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{o hoar you sFeak of your future in
thig thoughtloss sirain. Life is too
{leoting to have it squandercd as you
desoribo.” i

« You aro nothing short of being a
nun 1" ho oxelaimed half pottishly.

«But here we are at the istand of
Molana, and we haven't caten a morsel
wll day. Here, give us the prog 7 and
he moored the boat to a stout atone
Jur- CHAPTI I il

Having pactaken of luncheon Misa
Fitzgerald and her companion wan-
dered through the now crumbling ruin,
built by 8t Molaneide in the sixth
century. -

Ag yot there had beon no formal
botrothal botweon the two, They had
boen playmates togother. She had
passed her oluldhood at & Kronch
convent and for many yeers ho had
been an mnmate of Magdalen College,
Oxford.

When our ator{ opons she was aged
twenty-one, and he twenty-five.

No doubt he possessed talent above
the averago, and the coming examina
tion waas to prove to the world that
the Oelt i3 born: to excel in whatover
line of lifo he adopts.

Gorald O'Neill's spirits rose at the
golden prospeots before him, and when
an invitation to pass Chuist at
Lnsterling House came in Mary's
handwriting, hus cup of pleasure over-
flowed. At once he accepted, and
throwing his valise into the night
mail from London to Holiyhead, he
found himself in a fow hourg crogsing
«the silver streak” which soparatos
England and Ireland.

Miss Fitzgerald welcomed her old
playmate.

Women are better diplomats than
men, and she felt able to conceal her
admiration with feminine tact; but
when it camo to Gerald’s turn, he
oast aside all formality. and holding
hor out at arm’s length exclaimed—

« By Jove, Mary, you have grown
up a beauty."”

Over Molana’s greou sward thoy
wandored that December day, and in
the nbbey cloistor visited the tomb of
Raymond lo Gros, Strongbow's sturdy
lieutenant and brother-in-law.

« Fow men have lived a stormicr
life, and ono could almost imagine
that thie lull and quiet are gleasiug to
him,” mused Gerald O'Neill.

«7 trust hig fiery spirit hos long
ago found rest,” answered Miss Fitz-
gorald, reverently.

« Before his death he founded the
Abboy of Rhinorew, haxd by, and this
noble act, joined to the Kequiem of
tho Monks of Molana, has surely won
for him an eternal roward.”

« Pghaw,” was on her companion’s
lips, but ho suppresged it. N

 You foolish child " ho oxclaimed,
wdo you believe in abbey foundin
coming to & man's aid after death ? |
beliove when the blow comes we dio
off like flies, and nothing remains to
merit roward or punishment.”

o say that Miss Iitzgerald was
shooked would but faintly express her
foelings. She stood like one dazed—
paralyzed.

wUnsay that, Gorald,” wero the
only words sho could command.
4 You have botrayed rank infidelity
in what you have just remarked.”

His defiant bearing fairly frightened
her.

« Nover,” he answered, * These
are my tenots, and the sooner my
{riends learn them, the better. What
does 1t matter to you if yon pursue
your belief 2nd I mine ?”

+ Alag, you haye none,” was all she
could say, and leaning against the
Norman knight's tomb, she wept
bitterly.

Gerald was started at the sudden
change in her demeanor. i

« Molly, darling, keep quiot,” he
murmured soothingly. L didn’t
mean to vex you. Dor’t dwell on
my foolish speech. "Twill sadden
your face before tho Christmas festiv-
itios dawn upon us, and I want to lead
off Sir Roger de Coverley with the
prettiest girl in South Munster.

But nothing conld rouse the girl
from her sad reverie. In her mind's
eye sho beheld herself married to an
infidel, and she vegolved this should
\never be. 3

Tho battle between conscience and
-affection Was a‘:m:l one, and the
tempter whispered :

“l;\darry h‘i’gx first and aftorwards
couvert him.” X

The words lingered in her ear, and
impacted a passing balm to ‘her
wounded spirit. Just then there was
a rustle in the tail poplars.

< Barron as lances, amongst which tho

Mnk‘;;:vintry music, sighing as 1t goes,”
and Miss Fitzgerald turned to see the
cause.

