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H, the sight was entranciog
when green plumes were
dancing and horses were
praancing in marshaled array

md the banners of green waved over
Be gheext of the trapplugs of battle,
be Diaze and the rattle, that fired all
qir hearts that Bi. Patrick’s day!

1 steod in the sidewalk crowd that St.
ug;lﬁgu day, & Yyoung newspaper man
#f duty, thrilled, like all the rest, be-
Apseof my Irish blood. Ah, but how
" mddenly each rising cheer wus stilled,
. -aow.qulckly esch throat choked with
fame and each tear filled eye flnated
mge apd revengeful longing as the

eeding band of the parade, swinging
"nto Main street, changed 1ts Nvely
une to one which spoke to Irish wmem-
«y 1a tones of shame and belpless an-
ser, the gld homeland refrain:

i 3he's the moat distrossful country that !
LY . ever you have seen;
{e They're hanging mon and women there

for.-wearing of the green.

- WA well dressed young woman. tall
md graceful, blue eyed and dark hair-
«}, garted into the roadway out of the
oRes @f police penned sidewulk enthu-
 Adsata. Facipg the.oncoming band and
- sorsemen, she raised ber hand with a
' gesturé ns Imperious as graceful.

. Y8top!” she cried ‘The bapd leader
*" glgnaled, the walling dirge of freedom
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ELLEN OALLS FOR THE PLAN THAT WILL
FIEE IRELAND.

stopped and the commgnd of “Halt!”
++7  fhundered along the whole llne. The
;2 geamd marshal galloped forward on
. *his Rery horse, a picturesque tigure of
green and gold, to where she stuvod.
A8 he did so another good looking
\ sourg man left the sidewalk and took
. ther géntly by the arm.

-, “Comie back, Ellen. What's the mat-
tar? he cried in chiding wonder.

“Iet her armn go, McGowan!" cried
the grand marshal, angrily jumping
from his horse and sweeping loose the
" pther's hold of her. “What is it, Bllen,
. dear? he asked her gently.

“It’s just this,” cried she, trembling
. ow In her wanlng passion and with
* the tenrs starting from her fine eyes,
*that I and plenty more like me object
to seeing Irishmen having no better to
#ay for Ireland than that she's a coun-
tiy distressed. Crying over it in muslc
or any other way won't do. If the
»dope of freeing our country was in
" your hearts, ‘twould sound from your
{.bands on 8t. Patrick’s day, of all da)~.

00 this impassioned speech and approved
& smightily with cheering and waving of

vighal looked very sheepish. He shook
5 McGowan roughly by the shoulder.
L. want you, Mr. Michael McGow-
#i,” sald be, “to keep gway from thig
young lady altogether.”
_want you to understand, Mr. Pat
PHara, that while Migs Ellen Morris
oagaged to no ohe you're welcome to
¥ attentlons to het, but I'll win her.
ome, Hlien.”
The crowd murmuraed appfoval of the
re manly declaration of McGowan.
_?!ﬂ!g, goaded to ferocity, advanced
Qm;hlm, but the fair cause of the
wkwaxd situation stepped back be-
2i “them and, with a hand of re-
Ot against each man’s shoulder
Hovheeks aflame, cried:
e of all heve I pledge my-
be ‘the bride of the man that
%ethis gpot next St. Pat-
: plan’ that'll free Ire-
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Yes, Ireland shall bhe free

From the center to the sea;

Then hurrah for llberty*
Says the 8han Van Vocht ™

The whole column took up the cho-
rus, the hunds ull did lkewise, but the
musfc of brass and sheepskin was
drowned and lost In that swelling sea
of Irish vocal melody.
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“You'll see 1nisfortune come of this.”
whispered old Mulvilill to toe. 1 edged
sway from bim with a shiver such ue
the March wind could not cause. Mul.
vihil] bad the reputaiion of possessing
second sight and sume gbility ip fairy
sorcery. The last marching body had
Just gone by. 1 turned out of the
crowd and made my way bome to my
own Ellen, my young hride.

