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«) glorious day, this, for the parade,
gir” Myles Maguire was standing on
the rear platform of a Broadway car
ind by way of reply to the remark
dcowled severely at the conductor who
faade it.and scowled at the bunch of

he sported in his cap. The
denductor, not the least disconcerted,
whistied “God Save Ireland!” and re-
pPeated the remark to the next man
who boarded. A poor workingman,
Writh his little lunch in his hand, com-
fhg on the car, here raised his hat to
the shamrock, whereat Mr. Maguire
muttered something impolite and
famed imwardly as if & personal in-
suilt had been flung in his face. “And
maybe,” he added to himself, *“that
goor fool hasn’t the second quarter to
rub against the first”” A few blocks
farther an old woman. who hed been
helped on by a policeman, fixing her
éyet on the shamrock, muttered a
grayer in Gaelle. The conductor pluck-
ed from his hat a sprig of the sham-
rock, though it cost him a pang, gnd
presented it to the old womsn, who
Kissed it passionately. Mr. Maguire,
disdaining even to convey an order to
the conductor, himself pulled the cord
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snd bounced from the car at the next
dorper. “Hang you all™ he said. *“I'll
walk {t.” He did walk it, but the rev-
érence of that poor workingman and
the passionate love of that old woman
for a bit of green weed preyed upoD
his mind-preyed upon it

“Here am I, Myles Maguire, con-
thractor and builder and rich man,
mrithout either time or inclination for
this—this—ponsense, and there’s peo-
e as poor as God made them, and
the wurl’ against them, and they—they
—ob, carse it alll”

Flung out from the windows were
green flags, to which the burly drivers
of two wagons raised their hats as
they passed, their eyes dancing with-
some gleeful remembrance. Most of
the wagoners had stuck upon their
horses' harness little green flags, each

. #f which represented two schooners of
Inger beer foregome, Hotel waliters,
motormen, hundreds of horrying foot
passengars, sported some piece of
green. A very few, with pardonable
pride, displayed the shamrock.

Mr. Myles Maguire, contractor and
puilder and rich man, could not help
seetng this, though he wWoaid like to
Bave shut his eyes and his hesart to it
all. Myles remembered how a poor
@evil with whom he worked ages ago
dsed to excite his sarcastic laugheer
by declaring that half an ounce of
happiness was worth a wagon loed of
gold. Now here were many poor devils
with naught but their bare handa be-
tween them and starvation, and the
sun was on their faces and in their
hearts, and here was he with his
froney bags, and for twenty-five years
e had not known how to smile. Evi-
dently these people were laboring un-
der the delusion that money did not
thean everything and was not the alm
and end of existence. Somewhere
there was something radically wrong,
Myles Maguire confessed to himself.

At the Victor buildigg, on Twenty-
fhtrd street and Fourth avenue, which
sported the sign “Myles Magulre, Con-
tractor and Builder,” the men had mo-
mentarily stopped work to shy cents
and nickels and a couple of dimes at
a dirty Italian who had been grinding
a travesty on “Patrick’'s Day” out of
his hand organ and who then, by way
of thanks, gave them a representation
of a wretck dying by slow torture,
from which, by a desperate stretch of
imagination, they were supposed to
fancy *“The Wearing of the Green,”
and went on. Myles had remained
half a block away till the agony was
ended, and when he came up he found
that a hunchbacked old fellow who
was at work by the side path had
stuck up a little ten cent Irish flag on
a barrel by his side. Myles stood look-
ing from the man to the flag and from
the flag back to the man.

“That's a gay mornin’, misther,” the
old fellow said, going on with his work.

After a little Myles Maguire asked,
“How long are you from Irelan’,
friend?”’

“Ah, troth, too long—nineteen years
rome May.”

“And, tell me, do you ever think of
Irelan’ now?”

The old fellow looked up at him side-
ways for a moment. “Isn’t It early in
the mornin’ ye're beginnin’ yer lark-
in’ 7 he said then.

=)o you ever expeet to go back to
Irelan’'?”

