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BY MR P T. MORAN NATIONAL
TREASURER OF THE A. O. H-

Deltvered at Sulzers, Harlem River Park
on the Occasion of the irvish Nationay
Oarnival Held By the Hibe:alans . Now

Yerk City.

Mr. P. T. Moran, of Washington, I%.
C., National treasurer of the A. 0. H.,
gave the appended eloquent address at
the Irish National Carnival, held Aug-
ue* 15, by the A. 0. H,, of New York,
at Sulzer’s, Harlem River Park:

Years and even centuries may pass
before our country takes her place
among the nations of the earth; but the
the time will com as th history of the
British Empire repeats tke history of
the Assyrian, Babylonian, Persian,
Grecian and Roman Empires. Noth-
Ing now remains of these but the sep-
ulchres of departed greatness.

Nay, the greed of conquest which is
the vulture that pursues all empires so
entangle the relations of the British
Crown that her fall will be commen-
surate to her crimes. Then the mar-
tyrs of her clvilizing greed will be
avenged. Ireland made a desert. her
children exterminated and banished
will be there to mock her. Plague and
famine-stricken In8ia will arise with
new life when the leech sucking her
1ife’s blood is no more. Her ru'ned
reservoirs will stand as monum-nts to
tell future ages of the Criminal neglect
of the English Government to provide
for the droughts which frequently
visited that unhappy land

And the heroic Boers. the last of her
victims, will shed no tears over the
tombh of departed greatness of those
who would exterminate  thelr heroic
sons to obtaln the gold and diamonds
of their rich land.

And now. O great and glorious Re-
public of the United States' Will you
too follow in
hated empires., ancient and modera?
Will babes yet unborn pray for your
fall from greainess and glory? Will
slaves raise thelr shackled hands In
malediction over your flag

Forbid it, O God of Justice'

Wherever a flag {s raised in the sa-
cred name of liberty, Irishmen are al-

ays found in the ranks. They fought
with desperate courage to free their
native land. and failing to do that,
have gerved thelr adopted country as
only men of thelr ardent, liberty-lov-
ing fearless calihre can.

If we visit the Transvaal, we see
Blake and his two thousand Irishmen
fighting side by side with the heroic
Boers for fireside and liberty. Every
battlefield in American history ~ was
watered by the blood of the exiled Ir-
ishmen. Meagher, Sheridan. Shlelds,
Rutledge. Sullivan, Hancock, and a
host of others covered their names and
race with glory.

Even the seas have stories to tell of
the bravery of Irish-American sallors
during the struggle of the colonies
for freedom. Commodore Jack Bar-
TY's reply to the English captain on
the high seas has become a household
legend: while thousands of Macs, O's,
and Fitz's found watery graves in the
cause of liberty, and died '‘unwept, un-
honored and unsung.”

Now let us turn from the picture of
the liberty-loving Celt, battling all ov-
er the world with tyranny and oppres-
sion to the canse of his exile from his
beloved land.

It {8 true there were no diamond
mines and gold diggings in Ireland to
terapt the cupldity of the English ar-
istocracy to depredations on the Irish
80'l. but it was Ireland's curse to be
gituated too near the lon's paws, who
sought to amalgamate all the terri-
tory within reach into one great Eng-
land. and Oh' the dastardly amalga-
mation or rather extermination of the
‘brave race who placed religion anad
conscience above the baubles of this
world. and who were too few to suc-
cessfully resist the forcible annexa-
tion of thelir land. They were forbid-

- den to practise the good old faith,
taught them bv the sainted Patrick
and Columkill. Their priests were
massacred or hunted like wolves angd

were forced to live like outlaws on,

the mountains. All Irishmen with uf-
ficlent means fled to the Continernt of
Europe.
<ame founders of Spanish. French. angd
German familles. But the poor farm-!
er with the large fam'ly of helplesa.
little ones. it was on “im that the'
wrath of the {iron-hearted monarchs
Henry VIII.. Blizabeth, Cromwell. and

Willlam of Orange. was visited with

unabated fury, who. in their mad at-
tempt to free the island of natives
massacred men and women even help-
less babes were plerced with bayonets
before the dying father's eyes.
massacre of the Irish has recently been
paralleled by the “pig sticking” of the
gallant Boers, after they had surrend-
ered But the Irish are a prolific racs
and sprang up to avenge their wrongs
Daniel O'Connell, the brilliant orator,
the fearless and uncompromising pa-
triot won world wide distinction by his
<loquent pleadings for his beloved and
down-trodden country.