“Elleti Morris!” she crfed when I told
her the story O, can't you tind cut
where she fhves”
see Ler. We went to school together
in Ballanashee, and we were such great
friends!”

1 promixed tu ask old Mulvikill, whao
would be sure to find out, even by the
normal method of inquirlng, If he did
not alrendy hnow. As [ had often toldd
my wife something about his alleged
powers, thig cnused her to ray:

“Well, I'm po more superstitious
than yon, but they used to say in our
nelghborbivud that one woinan in the
family of this Kllen Morrls In every
generntion must be o bride of the dead.
1 never got It clearly into my head
what they meant. but her mother, a
beautiful woman, died when Bllen was
boru, and they uged to speak of her as
having been taken away in some super
naturnl way  But tell me now, don't
you think Miss Morris 8 much band
gomer than your own little Nellie?”’
Every husband and every wife, tuvo,
knows my answer | grew In esteem.

Mulvihill found Miss Morrls for us.
8he was keeping house for her father
a few blocks away  He had come to
America o few yenrs bhefore, hringing
with him pleuty of money and his one
chlild.

“8he's In love with O'HHara, but her
father doesn't lihe him.” confided my
wife to me after the queenly Ellen
Morris had visited ler one day.

“That means that McQGowan will have
to be content with the presidency of
Ireland when Le frees it laughed 1.

“No; she'd marry him.  You don't
know her spunk. She'd keep her word.
though she's growing to hate the sight
of him.”

“We must {uvite O'Hara to dinuoer,”
rald I, “and her wmajesty algo. I'm
curious to know what steps he's taking
in the direction of winning glory and
the birtde.”

I came to know that he wasa thrifty
young man, who kept a downtown gro-
cery store. Ie was born in Amerlca.
His rival had the seeming advantage
of belng from the sume townland with
the Aorrises in Ireland. The latter
filled the humble post of a street rafl-
road conductor,

We had the dainer one Sunday close
to Christmas. My wife and I found
O'Hara a very fine fellow, full of fun
and good nature and pretty well versed
In affatrs  But. oh, how hungrily his
eves devoured the reral beauty of Kl-
e Morris, and how he gloried in the
brilllaney of her wit, which was a

O'HARA LAUGHED TOUD AND LONG.

“DREAM AGAIN!” SAID HE
match for her pliysieal charms!
Jocunlarly, I asked him whether his
projéct were formed,

“No. #e,” interrupted Miss Morris.
“He mugt not speak of it $n hy pres-
ence, not nhtil the appolnted tirme.
want him to peérfect it, and I wakt him
to have ng advaritage over any and all
others.”

“All others? I drdemstood there was
but one othen” I ventuied,

“No,” shie said; *wlist I pledged was

bt I would be the bride of him who

me the right plat, whoever he

asked I, *d%’ you form

I'd glve the world to ! blessed  prize of patriotisw
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snd my wife's story, and my skin
crept. .

O'Hara, as we sat alone over our ci-
gars todd me hig plun.  He also told me
of Mctszowan's, deriding it. klis own
was to organize an invipcible Irish
ariny inn Amerles und land it tn Ireland
urscder the guise of o grand intlux of
tourists and visltors to a great =a-
tional falr and series of fetes, which he
would als organize. Arms would be
lanacded Frow Frauce

“MeGowan,” he suald, with a sheer,
“swould wrings home rule from England
by porbfamentary obstruetion, bached
by an  Irlsh made boyeott of  goomds
made jnn Fagland ™

He tulhed ax If the enemy had nel
tiiesr vy esn O splev

Pour Erelard’
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I ntoo<d ynseen in the grund parlia
ment haall of “Lata, where gold studded
shifelds hune high on the walls above
the unne-tublexd luefs bards and law
givers and thelr noble hing | Leard
the harps of the sexen clilef musicians
ring out the royal welome to the
priestly Patriek. I saw the shamrock
sy bul upralsed in bis hand.