“With G6d’s help, with God’s help!”
The old fellow sighed as he said it. “1
mane to dle in Irelan’. I was back
there seven years ago this summer. If
money was plentier, 1t's few sumimers

_ would mim me that I wouldn't be
tack. I have me wife an’ childer
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~3 suppose you #ind them money ev-
ery year?™

“Every year. 1 sthruggle to aind
them, with Gold's help, a thrifle of
money every month. When I'mo in eon-
stant work. I can well afford i I earn
big pay—$10 a week. We have two as
brave sons as ever God blessed a fa-
ther an’ mother with, an’ we're givin’
them a good schoolin’ an’ sthrivin' to
make somethin’ respectable out of
them. We're puttin® wan of them on
tor the clargy. an’ the other’s goln' to
be a schoolmasther. An’ when I help
to pay for the livin’ an’ edication of
them both—for the Hitile patch of lan’
wouldn't go far to keep them, let alone
"edlcate them—I can't afford to go back
to ould Jrelan' often. Another few
years' hard work, an’ me sons 'fil take
me over, an’ meself an’ the ould wor-
an ‘il never know wani or woe aiih-
er."

Myles Maguire was reflective for
some time.

“Are you going to the parade today?”’
he satd.

“QOch, sweet good luck to the con-
thractor, no! Bad wind to bim! Ax’
he's an Irishman, too, they say. His
name's Irish enough, but the heart in
him—if he's got the ke at all, at all,
which 1 misdoubt—must be black.
Sarra saize him! If a tenth of the bad
prayera the men has been prayin' on
him these two days be heerd, I
wrouldn't like to be In his boots. A nig-
gard he is, an’ he’ll niver be anything
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*Ho-o-0, ye¢ scoundhrel, yel”

else.”” Mr. Maguire was feeling uncom-
fortable. “May S8t. Pathrick chalk 1t
up on the crossbar of heaven’s gates to
stare the villain In the face an’ turn
him away if he has the impidence to
thravel there afther lie gives his last
gasp. No: I'm not goin’, an’ that’s the
second time only that I've missed the
parade in the nineteen years I'm in
Ameriky."”

A mischievous Amnerican scamp
snatched with him the little flag and
went hastily on his way down Fourth
avenue. The old fellow wus stooped
and had his back turned. Mryles Ma-
guire, observing the thing, was sway-
ing between two impulses, but the
hunched back, the gray hair, the pa-
tient industry of the poor old soul and
a something else which he did not rec-
ognize curiously appealed to him who
for seven and thirty ye:iis had kept
his heart free from all such weakness-
es. He started at a run after the mis-
creant. The latter doubled around into
Twenty-second street, but Myles Ma-
gulre was so close upon him that he
was induced to drop the litile fiag on
the path. Myles followed a bit farther,
for a novel feeling of righteous indig-
nation wag upon him, and he now felt
even more eagerly desirous of kicking
this fellow than the beshamrocked con-
ductor. But the fellow was too fast for
bim and laughed back over his shoul-
der at Myles, who then turned and
picked up the flag. He was holding it
fn his hand and gazing at it in an ab-
stracted fashion when san astounding
and very forceful box on the ear, mak-
ing him drop the little flag from his
grasp, drove him dazed and staggering
on to the street, where he just escaped
being run down by a cab, but did not
escape a cabby's lavish and whole
hearted abuse.

“Ho-0-0, ye scoundhrel, ye! Ye
thought yerself ypurty smart, didn’t
ye?’ his old hunched back friend-was
shouting back at htm, shaking his fist
in which he bore off agsin the flag.
“Ho-0-0, ye ould vagabone, who'd have
thought ye had so mueh scoundhrelism
i ye? Ho-0-0, but I'4 like to bleach
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 Jeaving Myles Maguite stll sizvding’
on the street rubbing the side of hin
‘hesd and trying to’ arrange his daked’

wits. - : - R
When he got them fairly arranged, he

st

ing with wrath. ‘ .
The old man had planted his Httle:
fiag again and was proceeding with his

m‘ k
stantly, rolled back hix aléevce, fell intp -
fighting posture.and defiantly yelled,
“Come on, ould Belsypubt" - . |

“Sir?" ashonted Patrick Aloysius
O'Rourke, who, by good luck, Was-now.
on the ground. “What Jo you mean?” |

“1 mane to whang seven divils out o2
that ould curmu n, who's afther
thryin' to make a hare of me an® atale
me flag Intll the bargain. Only I
caught the waf’ of his talls disappear-
in' roun’ the corner he was gone with
i ‘

“Hisht! That's Mr. Maguire, theé con-
thractor for the Victor.” .