The slanderous libels on the Irish

Tace were proven to be fabrications of |

the wily English who hid thelr guilt,
¥rom the world by blackening theis
victim’s character.

The infamous penal code became
known and despised by the civilized
world. Liberal-minded Engl'shmen
became ashamed of the
acts of thelr country and the Eng'ish |
Parlianien{ repealed the more odious of
them.

Jand by the sword, but the British|
LGovernment, by a mock trial, secm-ed
his removal by an ignominious death.’
But he lives In the hearts of all liberty- |
lovers, and his noble vindication of nig
life and work on the scaffold has be~
come house-hold literature.

Our grand organization of the An-
¢lent Order of Hibernians had done
more to inculcate “hatred of Bnglish

tyranny” and its sister flower “love of | ot angd here their college work

@Gnd-given liberty,” in the breasts of.
Urlst;;nen than any other sociely in the
wor

Organized in Ireland’s darkest houm ‘

for the protq;:&fon of the priesthood,

A QpenrInp it Aty

is motm was then an nmr. "Frlend-
#hip, pity, and irue Christisn charity.”
Its-noble work extends over & pers
iod of 460 years and its brotherhood
encircles the world.
jod of 400 years and its brother en-
cireles the world. ? b
Both Chuorch and State owe it s debt
ofalgratitude that cannot easily be re-
paid.

SONG OF THE LITTLE VILLAGES.*

The pleasant litle villages that grace
the Irish Glyans
Down among the wheat-fields,—up
amid the whins,
The little white-walled villages crowd-
ing close together,
Clinging to the Old Sod in spite of
wind and weather:
Ballytarsney, Ballymore, Ballyho-
den, Boyle,
Ballingarry, Ballymagorry by the
Banks of Faoyle,
Ballylaneen, Ballyporeen, Bansha,
Ballysada%
Ballybrack, allinalack, Barna,
Ballyclare. .
The cosly little villages that shelter
from the mist,
Where the great West Walls by
ocean-spray are kissed;
The happy little villages that cuddle
in the sun
When blackberries ripen and the nar-
vest work is done,
Corrymeela, Croaghnakeela, Clog-
her, Cahirciveen,
Cappabaroe, Carrigaloe,
and Coosheen,
Castlefinn and Carrigtohill, Crum-

Cashsl

the footsteps of these:

" —Rev. James B. Dollard

Thousands of them thus be- |

Thig ; N0 _moorland haunting songster, thou,

!ber of an old Scotch family—the Gor-
r-tragerms,“lth professors {n unbroken

| joined the Catholic Church.
The gallant Robert Emmet, the idol| er brother, John, who began life in |
of his countrymen, sought to free his the army, was also received as well

'to rebuild thelr college at QGrand
i stroyed by fire.

4nd keen the mce trom ertermlna.tion.

wlnzan birth.

lin, Clara, Clane,
Carrigaholt, Carrigaline,
jordan and Coolratn.

Clogh-

The dreamy little villages, where by
the fire at night,

boldest hearts affright;

The crooning of the wind-blast is the:

wa:ling Banshee's cry.
And when the silver hazels stir they
say Jhe falries s.gh.
Kilfenora, Kilbnnane;
Killylea,

Kinnity

Kilmoganny, Kiltamagh, Kilronan:

and Kilrea,

Killashandra, Kilmacow, Killiney,
Killashee,

Killenaule, Killmyshall, Killorglin
and Killeagh.

Leave the little villages, o'er the black
seas go,
Learn the stranger's welcome, learn
the exile’s woe,
Leave the little villages, but think not
to forget
Afar they'll riso before your eyes to
rack your bosoms yet.
Moneymore, Moneygall,
and Moyne,
Mullinahone, Mullinavatt, Mullagh
and Mooncoin,
Shanagolden, Shanballymore, Stra.
norlar and Slane,
Toberaheena, Toomyvara, Tempo
and Stabane,

Monivea

On the Southern Llanos,—north where
atrange light gleams,
Many a yearning exile sees them 1in
his dreams
Dying voices murmur (passed all pain
and care)
“Lo! the little villages, God has heard
our prayer.”
Lisdoonvarna, Lissadil, Lisdargan,
Lisnaskea,
Portglenone, Portarlington, Port-
umna, Portmagee,
Clonegam and Clonegowan, Cloon.
dara and Clonae,
God bless the little villages a.nﬂ
guard them night and day!
(Sliav-na-
.mon)., {n The Pilot.
®All the names are genulne.