Swirtly passed bhis discourse, and
king and clief and bard swiled proudly
8 he told of the coming grundeur of
Erin, of her teachers golug forth frow
nuwmerous schools tu spread that civ-
flizatlon wherein the wald in the gold-
en girdle walla safelv alone tn eity and
glen by night or day Quickly passed
he to a day of dread and desolation,
and the harps seemed to mwurtour jow
In a pecullar straln the sadness, shame
und fury of an outraged, helpless peo
ple! PFlercely the chiefs leaped to thelr
fueet und swore by Baal. the sun god,
it could never be; that they would rise
frowm the dead and fight to forfend it
if envugh live manhvod were not left
in Erin todo it The king raised hie
ncepter £o bid the priest cease

**Noble king.” sald the old man, and
the words burued themselves into my
braty, **1 prophwesy a further day of
glory, thwe das when the womanbuowl
of Erin will mahe itself the wedloch
[ that
day the oppressor will be strongest of
nations upon the waters but for that
cnuase the weahest of the nations be-
neath thie wateis  Irish genfos will
discover the engine of war that o hits
bepeuth the sen 1t wall be with the
power unid cotutnaiel ol the weakest of
peopies, 1t will be no more than launeb.
ed when the oppressor will hall as cou
queror the vi¢tim of T00 years of tyran
ny, and the runcor of ages will glve
place to birotherhuod beneath the kind
ly kingle=srule of o whole people, to be
linked Iy tiine with nnother such hroth
erbhood beyond the sen ™

‘T'he chaeers of the assetubluge awoke
me. 1 was fully awake at onee and
pondering vver the struuge dream or
visjon, It clearly reluted to the sub
marine bout to which ns a possible
weans of [rish liberation T had never
glven a theught  Why had the idea
come [n s8leep?  Why to we?

*“That man | will have. no mmatter
who he tnay he'™ That was the sense
of what she sald, with her buruing eyes
fixed o me

Mlsfortune was to cowme of It Ro
said old Mulviblll  God help me!

But, bleax  my own Nellie. how
stralght o patl ber woman's wit polut
ed out to we when | told her at break
fast about the vision  Clapping het
hands in jov. she satd

(3o straight Jown town and tell Mr
O'Flarn. It's n plan to be proud of
Twill win the bride. and 1t may win
more "

I saw 1u) friend O'Hara at noon thay,
day. toled him of the viglon and nddvu!
v many sagpestions which had m-rurrm:
to e all morning ar to how the sulr’
marine scheme could be bhest utilized '
I had writtenn the plan out w that he
mlght study it, Hustrating it with o
rouxh sk eteh of a submarine boat. ]

“Routs could be bullt in France,” 1,
wrote, “as in intended present for the|
French  governient  They could be
prepared for operation fn the (-huuneli
I irmly bLelleve that by the pussosslonl
of a few of thewmn Ireland could get all!
her demands for the asking.”

O 'Hara lenned toward me across his
counter and Ilaughed loud and long
“Dream again' said he, slapping me
on the shoulder

“T will sendd this to Mr Metiowan,”
said 1 ine a haff, pathng the paper in
my pocket,

“Oh, do; do me the favor!” he cried
merrily, and then, as if suddenly setzed
with an lwportant idea, he gravely
sald:

“No, no, old man; let me have "

I guve it 1o him, wondering.

On 8t. Patrick’s eve Mr. O’'Hara and
his bride to be were our guests at tea.
I read the faceg of both eagerly when
they came [ for & sign that they had
heard the dreadful news which ] was
withholding from my wife lest the very
horror of it should attract her to the
place of the contest next day. She was
in delicate lealth, and 1 feared that the
scend thetd presied for might X1l her.

Ol1d Mulvihill had teld me about It
The whole town was talking of it, yet
no one seemed to have told these two.
O'Hara jocularly ientioned McGow-
an, and the queenly one merrily held
up a reproving finger. It Was certain
that they had uot heard the newns.