“] Qon't care a brass fardin’ if he was
St. Peter himself an’ conthractin® for
purgatory. I wouldn't stand the same
thraitment at his hands.” And he look-
ed the contractor defiantly in the eye
as he proclaimed this,

Myles Magulrés wiith eviiporated, |
even to his own astonishment. Deter-
mined to be astoundingly generous, he |
aelgned even to explain. He told Kow
the thing really 4id happen,

“Luk here, now,” said the old fellow
when he had heard him out. “Ye don't
mend matthers at all, at all, be lyin’
over it. I circumvinted ye, an’ we are
ag we stood at the beginnin'. I forgive
ye, but niver thry the same-thrick
again oh me. Good mornin’, an' good
Iuck to ye, now. Since ye won't help
me with me work don't hindher me.”

ing. He straightened himeelf up

—_—

bullding with Patrick  Aloysius
O'Rourke he felt that abject small-
ness which falls upon & man who has
been discovered in a very mean act.
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MAN’S LOVE OF THE DOG.

Ot All Amimaals, Only the Dog Has
Made Alliance With Us,

Man loveas the dog, but how much
more ought he to love it if he consid-
ered in the inflexible harmony of the:
laws of nature the sole exception, which.
i» that love of a belng that succeeds in.
plercing in order to draw closer to us
the partitions everywhere else {mper-
meable that separate the specles! We
are alone, absolutely alone, on this
chanee planet, and amid all the forms
of life that surround us not one, ex-
cepting the dog, has made an alliance
with us. A few creatures fear us, most
are unaware of us, and not one loves
us. In the world of plants we have
fumb and motionless slaves, but they
gerve us in splte of themselves. They
simply endure our laws and our yoke.
They are impotent prisoners, victims
incapable of escaping, but silently re-
bellious, and so soon as we lose sight.
of them they hasten to betray us and.
return to their former wild and mis-
chievous liberty. The rose and the corn,
had they wings, would fly at our ap-
proach like the birds,

Among the animals we number & few
servants who have submitted only;
through indifference, cowardice or stu-|
pidity—the uncertain and craven horse,
who responds only to pain and Is at-
tached to nothing; the passive and de-
jected ass, who stays with us only be-!
ecause he knows not what to do mor
where to go, but who nevertheless un-
der the cudgel and the pack saddle re-
tains the idea that lurks behind his
ears; the cow and the ox, happy so long
as they are eating and docile because
for centuries they have not had a
thought of their own; the affrighted
sheep, who knows no other master tham
terror; the hen, who is faithful to the
poultry yard because she finds more
maize and wheat there than in the
neighboring forest. I do not speak of
the cat, to whom we are nothing more
than a too large and uneatable prey,
the feroclous cat, whose sidelong con-
tempt tolerates us only as incumbering
parasites in our own homes. She, at
least, curses us in her mysterious :
heart, but all the others live beside us
as they might live beside a rock or a
tree. They do not love us, do not know
us, scarcely notlce us. They are un-
aware of our life, our death, our depar-
ture, our return, our sadness, our joy,.
our smile. They do not even hear the
sound of our volce as soon as 1t no lon-
ger threatens them, and when they
look at us it 1s with the distrustful be-
wilderment of the horse, in whose eye
still hovers the Infatuation of the elk
or gazel that sees us for the first time,
or with the dull stupor of the ruami.
nants, who look upon us 88 & momen-
tary and useless aceldent of the pas-
ture~Maurice Maeterlinck in Century.

The Original Ones.

Butler—But do you remember all you
read?

Baker—I hope not. If I did I shouldn't
enjoy the original writings of some of
my friends, you know.—Boston Tran-
wcript.

Flattery was formerly considered a
vice, but it is now grown Into a eus
tem~Syrus. St

We rarsly confess ihat we deserve

what we suffer~Quesmel. -
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avenue, 1.
sisnding

strode back to the Victor building, boil. | %

work, but he saw Myles Maguire com- 3.

