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Tweaty-first Yoar, No. 3. Rocheter, N, Y., Friday Qctober 15,19,

i I walkel s »wiv upthe lane I sent up a silent e:rmGodana look of apprehension creep- : helamd |
mmﬂﬂa nﬂﬂm W ma :ﬁy ow% lhouse. wolndering'u nbeaodefend!x)z:gfmm %;;{ ofcul Egginm he:a ea. Gent.!yh;ml N““ an k@'lld | SO
tangible changel perceived injity, to open the eves of my so e News , &8 gently &3 Sntrim. . .4
1t "‘s”‘met’;dm“mmd;h” trag-tmy old friend. He was the the wrong as it really existed, could, sparing heras much of £he " Patrlek Mo.|woek
o et L e o elevidentlythe old earnest Catho-land to point out the way alonghorror of it as possible . Efer], The death of Mis. Patrick Ho./wo
ought the, ow dex' besi:h v: !2 licof long ago—and yet he was\whicl E’iswill g, Imiehfichooks t eddeadtz Aleose of : oD
you nito“ e Fiston and 1 will tel;'mot the same What was thislbring these two severed souls to-roseslowly to her feet clas urred
;?)I:‘e abou n,an change? | told myself with con-lgether. Did not God send melher handsin frontof her bessech-

_ . ction it was an uncengenialihere for this very p Woth-ingly; one moment her body
Some time ago, | was spendin marriage. Yes, indeed.these mix-ling in life is acciden swaﬁd. then she fell heavily on
my hohdny in Bordeaux-—not th ed marriages ares big mistake. I “I'll come over to see er knees be!m me., N..t a3 W&d

¢ h
French Bordegux bal quite 3:mide upmy mind to find out thelgy ae the quarry, "] said to hirhad passed her i
' h

most aa erect of
of foot as in }

i) ; h ps. Raising her
place im the C el Iotnuth, 1 ieft, **Good night.” syes,she seemed to be searching
l(?\lx‘g:ﬁsg; m;h:ﬁm;go;? u‘]’ e On the following Sunday .__f‘ger-{as..émg night.si!:'fg ' he said, ué:nn% fuxl') gg truth as though she| Cardinal 8
sYot suited me,none but the sim-.g}° < [ made my promised visitto| oy 1o bend in the lane 1 turn{ s, doBbted me. Browne.and
o
h

) vale. He was standing at the . : ; iz
cottagers with whom to ex-i_ . Lo ‘ed, tosee him still watchingm
2 mgnn occasional fnendly‘fglofﬁ;g?nma?mogg f'gr [::e' a}?&fmm the small wicket-gate o slow t‘rtusnp(!f f"eﬁgéﬁh &“ﬁgﬂ tut::g %gtﬂmopl mms?\ilm
greeting. | would go for days:wife_ The cottage and ga_,,dmhis cottage garden. Did some- padﬁ Ommm'm d Y Omnejelectad queen. Owing
without speaking to a single liv- were models of mg:hod care lmd!t:hin whisper t¢ me then how"’. ungt a%m hoocf t?:rnsﬂxede ign against ﬂmﬁgﬁ h
ing soul. 1 was delighted withyp0r " my manly eye the W Should meet again? then finging up. ber arms. cnehsr Bajoaty, willbe zo
gwf‘f&’& “amblces'l 13‘5’%3 ;;’vholé ahpqeu-ed spotle&slyyclean.. ¢ afeyoff&?gv'gm:g%r:u_ elsent up 8 long low wail of naxiser; g&e etea by the
¢ starm + ir,n o ul rush

