
A SPARROW'S NEST.Tenants'Fund and towards the promotion of Irish industries. Mr.
Labouchere,M.P,also senIs a contributionof twenty-fivepounds for
a similar purDoae. Ireland, whatever betide, can never forget the

nctiorrof such honest andgenerousEnglishmen as these.
■Jfeneral Buller hardly raises himself in public estimation by the

facWthathisißonoof thenameß attached to the latest proclamation
of theLeague. Hehas been created a member of the Privy Council
inIreland, and his signature appearß in the Gazette as one of the
authorities ordering the suppression of that organisation which he
not very longago declared had been, in thebelief of thepeople, their
salvation. On the sameoccasion Sir Redrers Buller stated on his
own account that the law waaentirely administeredfor the benefit of
therich andagainst thepoor ;yet be feels no hesitation in himself
takinga psrt in the administrationof such partisan law. Therefore,
he has condemned himself beforehand out of his ownmouth.

A sneak thief would hardly, we venture to think,be guilty or.
the despicable aci perpetrated,we suppose, in thename of theLocal
GovernmentBonrd inGweedore. On Friday 1ist a quantity of wool
belc eing to theDonegal Industrial Fund,under themanagement ot
Mrs. Earnest Hart, was seized under a distress warrant for unpaid
seed-rate, and put up for sale by the HeadConstable of Dungloe.
Father M'Fadden. who was present at the transaction, protested
against it on the ground that the wool was the p-op?rty of Mrs.Hart,
but this didnot avail tosaveit. Anemergency skulkercame forward,
as noother bidder could he found, and carried off the sack of wdol
for a guinea. Thus, in all probability, many industrious hands will
be keptin enforced idleness for some time. From the report of the
sale which wehaveseen, itlooks as thojgb it were anillegal seizure
aswell as apitifulandcontemptible trick;andin thatcasethe grabber
may havereason to regret their precipitancy.

Mr.John Ruskell,J.P.,under-agent of theEarlof Wicklow.turned
three labourers out of their employment and their homes because,
havingbf»en selected by lot (asmurderers are usually selected), they
nobly refused todischarge the revolting task of emergencymenat an
impending eviction,and tear down their fellows' houses with crow-
bars. The action onets the whole-souled andenthusiasticapprovalof
Colonel King-Harman. He indignantly repudiated the suggestion of
Mr.Srxton thatitmight be fairlydescribed as boycotting.

"No air,

he said,"Ithink an employer has a perfectright to demandthose in

his employmenttodo certain work,aDdif theyrefuse, todismiss them.'
But if a farmer refused to employ a land-grabber or a member of the
crowbar brigade;if a (shopkeeper refused to deal with him, that
wonld undoubtedly beboycotting, within themeaning of the Coercion
Act, and would emi'le theperpetrator to Bix month?' imprisonment
withhard labour. This isoneof thesubtle distinctions thatno fellow
can understand;but Colonel Kinp-Harman saysit is all right,and
tbar mu"t content us. If we had not Colonel King-Harman's word
to thecontrary, we wouldbe disposed to think that a meaner and
crueller piece of petty tyranny wasnever perpetrated than that of
which the F.arl of Wicklow and his agent were guilty.

MonsigDor Persico, in continuation of his visit to the south,
arrived in Cork last week ending September17. On Monday he was
the recipientof an address from the corporation. The address gave
expression to the feelings of love for, and loyally to, the Holy See so
common among Catholic Irishmen. It recalled the memory of the
occasions on which the occupintof the Chair of Peter made return,
by cordial assistance and relief, in the hour of national emergency.
A more than usually gratifying incident marked the proceedings.
The Protestant members of the corporation were, of course,unable
to subscribe to the very Catholic address of their brother-members ;
but a resolution of theirs was read by Aldtrman Dale,in which they
expressed their desire to join with their Catholic brethren in welcom-
ing the Papal Envoy in their midst. Such action on their part shows
how little they are'suspicious of Catholicity. The experience the
toleration of Irish Catholicism, and feir and envy have both died out
und»r its influence. It is only where hate is maintainedby ignorance
and misrepresentation ihattheold mistrust survives.