TO THE LARK.

(Composed by a Celtic priest 1,000
years ago.)
Sentinel of the morning light,
Minstrel of the spring,
How sweetly, nobly, free thy flight,
Thy boundless journeying.
Far from thy brethren of the woods,
alone,
A hermit chorister before God’s
throne., ¢

Oh, wilt thou climb the heavens tor

me,
Our Lady’'s starry height,

Thou symphony of melody,

Between darkness and light.

And seek with golden morning’'s light
on thy crest,

Fair Luna’s silvern
West?

beam of the

Far from the archer’s eve,
Thy way I8 o’er the mountain’s brow,
Thy sweet notes in the sky.
Then fearless fioat thy path of cloud
along,
Thou earthly warbler of angelic song.

FATHER PHILIP OF THE OBA-
TORY.

English exchanges record the death

ter known as Father Philip, of the
Oratory, London, of whick he was
: guperior. Father Gordon was a mem-

dons of Kethockm:lls, Aberderen—who
supplied King's College. Aberdeen,
contin-
uity from 1640 to 1811. Father Gor-
don was educated at Oxford, where he
His eld-

as their sister, who became a nun. It
was to the elder brother Cardinal
. Newman dedicated his poem, “The
Dream of Gerontius.”

‘The Jesuit Fathers have decided not
Catean, La., whick was recently de-
Instead they have
purchased a tract of land pear Shrev: §

wi

i be continued,

business.

Thero are at present ihirt'y inmates
lving at the leper home in Loulsianu.‘
in care of Sisterr ot Charity )

! lcts a mere. bﬂy
} unm ho
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One by one the atars azise

in the mendows of the skies; |
Oue by one, il white and s&;il!.

Rest yoy sheep on yonder hill,
Now I Iay my crook away
Toil is over with the day; .
Kneeling at my frugal baard

Break the bread and bless the Lord..
Lord look on me aad on us all,

and make ug blest,
And send us rest,
At this and every evenfall!

All tho day, afar from me,

They have wandered wild and free}

All the day I followed still,
Rock to rock and hil to hill,
Calling down the gorges deep,

“Come ye back, my wandering sheep,"
‘Till at eve 1 brought them home,

Safe in fold, no more to roam!

Lord, do thus much for me and all,

And when we stray
From Thy good way

Oh, fotch us home at evenfall!
—JFrederic B. Weatherly.
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$  BRRYL PALKINER #

OO OOOOOOOOOOOOOO

In a room of the Gibraltar hotel sat
Beryl Falkiner looking white and anx-
itous. A few yards away stood a young
man—he was hardly more than a boy,
in an officer’s uniform. They were the
only occupants of the room, and 8
glance at their faces revealed that they

weare brother and sister.

The boy was gazing with a set ex-
pression at the open letter he held in

his hand. He was deadly pale.

"Every penny of my money will
have to go to save the honor of the
firm,” he read out. “Oh, it's awful! Do
| you grasp what it means to you,
0Old Shanachies with whostly tale the

Beryl?'

“Not so much to me as to you, Ted,
“I shall be
able to be a governess or something,
but you—you will have to give up the

dear!’ she sald bravely.

regiment—sell out!”

The boy sank into a chair and buried

his face in his hands.

His slster went to him and twined

her arms about him.

“We must think,” she sald softly,
“that it means more te the dear old
father than ¢o anyone else! We ghall
h,ave ;.‘o try to do our best to put

1 know it
wul be hard leaving the regiment,

ng¥iitraight for him.

but—""
“It's not that,” he burst out.

.

anxiously.

He ralsed his head and turned o

white face to her.

“How can I tell you?” he cried, bro-
“I've been a fool—worse than
& fool. I'm heevily in debt, Beryl, and

kenly.
it's a debt of honar!

“I've gambled and lost,” he said,
gloomily. ‘““There's a man hers who
likes high stakes—and he holds a batch
of my [ O. U's. Of couree, I never
dreamed of this horrible thing happen-
ing. I cabled to the governor last
night, thinking that the only result of
my folly would be that he’d blame me

for my extravagance.”