its galloping °“white borses’’ and ouott:fcplzce, n(:)ttag sgggkfn ef,’? mnow became my daily theugh ed madly towards all
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A that remained of the man whom Donegil.
the great waves sweegxng OVer'yas on the polished windows, and care. Indeed,I prolonged mYishe had married, yet hllfx-‘d i
the rocks in the bay. Then there 5 4 the woman whom my sturdy Loliday in the hope of effectinglag ] placed
W‘!‘f mly dutgl};énwgghra?hn& SWIN jslander had chosen for a wife both. Frequently I found my: e body, “Poar i, reaping machire-in-m—feld-re
i i‘x’ a:i wi h? h‘nmmk'wnsas scrupulously cleanas herat the vale, but all tono >"'you are not strong eno tolNewtewncunningham, theanim 10
T ot o s 3 hmak® suroundings - exaggeratedly so. She scemed hopelessly impervi-ponrir.* and 1 forced her firrme became reative, aul in b apiteis
dalﬁ part o Lhe 18 0 gea % She came toward me, ignoring Ous to all advances. Without ap- ly back into her ewnplace,limp! deavors to conexol it the boy Lell®
b ge.mus;f 08¢ who do notp,, ~,utstretched hanltf.n her parent vices, without even snjgnq fainting. and received a sevore kickory the
now it well. ' own handscrossed primly over obvious fault through which to The days that followed werehoad in addition to getting
One Sund.a\y morning after her white apron, and made aoPena can_xgaign upon the soul, full of agony for the stricken lﬂg broken
mass, for }vhxch I had walked to}jttle nervous curtesy witheut 8t what point could I promose to widow. Her husdand was desd " N )
was strolling along by the beach displeasure on her expressionless the banner of my King? I was a able of believing in his death The committee of mannagement
when 1 became aware ofan hon- face. She gave me an impression Joshus marching around the walls her comfort now seemed to be £/ ne and Fermenagh 14y
est-looking fellow who was %rreet- of 3 wonderfully-finished auto- of Jericho;—but thefwalls refused sit at my feot mndlet me mlum approved of the ex bt
ing me from the opposite side of matic doll, an impression which to fall. At length I had to confeasi, "} "on those v subjectsture of £1,000 for the erection:
the road. | stopped for a second. .deepened after a little conversa- that here was one of those hard N 3l

“Surely,” I said ‘I remember tion with her. She speke in dull, cases in whom Truth in the mghlcil;&efore she had 0 muy;

you Were you not one of theeven tones, quite devoid of jn.dinary way findsno responses. [|(®#P:86C in the Asylum.
men who worked at Mowlem'sdividuality, opinions, or feeling, Put my whole trust in 0Q, an 'deaéia mﬁdy% k‘ifb,n, B | i TS—
Granite Yard at St. Sampson’s s, Even when speaking of her hus- pray %lée n’."mth‘;sm"l‘my t}i‘"‘ “gurely those who have :: whi| Ata moeting of the

few year’'sago. band she seemed to think it nec- He would raise slumbering; eu about God have told you Cl

“Yes sir,'’ he replied ~"whenessary to politeness te talk of soul from theqmve in which '{h
you used u: corne down there tohim with the utmest formatity. hard,cold, lovele
getto knowall the Catholica in She gave him his name in it, 1 waited for God to blow the
the Yard. | was one of ‘em. WeWith a precise articulation ef trumpet which should make th
missed you when you wentevery syﬁable which was muost 8tony fortress yield.
abroad.”’ ftrying. “Frederick Willi ..9) I had not seen St. Clair sin
“Are’you there still 7’1 asked, Bhe called him; or with an air of my first visit. Aceordingg
W ok know. Perhaps Bl Ereater aloofness—‘‘Mr. St sunny afternoon I walk:
h:a?gu! t:gou tril‘:):. ief, ‘}“‘Clair—my 'usband,sir.”” | in from Bordeauxto the commo
a‘;m ickened me. Somo of my] WALy decided that never in allAs I approached the quarry
bost wals were blacklocn FhoYimy life had I met so unreal, soheard the sound of & horn warn-
wc‘é‘dls ng ofac‘ " h ©Yiconventional, so lifeless a being,ing gnaserﬁ-hﬁ to keep clear
;th ? the steik .O“’séaas St. Clair's wife. From -thethe blasting. 1 stood still until
e v torms. T oo e "A;,m depths of my soul I pitied him, the roar and shower of grani
ctﬁ?eltg t,'efrm;. '&out L After ang knowing him as fdid,l real- were over. Then I made my way
that 1 « Wi e Wl;i ot Jomized what had puzzied me befare. dewn the slops to the floor.” As
in particular; i ‘dn fo wanse‘a)r I My friend's frank, kindly nat-approached my man I fancled
went to ths rorth of England forure was crughed by his wife's, 5aw the side of the quarry move.
O et g and fOr e his tolereace kept him At first it seemed my imagina-
:mertogu? g;y iwr:opueopgn heigffrom criticistn of & woman in'tion. The next moment had
kept on'sending me letters, beg-'whom his eyes could discern nobarely time toshout, “Leok ou
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dead rise from the tomb, B on y
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answered humbly, “Yes, | was
told all this before, but I neves
knew it, naver felt it until new.