(By Maey E. WilkiinS in Good Cheer.)
"Thebes no use talking,Iknow the re t isn't paid.'*"Now,mother, don't worry;everything will turnout all right."" That's what you say. Idon't see mytelf what's to hinder our
being turned outon the streetif the rent isn't paid in two weeks.""Why, mother, you know Mr. King wouldn't do such a thing as
thai. He would wait a little while. Hehas always beenrealkind.""Peoplecan't wait for ever.""Now, mother, don'tBit here and worryabout that all day.""Ican'thelpit. It'snothing but worry all the time, as far as
Ican see.""W«ll, there isn't anyute init. PerhapsIshall get theElliott
School, who knows ?

"
Sarahsaid,laughingly."You won't. You might have if Florence Benton thought as

much of you as she pretendedto once. Judge Benton could get the
place for youby lifting his little finger. But that's always the way,
the p orer anyone is and the moreshe needs it, the lessshe has done
for her.'*

11You're all discouraged .his morning, mother. Now, don't sit
here and fret, and make yourself sick. I've left everything where
you can get it, and I'll come home early and bring somethingnica
for supper. What do you want?

"
"
Idon't want anything," sighed her mother. Sarah Mayhew

stooped and kissed her ; then she hurried away. It was high time
that she did. She had a mile to walk to her school, andit waa
already half-past eight.

It was raining very hard when she steppedout of doors. All
the green tree boughs toased inamist, and the grassesbent over, they
wereso heavy with rain drops. The moment that she opened tb«
door, she could hear the great roar of the river at the east. Itwag
very high.

When she came to the Elliott Schoolhouse she looked at it
longingly. It was anoble brick building,and accommodated Beveral
gradedschools. There waß shortly to be a vacancy in the corpsof
instructors; the assistant principal of the grammar school tad
resigned, the resignation to take effect at the close of the present
term. Sarah hadrisolved to apply for the position, which meant six
hundred dollars a year, and the ability to hire a pretty little tene-
ment for herself and mother whichptood vacantnear the scboolhouse.

Justafter she passedthe Elliott School she met Florence Eeaton.
There was a strange young lady with her, probably some school
friend, she thought toherself. She knew thatFlorenco was home on
a vacation;she attendeda boardiug school inaneighbouring city.

The two girls in then pretty gray waterproofs came tripping
along, laughing and talkiug in the ram. They held a silk umbrella
between them airily. Florence's cheeks were a lovely pink from the
damp fresh wind ;her dark,eyes wereradiant. She nodded in agay,
careless way to Sarah, as tney passed, anddidnot stop talking to her
friend.

Sarahploddedon, damp and shabby,her resolute face pale. This
wa^thf fiist time she had Been Florence since herreturn from Bchool;
ttivy hadbeen gradually dritting apart tor two years,but ttiia waa the
farthest dritt of <ill. Florence had always stopped audgreeted her
pleasnnt'y, although she rarely visited her nowadays. Sarah had
told herself many a time, that it was all natural enough, and that
Florence was not to blame. Tney had been almost like sisters when
they attended the village school together. Sarah ha 1 been at home
in Florence's house, audFlorence inhers;bnt now, of course it must
be different. Florence w^sinacity boarding-scnooi. She was form-
ingnew acquaintances with girls who were of her own social stand-
ing. She could not havemuch incommon with Saiah Mayhew, und
Sarah Mayhewoughtnot to expect it nor feelhurt.

As she went on, the roar of the river grew louder; the road
curved more and more in its direction. Saran's little schoolhouse,
wnicn was in an outlying district of the village, was peculiarly
BUUnted. Itstood m ameadow in aa angle formed by the junctioa
of abrook knownas 1

'Stony Brook," with the river. The brook was
an inconsiderable stream,although it workeda grist mill,andboasted
ot a dam two mile* above. However, theHood of to-day would swell
the tiniest rill, and Sarah, a^ she drew near her schoolhouse could
hear the little angry song oi the brook,beside the roar of theriver.