“How much do you owe this man?”
“Five hundred pounds. It's a debt of
honor, and it can't be paid. My God,
it can’t be pald!” he repeated between

his teeth.

“Five hundred pounds,” she msaid
with a little gasp. “He let you—a mere
boy—play until you owed him that!*

“He did pot know but what I could

afford {t.”

A bugle rang out from the far end of
the town. Young Falkiner sprang to

bds feet.

“I'll have to go,” he sald -homrsely,
i G come and ses you again aftep

lun
A little later the same

tain Crosby Drysdale was strollingall:
the Alameda gardens. He was a good-
looking man of about 30. He climb-

the paths letsurely, apparently in dec

thought. Presently his eyes fell on the
figure of a girl who was sitting a few
yards higher up. He recognized her -
immediately, and a sudden gleam came

into his eyes,

“Too hot for our old friend, Mmrs,
Cresfield?’ he asked with a laugh
dropping into the seat beside her,

“When is your visit up?”’

Beryl made no reply. He glanced at
her, and saw that her face was turned
toward Europa. He naticed that she
was very pale, and that her eyelashes

were wet with tears.

“l am very sorry,” he said, in & sym-
pathetic voice. “If—" he paused hesi-
tatingly—“if I can he of any use?”

She turned her head, and their eyes
met. She had only known him a week,
yet a kind of mutual understanding hasd
| 6prung up between them. Somehow he
seemed different from most of the men

. she had met.

“I should Iike to help, if I conld,” he

said slowly.
She shook her head,

“No one can help!” she sald, with a
little catch in her volce. “There is
nothing to be done, We are ruined!”
He said nothing, A sudden desire to
tell him her troubles crept over her.

“Perhaps if you told me—" he began

in a low tone of persuasion.

The story came to ner gradually, |
Her father was engaged in COmMMEree——
t}l{:;e head giti a firm in %ood position,

@ was ng old, al 11 ‘
of Rev. William Thomas Gordon, bet-! junior paftner tgo a.tgendnbo 210(;??}(; fﬁxi:
Then one day the crash
came. It transpired that, anknown to
Mr. Falkiner, his junior partner, had
been speculating wildly—had Iosf: and
in desperation had appropriated money
belonging to the firm’s clients. Finally
he had absconded, leaving Mr. Falkie
uzer to weather the storm as best he
could. ]

Drysdale Hstened gfb the tale, hig.
eyes staring out to gea. He bit his lips
as he realized what it all meant to the
girlI at his side, :

“l am gorry--mere than sorry!” h&
said fn a jerky tone at the finish. It
seemed terribly lasne, but they were the |
| only words he tould find,

“But that isn't the worst!” ghe said,
with a little sob.
ment would not be so much in itself to
Ted. But he must leave in debt! Hel
tells me he has been gambling, and
owas 2 large supi »f money to one of |
the officers. o can't pay, and the d&s:s ,.
grace will break his heartl' - !

The man st Ker side clenched
teoth. He 4id not speak, hmver«

“This cruel gnmb;tug," she eriet!,L 4

“What do you.think ¢. & man wh
I[.ke T:él?plb{ with hix

“What then, Ted, dear?’ she sald

“Leaving the

4%

ssked ovenly, -

“I loatlie & wﬁﬁrw

best o0 make
give him!™

cstas 2, 2ot 3, ol
yands & v
approaching th p&&? Drys. A

“You are quite right” he sald in af®*%
low tone, “He should not be forgivenl”
A fow meoanents lated he<took his de«} -
parture. He strode down ithe mwen

Mrs. Oresfleld
dale rose to Lis fool

road, angd, halling a

quicldy rattled bnck to his qwm
He shut hiniself up in his room t.ml i
upHnd down
lessly. Then auﬂden!y ox idew, seized}
him. Ho took up his hat agsin, wa)d.
making hix way out, drove quickk r
down to the telegraph nﬂleea Thets hei P M
dispatched a long cable to Englsnd,§ |
and the man to whom it was addressed | A

for some time pagaed

was his golicitor.

Early next morning Beryl way walke}
They had wan.
dered dowp, to Ragged Staff and atood |
watching the bay. In the distante &
Httle steamer conld be seen clmmlns

ing with her brother.

its way out of port.