feel asif | were nearer him now Th th ?-‘Lu 3
than when he was alive—gsome-),, 11¢ death of Rav, wrena;)e:

mes,not always. Very often Inmmf'd“d on Sept. .15, De:
iy : D was & aterling
can only feel—1 havelost him. X who-im-of} :

fault. Nodoubt, too, his love of there, menl"’ at the same time x . R s dad=de; . TIOuHIOF
gl:g %?ﬁﬁd,?ﬂ‘ ge‘? th:klisr;f ace anda certain distrust of pointing to a great granite blockf_ﬂdv:a?ﬁf him: ‘He i a8 prominent part in J Nitional
the granite quarries. they said ;Efmaelf kept him silent. Yet,as [ Which heaved and crashed with ““You will meet He hal largdy atp
They were always dreadﬁmg towatched them together, | sawdeafening noise to the floor of] If h‘;‘;m m ed that. "’ heart the welfaxe of the 1o Snmesaiitt
hear of my death from foul gas, that there was that in the man'sthe quarry, stirrini uf the bluefse promis and projects for theamellotation A press despitch from
or that I hud been buried alivesoul. Which,in spite of his creed, dust asit fell. Thepit echoed| She lookedat me with apa-lof their condition had itsactivels ti says:‘Ons v
or sometbing of that kind.”’ in spite of his apparent]y perfect with its thunder. Homl"qm(ﬂi, tient.pat.hetic smile, aupport. He was ‘m Ieadig on’ g th‘ gt
" v 1 eaid *the . surroundings, still remained un-I covered my eyes, dreading to| ‘'“Tell me more,”” she said, ‘I member of the West Clare Fducalined womn

suppose [ sald, Lhere ISsatisfied. His nature was pure, 8ee what I most feared. At last Iwant to know more.” tion Cornmittee. The departedin-this section
more danger to life in 8 minegtrong peace-loving and unworlt.i-‘d!'e'W a gantm; breath am}lgared Then X spoke te her as simplyiclergyman was & nitiwe of Ennis No.816 Centri
than in a stone quarry ly. She would have moulded thigto look,5t.Clair was nowhere tolg, [ couid of the Church fore-land subquently went to Kirush, ember-25

"So | came back to my oldnature to her own, erushing outbe seen! . shadowed in the Old Testamentiwhere he spent a ’] gonmberMyry
mother and made up my mind to the fine natural qualities to suit. The dust cleared. I found my-jof Christ and the hidden won-jof years as curate o ontv:};gom
settle down.] got working a quar- her narrow views.lt was evident gelf as one in some awful night-|ders of His life, of the one andicancy in Doonberg, by the desthiky;
ry.and the common. I am thereat once that her God was extexn- mare helpi with the crane, Itjonly Church He founded en thelof Father Clime, wis elevated fort;
now - as foreman. al appearances, the fear of hertook ugone hour to removethe/Rock of St.Peter,how He promis~jthe pastoral charge of thatextenws

“'Are youmarried.?’" neighbor, material prosperity. great boulder from that ried to be ever with that onejtive parish, His admainisirs ! IMwer

His brow clouded slightly. ‘Welishe knew how wo ministermangled body. Theﬁobmug t a{Church tothe end of time keep-|{Was marked by the greatet zeqlm‘

“Ye-es. My wifeis a very good @ the comforts of the body:'shutterfrom a neighbor cottage. inﬁxher free from those crrers for his flock, e 0K
woman. We have a nice cottage 200Ut the spiritual needs of kiv-The menstood sside leaving me|which mrust inevitably ereepinto] 0 < ! o
at the vale.” ing, aspiring soul, she knew and to raise the remains asif it waslevery merely man-made institu~{ The appointment of Johti D);

“A Catholic. I o, cared little. Husband and wife it my right. Reverently I laid himition sach as the - Protestant|(*Connor, chiirmin of the Kan:

;athoic. [ SUppose s true: but separated by so vaston the bier, still feelng dazed|church and her own little Primi-lturk rural distriet couwneil > £he

He sighed. *‘No, a Primitivea guif thatl wondered whetherand helpless. Was this real oritive Methodism., I pointed out tolmapisterial bench has griven wide
Methodist. He looked atit would ever be bridged Below was it a dream? Was_this chang-{her how He speke of His Churchlgatisiaction to a1l clamses i this
me suddenly, unmistakable sad-the calm surface, the apparented formin very truth my friend|the kingdom of God, as growingidistrict and throighout the
ness In his honest eyes. ' Andunity of married life, there lay of long ago? — changed, crushed,ifrom that little grain of mustard country. ‘