On going 0'Hara lingered to whispéx;

“McGowan is sick. He won't be there
tomorrosy. But he has had his plan
all on paper for & week past and in
Muleilill’s hands. I win anyhow.
Good night” -

Why dian't X tell him? Did fate for

¥ . » <. * L .
Next moming I was séanding fn a

densd’¢rowd at the Main® strcet cornér.
It wag a greatly excited Stowd. Boon
I saw i, noble and bemm¥iiwl,. sifting
in a caréfige -with her fathes 2 saw,

.
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gaway. Down Main street sounded
faintly the first notes of the paraders’
band.

I have {t here in this paper!” said
old Mulvibill, shosing an emelope, Tt
wus poor Mcetiowan s lust wish, and |
wust do it [t was utteuding weetings
am! muking speechies that hlled him.”

To the proud. triumphant notes of
“O'Donnetl Aboo,” telllng of glorious
deeds on the banks of the Bann, swung
into view the zay pliutnes of green, the
praueing steeds and all the splendor of
the parude  Jouhn Morau wua~s grand
mir=tral  Ax he reached the coruer the
funeral processjon came forward as if
to Hieet e He puave the signal to
Yt

Iosarss Muss Foolen Marrin arse, alight.
shastiy s hite Lad o to the apened
duar ol the Learse I <aw Patrich
O Hara spprooe b and stand beside her
with bis Lanadierchnt 1o lis eyes
Then she turned teo the peopls . and,
leumng o el to support ber on the
edue of the cotling she <and fuintly

“1I had a vis on I saw St Patrick
Limselr He ‘tolit me how  [relaod
wlght be treved- by a hoat -

Old Mulvitull erept up and. w bisper
ing 8 wold put an opeu better into ber
[THLIT R

It was pot the letter be Lad shown
to we. It was wy plan! O'Hara with
u look of terror and agony on his face
suntchied the papey frow ber, Lut not
before she had glunesd at the pleture
on it Her father, wuttermyg, *What's
all this; what's all this?”’ elbowed his
way to her U pou ber face there was a
lovk of horror terrible tu see as she
slowly stretched ber arws toward her
futher, kissed him and shrieked

"l am thie bride of the dead™

Bhe fell against the (otlin through
the opeu door of the bhearse. They
thought it was but a swoon. No.

Mulvibill detied the upraised fist of
the furious O'Hara  If you do, I'll
tell that you paid we to do 11" was the
threat he screamed

The parade moved on without mu-
sie The funeral tutued back. These
twe were burled tegether

And will dreland then bLe free?
8ays the Shan Van Vocht

THE PEN FAIRY,

Her Sad Story That lind n Happy
FEndling ot lL.uwst,

There was oline o Lty who lived in
It wan
novery pretty palace for a fulry, with

the boHow part of a quli pen
half transpuctent walls And hers wak
n happy Life The oy thong that trog
Lled her swaus that the man wha used
the pen onldy wiate Daggte and goamamar
and really ~ensibile thnes

COl why can’t he wiite poctry and
“Oh,
whal beautiful thoss ilies dull man
could write I e ooty knew that there
Wais Ty an hits pent’

fulty ~tortes " she used 1o ay

Bo one day wieru the man who used
the pen lod pone tooadull decture she
wrote on the blotoing paper, “There s
slairy tnoyour pen’t

SAnd now T whe thousht he wlll
surely let e betp b write poetry
and fairy Storpes

But the stupud man thought the ohlil
dren had writteo the wonds on the biot.
ting paper so bie sent than to bed, and
the faary cried 6l the nkh was gulite
pale from hanving ~o wany tears mixed

with It

And the man, tinding tirit his pen
wrote warse and worse, threw it ointo!
hin waste paper His house.
Keeper poohed it ont ‘

STow i mpernd thes Den” she sadd, and
use 1t for my books

“Oh, now ™ thonght the faay, “some
one Ix rently rFoing to write :ury stories
and poetry waithhme ™

But the househeeper only used the
pen for adding up baker's and butceh
er's LIl& and the fafry got very angry
Ro she left the quill and eame to Hyve
with e Amd 1 try to be Kind to her
aml neéver ht her feellngs by writing
logie or grnmmar or anything that is
really sensible. Prunees Mae Reemners
tAged Thirtee:n 1o Chicago Record
Iferald.

