girl will only
not be an idiot. He’s a nice fellow, well-to-do, and of good
family. Oh, she takes to him kindly. If only Charles Arrow-
smith could see her ! He'd think less of her, perhaps. How she
leads him on! Ah, my fair Elizabeth, you’re not such a fool,
for all your angelic looks. But—— good heavens ! *’—as Lottie
appeared upon the scene—'* What a little spoil-sport. But
never mind—it’s only put off. A few more opportunities, and
the thing is done. ‘ A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush,’
as I fancy Elizabeth is wise enough to see. Charles Arrowsmith
will not be drawn by her wiles into an engagement to his mother’s
governess. He must have money—therein lies my safety.
And yet—ah ""—clenching her fists—* I'd give thousands to
get Elizabeth O’Neill away from Rathkieran for at least two
months. Mrs. Arrowsmith should send her off on some pretext
or another. She wishes Charles to marry me, and sees the
advantage my money would be to him. Then, she should have
the courage of her convictions, and send the heiress without
a halfpenny to the right about.”

Meanwhile, all unconscious of the storm that was raging
against her in the bosom of the handsome and wealthy Miss
Bindon, Elizabeth ran along the wide corridor to the library,
somewhat relieved to escape from Frank Richards’ oppressively

gaze.

‘“ He’s a nice fellow,” she told herself, ‘‘but I do wish he
wouldn’t stare at me so, or say such silly things. He’s the one
blot on this thoroughly happy time. So happy that I could
wish it would go on for ever—and then, just as I have managed
to make myself believe that it will, he comes and reminds me,
unconsciously, of course, poor chap, of the horrible fact that it
won’t. But then, after all, he’s only a boy. He'll be more
sensible by and by, when he’s grown up.”

Mrs. Arrowsmith was not in the library, but had gone, a
servant told the inquiring Elizabeth, to her own room. So with
light feet and a happy heart, the girl sped on.
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This time was, indeed, a happy one for Elizabeth. In all her
life, she often told herself, she had never known or dreamed of
anything like it. Everyone in the house was so kind. Mrs
Arrowsmith treated her like a well-beloved daughter ; Charles
as a cherished sister. Miss Bindon was often rude and trying,
but though not understanding her reasons for such conduct, and
wondering why she disliked her, the girl did not feel her un-
kindness very deeply. In the midst of so much happiness, she
had not time to fret over the proud beauty’s insolence of manner.
She was nothing to her, and would soon disappear out of her
life. So she gave her as wide a berth as possible. In such a
big house-party keeping out of her way was not very difficult,
and so notwithstanding Miss Bindon'’s scarcely concealed efforts
to crush her, Elizabeth was supremely happy, and on account of
her unselfish thoughtfulness for others, her charm and sweetness
of manner, great beauty, and delightful talent for music, soon
became the most popular girl in the house.

‘ She is by the way of being governess to Lottie and Punch,”
some of the ladies were wont to remark one to the other. ‘‘ But
that'’s only for a time, as she is, I hear, to be Terence O'Neill's
heiress. She is a sweet girl—a lady to her finger-tips—and
of good family. The O'Neills belong to a fine old race.”

‘“ And blood tells in the long run,” another would reply. “1I
confess I have a great weakness for blue blood.”

Of these remarks Elizabeth of course knew nothing, and
they would only have made her laugh merrily, if she had. She
would have rejoiced heartily, had the O’Neills had even a small
portion of the good things of this world. But the thought of
their long line of ancestors and blue blood did not strike her
for the moment as being of any particular value. She was
happy and amongst friends. At an easy distance from Docwra,
she saw her aunt, uncle, and cousins constantly. To the gay
doings at Rathkieran, dances, theatricals, and dinners, Kathleen
and Cecily were frequently invited, and seeing that they looked
well, and enjoyed themselves, Elizabeth was glad ; and, thor-
oughly content herself, she worried neither over the past nor the
present. The past was gone. The future she left to God. He
would take care of her, as He had always done, and her belief
that her Uncle Terence would return to look after and provide
for her was stronger than ever. So, without a care in the world,
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