“That's the Gibel Musa!™ sa.!d Tol.
“Drysdale’s on board. Hejse
suddenly applled for a tfortnight's
leave and has gona hoar hunting in Mo. j#
roceo. | couldn't gee him so had o
leave a letter exblaining things.”
“Bxplaiping what?™ asked- Be:'yl,

suddenly.

quickly.

“Oh, he happens to betheman om
the money to—that's all!®

She remazined perfectly still, 'men
the meaning of the thing came to her..

Stz months later Dreysdale's leave
came around, and he found himself injf
London egain, Oune night he went to
a danoce given by an old friend of him.
He had never cared much for funciions}*
of this kind, he cared less now, and as§™
he stood watching the crowded room A
feoling of weariness crept over him,
and he found himsgelf wishing that hej..
hag elected to spend his leave olpae
where than in London. Hib hostell
crossed the room to him,

“You must really let me mtrodnco
you to some nica people”

He suffered himself to be led to the | %
other end of the room. Mrs, Vavasour
stopped in front of & number of girla
who were chatting together, .

Drysdale gave a slight start, but im
stantly recovered himeelf.
before him was Beryl Falkiner, Her
oyos met his, and he saw her
color. Mrs. Vavasour introduces t.ham.

then turned away.

Nelther spoke for s moment. Thal
music for the next dmnce started, audj.
10 claim Beryl :
Drysdsle pulled himsell together; an
made the stereotyped voquest. . - .

She gave him her program, Ho hag}(
tily scribbled something onn e :

“I have taken the -nest!*® he said,”

He made his way out tora baleony:
The blood sesmed 10 dance theough hisi
veins. He hal met hersgainand wisl @
going to dance with her! 'What would]”

& Yyoungster came

ghe say to him? -

He retntered the ball mm andi
found her. A thrill went:
as ho felt her arm resting on his:.: They
took a few tums and then thslr e:ru g

met, and she smiled,

“I want to talk-t0 thank yau!" ;ho | '

whispered.

They stopped dancing and he led hdn
out to the balcony. They didnot msu,k
for a second. Then mhe tufned and|n
laid a hand lightly on his arm. :

“I found it out o month ago,' &he}
seid, “even though you meant it to}"
be kept 4 secret. There's not anothenj
msn in the world would havae done.it!”§

“It was nothing!” he replied. “I.w
really the galiner. 1 marely took somel =
of my monegy which wasin consolpand
invested it in your fathers £t
get 4 per cent, instead of 3% 5

“That {8 your way of imtt!‘ng i) W
she exclaimed., *‘You saved him from "
ruin and disgrace--chabled hin 10 rév}’
sume his old position;

thank you?”

“l was
murmured.

“Gambling for love!”

Ho looked entreatingly at her. He.
saw her lips smilingly trame 2y Rl
swer. The gambler had s

About People. :

- ¥eéf“m?\‘?i mmm

udd,&:‘mm thiu. Y one &l&u in

Drysdsle wis tilf looking
sea. Tharo Waa auurlnm %Izhnn his} .
N ou wimy newas £mgm Mm.?" mt"

va he aynaf
has rained
our happiness, No, I wmﬂﬁ never :os‘:- N

Standing
change ¥

Howcmltmx*

“It was ounly repa.rat!on&" ke ma...
“Never in my life havd 1. Lelt auah. A
blackguard us 1 did that morning At
Alameda! Hver since the-thought of
& card v?ckoned mel? < e

ha.rd-avary cyugil»

He looked at her !n.tently,. ,Jﬂtewum
a swift wave of coloy sweep hex-c )
Then her eyes slowly ifted an ot
his. Suddenly he bent
caught hold of her hand, .
“] am gambling agalnl® ha crlad.

Ml

Bubop Fotter Tn ineiih
©1 wasg at first; amraeﬁ. “hgk
equency wit!

I was in Englind,” safe, Bi%gx
shortly after hisz returm from
est trip a}g@aﬁ. says the N

oppressef by the |
1 was addressed ab ¢

Jaurna!. \
years in Avaeile
title in oréin&w
easy. to
hailed as

ge~vicer is rendéred.

Q

4~ +But from ths recurrencd
waich was still 6ffefed fo . xne: a‘& 4
quent Tntervals durizg . thed n:ﬁ
home, I was cheerfully delive

the first American I mel on my, way Ly
ashore. He was an old vestryman.ofi}’
mine and I met him on the gangply
as he was rushi nﬁaup to whlcome hom

5 Eral

e o

his wife and hi
my hand an fostan
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