Lianhoet

Down and Up Hill,
When Jucek and Wil went down the hill,
Then WIill was aulwitvs boasting
Of what a useful chum Jack was
When there was snow and cousting.

When Jack d#id Will went up ths hili,
There was no nded nf lagging,
Ahd Wil might boast snd take his ease,
For Jack the sled was dragging.
~Youth’'s Cempanion.

wvdedient to God.

Oh, that we could take that simple }

view of things as to feel that the one
thing which les before us is to please
God! What gain I8 it to please the
world, to please the great, nay, even to
please those¢ whom Wwe love, compared
with thja? What gain is it 20 be ap-
planded, admired, courted, followed,
compared witk this ons aim of not be-
ing discbedient. to the heavenly viston?
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HE honorable record ofe the
Friendly Sons of St. Patrick in
the Revolurion, when it raised
8 fund of £103.500 for the suf-

fering patriot army, does no more cred.
it to the hearts of its mmembers than’
does the enrollment of Cieorge Wash-
ington as a mewber shed luster on
thelr wit.

There was a ditficulty in the way of
admitiing General Washington which|
many who read of it now will declare
insurmountable.

An active mmember had to be of Irish
birth or descent, the numnber of honor-
ary iemnbers was limited by the con-
stitution o ten. and the ten place

were fllled. And George Washington
bad not Irish blood in his veins either
through paternal or maternal lines of
descent. !

There was the puzzle. It was highly
desirable to have hiin as a member, and
he preatly desired membership.  Yet
bow could it be done? .

The Friendly Sons reasoned it out
this way ~We cannot elect him, that
Iy plain, but we are Americans, al-
though not born in Amertea and al’
thotugh we were not elected Amerfcans !
We are adopted Awmerfeans, with all
the rights of \merienns, just as adopt |
ed htldren have full family rlgbts'
Now, we'll wdopt General Washington
and make uu Irishman and o Friendly,
Ron of him at the same time '

And that is exactly what they did.,
The Society of Friendly Sons of Str.!

I Patrich was organized at Burns' tas ;

ern, Philadelphta, in 1771 The object
was purely socinl Among jts mem-
bers duribg aml after the Revolution.'
ary pertod besides Washihig*on were'
many eartcst patriots, notably Robert
Morris, General Henry Knox, General:
Anthony Wayne and Captain Jobn.
Barry, the tirst commander of the.
Ameriean navy

Washington was the first honorary
member of the soclety. and General W.
T. Sherman had the distinetion of be
ing the lnst reciplent of the honor at
the thine of his death. The election of
Theodor Roogevelt to bonarary mmem-
bership recently, gives L. n unique,
position as the second president who)
has necepted the honor.  The wuciety
presented {ts distinguished adopted son,
tieorge Washington, with a gold medal.
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WASHINGTON  ENTERTAINED BY THE
FRIFADLY SONS OF 8T PATRICK.

In a letter accepting the medal Wash-

ington paid the Friendly Sous a compli-

ment whichh has been treasured in the

memoties of the society, Sald he:

“1 accept with singular pleasure the
ensign of =0 worthy a fraternity as that
of the Nons of St. Patrick in this city,
n soclety dixtinguished for the firm ad-
herence of its members to the glorious
cause in which we are embarked.”

On Jan. 1, 1782, soon after this inci-
dent of the medal presentation, Wash-
ington was enterfained at a dinner giv-
en by the society in Philadelphia. The
most distinguished generals of the al-
lied armies of America and France
were present; also the foreign minis-
ters then at the Aunerican capital.