As Myles Maguire sneaked into the i
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Were the Uharter Memhars
Orgupisation—Hew fhe Ol
Farmed and the Work Far |
- The recent; dekthin
Rev, George Desbos,

of the. Paulist tathers, closes

 the most interesting chaplers: of
- who--constityted -ihe' chinrter w

of the organisation kiiown an the. Panl
st fathers. Fathers-Hecker, Hewit
Baker and Walworth, together wil
Deshon, made up the quinfet, ‘They
were all men of atelking - personalll
and of remarkablé individuality,

oW

mathematical and sentimental turn-of |
mind, a lover of austerity and frugal-
ity and yet & profoundly religions spirit,

All thess men came by different mmp'j
previousarrangement Tound themaeives.
 thrown together in & réllglous comin
'nity that offered to them the higl
Hdeals of sanctified manhood, with
hest opportunities for cultivating. i}
higher life,

When the old ahip of Frotestan
began to show xigne of unseaworthl-
ness about the-middla of the nineteenth :
century the best spirits left it .gnd}
sought refuge in the Dbark of Peter.:
The Tractarian iooveraent in England:,

brought to the Church such men aw
Newman and Manning and Ward and |
a host of others, It bad itm effect in,
this country, snd Baker and Xlewit,
and Ives and Wadbams and Walworth

and many others were carried along .
by it into the Church. Bat outside of :
the Tractarian movement there were
other converts from the evangelical
bodies and even from rationalism.
From the latter came Hecker and
Brownson. However, the providence
of God cast five of these earmest wpit-
its into the Redemptorist community. |
There they learned the principles of the .

their vows of obelience aml poverty -
and chastity, and there they consecrat- ©
ed thelr energles to tho uplifting of
their fellow mwen, and in it all theyl
chaste and boly Hving.
Many years went by, ‘
were heard in every corner of this!
country, from Quebec to New Orleans,
denguncing vice and exhorting sinners
to repentance. In the hard work of
the missions they found thelr sweetdnt
joy, and never a shadow of regret
crossed thelr minds for the emoluments
and the honors they had left behind,
But conditions mrose in thelr own
household and by thefr own fiveside .
which made it imperative for them to
go out once again. They were all
Americans and stont believers in the
vocation of the American people, and

the best people on the face of the earth,
as they considered the Amerlean people
to be, to a knowledge of the truth in
the Catholie Church, A Teutonie spirit
ruled among the Redemptionisis at.
that time, and an effort was made to |
turn the work of theso talented Amer- |
fcans into Glerman channels and thus
cut off their chosen fleld of activity.

It was a vital question, The useful.
ness of their lives was to a large ex-
tent, wrapped up in it. The difference
of judgment was appealed to Rome,
and Rome bade Hecker, Hewif, Wal-
worth, Baker and Deshon to separate
from the community they loved and
start afresh, so that they might con-
tinue on the lfnes of their chosen work.
It was all done in the best of spirit.

but with-stout hearts and a firm con-
viction that their chosen Ilined were
the best, and fifty years of labor have
not demonstrated the contrary.

They came to New York and made
a beginning at Fifty-ninth street and
Ninth avenue. This was in November,
1858. For nearly fifty years they have
lived there, and their life hag been an
open book, and thelr work ha¥™ been
known to all men. They gathered dis- |
elples about them who became apimat-
ed with their spirit. They continued
to carry on the misslonary work In;
which they had been trained. ’

With the profound conviction that

press as well as they could from the

out from which have gone millions of |

work of explaining and commmending |

Rcclesinstical Review says fhat the
fulfillment of their external wvocation|

and mentions these elght avennes of
work to be:

¥irst, Preaching of missions to the
fatthful; second, the splendor and

E

veremonial; third, in reforming church |
musle by going back fo the ol Gre-
gotian plnin chant; fourth, in'om{dstv
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The youngest of this group. of men
was Deshon, & practical man of af-} %0
fairs, hard headed and logical, of & ;

to the Catholle Church and withoutany

tiom | T
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religious life, and there they. plighted -

found the supreme joy of simople, !
and thele volets |

they were earnestly anxlous to bring}

, onee, whena

The Paulists began without a cent,|.

they could preach from the preinting

pages of literature to do thefr good |-

the doctrinal teaching of the Catbolie | Ch
Church. An article in the Amersean fcluding u

nctivity of the Paulist futhors in $hé | €
bas radiated chiefly in eight directions]. -
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