[ always told you Icould neverthe awful void of lovelessnessout of resemblance to himself,|seed then being planted in Pale
dream of amixed marriage - thatandlack of faith. The dumb ap- who could recognize him mnow Yitine, until,asone great undivided
they were the biggest mistakepealin hiseves filled me withOnce, wehad held ideals in com-|tree it should coverall the earth;
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Afire took place at Lohar,

out.” pity. How blind she was not tomon. Now, the gulf of deathjhow no branch lopped off from atﬁ’“t tmfeigi.le‘“og{’%‘?{ w“e’é"?n%l 19.-Lh
“‘But yours— 7"’ seeit! I read in it a longing for agtretched between us. Yet no;fz;]that divine parent tree by human hou%cmlllon n }0 ae" Wg out- ith For
There wasa half-puzzled ex-conversionto his creed, a creed when the hody dies,the soul liveslhands can live. - | ngs?ﬁ drbﬁy‘tel,wmér z‘mae‘ 4 ‘

pression on his face. And, [for which his illiterate tonguemore truly than before! She drank in my words, h

ious insi -could find no adequate express- : i
oy ks “Voice. a8 ho. replied. ion. But she was adamant. What, It was indeed 1 solemn proces-jeves aglow with wonder end
““We have had our full portionartificial upbringing and godlessgilon ,f}msneth,ft fatal sunny|the days passed I reag’zed tha
of happiness. She's a splendid envoironment had produced se*i€ €O Aﬂ

olished.It is not known how the|
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ing flash,

Tipperary,

wife. Everyone says there isn’t{aultiessly apathetic a womag? [fternoon. , G;d rg,;%rswﬁdleu{{.unyﬂ? meih IR S
better-kept Dlace than ours/ I purposely turned theconver- I hurried on in advance to soull?s- awakening todivinetruth.] Married.~— At. Powentows

:n here.” sation to the Faith,to God. Shebreak the news to_the wife. How Her happin MW Was hurch, by the Rev.T--Haniganat
X;v am g.la d you are happy,”’ pfidgeted in her chair, her brows would she receive n:,I wonde‘reiil?kneel in o litﬁ: French chapel P.P.,on the 8th of ept., Simon o

said. ‘‘Perhaps she'll be aCath- puckered, she was obviously un-1 entered the cottage. Ont el the place where her hushan Stepilen Downey, Woodbine Cotslts

| dbine Cotsrorded

! " easy. God and earnest faith intrim tea«table, the spotless table- kmeel. Thro : e, Masterstown, Caliir;to Marylhe Tabo

Ohflsouiigocll(a{xis head and smiled T ¥ere o topics over the tea-cloth, th’gahome-made bread and[used to kneel. ugh his death} ) est daughter of Thoraas Clearylths pris
es 1

] an cups. I even caught the flickericakes waited forthe man whojShe hadrisen to life. The two 3
a little. ‘‘She's a Primitive }\deth-:gff snfi‘l,e quiglgly su;presgegl,' ::ouel?i never need her ministry dividedi souls were uni%e(;l ltlgst. der, Clonmel. ]
odist out and out-there’s no.g wetalked of Catholic morality agam. The kettle steamed on the|Some timeafterward I heard o .y
At the Cathedrs, Cazloy, ‘on '
ept. 2, Most Rev, dxzi' Foley,fyian
it

changing her.”’ —a morality higher than any she hob;the cat purred conten her reception into the Church.
of our ways. 'duties in life,to be in all outward fender; where he never again free to follow wherever God|Bishop of Fildare s Leii

n ;
We came here to the partingknew. Todo one’s unavoidablethe hearth by the polished steel|She Was childless and, therefore, 1S
. - Iy : ight call. I was never told thelassisted by the Rev.L.Bro

“1 lad if yow'd cometothings a respectable citizen, tomight stand. I flung myself into|{TEN . 3 ; _
see in(i ggr,g' ze ‘sai?,u ““to talk of attend chapel in best attire twicefa chair opposite her without ag"?‘t‘;s %Ba:to {’ogve;f_d“‘;’f;:r p:::é 'l(‘:olll“ vice '.'g:‘ggt tgfe’ 8%"{;?;
old times. The missus’ll be de-each Sunday showed faith in Godword. Shehad risen in her usual tl‘llat ﬁ had becomse & Carmeli o;%lefop v.D. Muphy IJ T
lighted to see you. Say next Sun-'enough She noisily pushed backgervile way.Perhaps it was some-| ah I?‘roa the B e lisk M e 0! M?zi%gn' . DUrp. or Ehell
day afterncon. It’s lonely hereher chair asshe rose to throwthing in my manner that arrest-{Bun. m ng essen~-home el .
somehow, with scarcely a Catho-more fuel on the fire, her lipsed her. ] made several attemptsiger:
He totalk to.”” T consented. Hecompressed in a hard line of dis-to speak, but the words choked . .
gave me his address witg mjn-{agp'ﬁoe:a{?at the mers ?ilenlt;(}m t&e. A'f; lixst, ’;Slt't(l!nowq’ tMr‘:.thS::: dWh% inneed of ‘{lownu

irestioneand we said good—the resence, an e i-Clair,” I said with quiet author-lof smy deseripion !

pro direstiomsan ! lity.She obeyed,trembling & littl iPhone, . R
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