St. Patrick’s Account of Himself

It is not known to many that the
first autoblography written in the Brit-
Ish islands is from the pen of St. Pat-
rick, It is called hig “Confession,” and
froti it is gleaned most of the suthen-
tic information which the wotld pos-
sesges coticerning the saint. It is to
be found in voliune 58 of the “Patrolo-
gla: or, Words of the Fathers,” edited
inh 1847 by the Abbe Migne of Paris.

This document I8 in Latin, The con-
struction is poor, and the rfedital lacks
proper connection, sequence and fin-
fa. Patrick admits in it the Hterary
Begintier’s fear of the critics, but dis-
by scknowledging that he
is unfeatned. The whole parratioi Is
a testimony to & series of apeclal provi-
dences, saving the writer from hardé
ships and durigers.

try of his birth or the date of his cap-
ture by the Irish. but It is generally
agreed that he was born in 387, car-
ried off into captivity about 403, began
his ministry in 432 and died on March
17, 4G5, at the age of seventy-eight.
Tradition has it that bis bedy is bur-
fed in Downpatrick, in the County
Iown, Ireland, where—

One grave three holy sainta do M,

Patrick, Bridget and Columbkille,

The only writing of 8t. Patrick im
existence besides the *‘Confessions” is
the episile to (oroticus, a British chief,
who professed to be a (Christlan, yet
who carried off some of Patrick’s con-
verts into captivity. It was a plea for
the restoration of the prisoners to 1ib-
erty. It failed, and then Bishop Pat-
rick huarled against (‘oroticus the tshun-
derbolt of excommunication

St. Patrick’s Grave

After ages of neglect the traditional
resting place of the remajus of Ire
land's patron saint in the cathedral
graveyard in Downpatrick has been

8T. PATRICK'S GRAVE

covered with n  memorial sfnne, a
rough. wenther beaten bowlder of
granite. weighing about seven  toas,

from the mountain side of 8l eve-na-
IL.argie, where it rested at a height of
¥} feet  ['pon the upper surface of
thisx bowlder fs cut an Irish cross, faith-
fully reproduced from one cut om an
equally rough, unhbewn stone found on
the Isnland of Inisclothran, one of the
fslands of Lough Ree, where 8t. Diar-
mlid founded his famous ecclesiastical
settlement about the middle of the
sixth century. Under the cross the
name “‘Patric” is cut in Irish charac-
ters copied from the earliest knewn
Celtle manusecripts. This simple treat-
ment is considered to be the nearest ap-
proach to the form of monument which
would have been constructed aboet the
year 4635, the supposed date of St. Pat-
rick's death.

Erin Rﬁdivivus

By Kate M. O'Brien

[¢*opyright, 1902, by W.
L. Vail]

the night of our sorrow
we think of the day
When sunshine and glad-

" ness made lightsome

our way,

When the saints and the
sages of Erin's Green
Isle

Shed the light of their
faith on the savage
and vile.

the shrine of our free-
dom lies low in decay:

Our hopes, though still
buoyant, have oft felt
dismay,

And in Tara's lone hall,
where our kings once
beld state,

Moaning winds sweep
through tenantiess
halls of the great, .

our harp now iz mute
save to grieving’s low
tone.

All glone and unheeded
our poets may moean,

For ruin has swept ower
dear Innishafl \

Since the Saxon has
lived in the halls of
the Gael. q

gem of the ocean, let
caitiffs deny

Their language and land
who enslaved wish to
dle, .

But, yncrushed by op-
pression, unfettersd

by chains,
We fling back deflanse—
our country remats$

our unheeded oom-

3 plaints,

J We shall never forget,’
dear old isiand of
saints,

111 thy soll, rendered sficred by saint and

by bard,
mg'freedomexwtuﬂﬁ‘mmlb-
| He doss not telt the date or thecoun-| - eard. C
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