Shudoubted if she would tiud a pupil there, the nearest liTed
half a mile away;but eight had assembled, fiveboys andthree girls.
The oldest boy was nine, the youngestgirl rive. Her namewasBe&sie
Morton;s:.e was a pretty, black-eyedlittle thing. She had come
under the guardianshipof herolder brother, but Sarah wonderedhow
her mother had happened to lether,

Sarah built a fire in the little box stove so the children could
dry their clothes, then she begun the usual exercises of the school.
Itseemed almost a farce with this number of pupils, but Sarah was
punctilious inthe discharge of her duties;and, moreover, the school
committee and theparents of this district were somewhat exacting.
Sarah knew that if they sent their children to school they would
expect them to be regularly aud faithfully taught.

It wrs half an hour before noon. Sarah wasabout to call the
scholars out on the fl"or to spell, when suddenly they began whisper-
ingexcitedly. She thumped her ruler upon the dtsk, out they paid
no attention. A boy near the window bad risenand waslookingout,
and gesticulating wildly. All at once the other children left their
seats andrushed towards him, pressing wildly up t > the window.

Sarah brought her luler down, oa the desk again."
Children I

"
she cried out,sternly, " what does this mean."

They answered her with a piteous ory:"O te vjher, teacher I
Come here, come here, quick 1 Juat loot ! The wat -r, the water 1
It'B all around the acboomoube I

"
Sarah went quickly to the nearest window, and saw that the

meadow waß Hooded. The water was up to the sill or the first story
windows.

The children Mustered arouadher, clinging t> her dress andcry-
ing. "O, teacher !

"
they sobbed, " what ia it ,' What shall we do?

How are wegoingto get home ?
"

■i,MThe St.Louis Catholic World says :— At the meeting of Ransom
PbP^, Graud Army ur ihe epublic Captain Jack Crawford,
the poet-scour, told a thrilling story of hU eveutful hf .
Among other things li: said that his father was a drunk-
ard, and his dissolute manner of life prevented his sou from
obtaining any education whatever. He could neither read nor write,
nor did he get an opportunity to learn until 1863. In one of the
hottest battles of the war he was dangmously wou-idsd. lie was
placed in the hospital, wneie he received the tenderest care at the
hands of a Sister of Chanty. The captain told ibis incident most
touchiugly, and he said that when he had recovered,sue taught him
the alphabet,and finally how to read and write One of his famous
western poems contains apathetic allusion to the tender aud beauti-
ful soul who not only saved his life, but spired him from the dark-
ness of ignorance. This isonly ene of the thousand tales that might
be told of the noble Sisteie of Chanty.

Tobacco was first introduced into Western Europe iv 15(!0 by
Francisco Hernandt z, who imported some tobacco-plantsfrom Nortli
Arueiica into Spain. The tube, ur pipe, in which tLe Spaniards
smoked the imported weed was called tobaco, and hence came the
name which isnow so familiar to civilisation all over the world. In
yp-nn it is istill cHilrd tobaco ;iv Germany, Holland, uni Russia,
tabak;in France, tabac ;and in Knglar.d and ibr* United Siatef,
'■ tobacco." Sir Walter Raleigb, Jie^h troni oiiO of his voyages to
Virginia, was tuts tm.t to m^ke urn .king"_Cashiou-iblt! in England, and
even went s> far us to induce Que-n Elizabeth '" to try a few whiffs
of the bewitching vegetable." "The Queen,

'
says Colonel Bird, the

fouudei of Richmond, in Virginia,
"

graciously accv.pied of it; but
finding her stomach mcken, r waspresently whispcied by the burl
dt Leicester's faction that Sir Walter hed ceiiainly ponuued her
Mdjcbt}. So >n ncuvitidl; from L r clisordei. the Queen obliged the
Counter of Nottinghamand all h"*r nmidjuthonour to smoke out :i
whole pipe amoug&t them."
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