Before the lovers stood sn old
vwoman, dressed in & short blue petti-
.coat and scatlet shawl, followed by a
young girl attired in & dingy water-
proof. 'They both wore yellow ailk
soarves on their heads, and were bare-
footed.

« Swoethearts,” muttered -the hag,
and then in a mixed jargon she asked
an elms,

Gerald gave it promptly,

«Your fortune, sir,” she said, grasp-
ing his extended hand, “ and a mighty
fine oneitis Shall I tell it2”

« Just what I wish you to do,” wag
the reply, and the old woman pressed
shis palm.

wHere, girl, quick, bring me a
burning brand,” and slie motioned to
Aior companion.

corner of the abbey. the younger

woman produced 8 sharred suick.

*+ Hore goes,”” continued th fortune-

tellor, and she traced mystie lines avor

Gerald's hand. )

=Y ou won't marry your firat lova.

No: sho wouldn’'¢ make a mark life.
Mary Fitzgerald trembled with

dionati b

fivon @erald O Neill had bis fortuno
rehearsed for the second timo, and
fingerud over the vision of the * nut
brown maid with starry eyes,” that
was to muke or mar his future.
When ho looked around for an ap-
roving smile from his companion sho
End vanished, and neither threats nor

ho prophecy was
oxelting her ouriosity . she had not
strength of mind to close her eara:
go she remained in the same position
hatening sttentively.
“A nut brown maid with oyes like
stars will cross your path. Beware !’
Tho gipsy paused.
« Unlesa you can prove canay you
will fall into the torrent, On the
opposito bank thoro hovers a goldon
oloud lost in futurity, The mist
thickens. I cannot seo more,” and
she dropped Gerald's hand.
w Will the young lady have her
fortune told ?” she asked, peering at
Mary through her rat-like eyes.
« No, thank you,” angwered Mary
quickly. ** Come, (Yerald, evening 18
falling wo must go home.'
Sho was growing disgusted with
the farco, and angry with Gerald for
countenancing it.
w Take thinga quictly, young lady.”
gaid the old woman sarcastioally, I
have a rod in pickle for you, bubit is
a snowberry rol, an omblem of
ourgelf—ever and always a snow-
erry.” and sho plucked up by the
roots a twig of snowberry that had
twined round the sepulchural urn of
Raymond lo Gres, and pregented it to
Mary Intzgerald.
«What does it mean ?" she asked
nervously.
“ When your horsescopo is cast,
think of me, Meg Melton,” was the
rejoinder, coupled with a haggish
laugh, ‘A snowberry always.”

She waved her hand in parting
galutation, and beckoning to her
companion they both embarked in an
antiquated canoo, and pulled rapidly
up the Blackwater, towards the town
of Youghal.

CHAPTER 11

The holidays passed cheerily enough
at Liaterling Houge.

Qhristmas morning, Mags had been
gaid in the private ohapel, and Mary
Fitzgerald looked in vain for, her
lover's entrance, Towards the end he
gauntered in, but his vacant gaze
beuayed his unbelief in the Sacred
Mystories, Hourly the truth was
dawning upon her that his want of
faith would prove an iron barrier to
their union, and the thought became
maddened to her sensitive nature.

The priest who officiated wasa man
of deep research, and when Mary
heard Gerald andhe wanderingthrough
the mazes of the classic authors,
she lulled her misgivings to rest, in
the hopes that such a wise companion
might win the truant back to the fold.

ghe had yet to learn that, until
graco toughes the stony heart, elo-
quence, talent, and all this world's
treasures of mind and bedy, count as
nothing in the conversion of a soul to
God

Mary's parents, herself and Gerald
0'Neill formed the small family party
that sat down to dinner at Listerling
House, snd in the evening mustered
friends from the surrounding country
to swell the gathering, and partake
of the dainty fare provided for them.

Amongst the guests was an English
il 8 Migs Everill, who was staying
with & lady friend of the Fitzgeralds,
and Mary scanned her to ascertain the
color of her eyes and hair, fearing she
‘might prove the brunette rival foretold
by the gipsey.

But no, Miss Everill was a blonde
pure end simple, with coils of golden
hair and pale blue eyes. Gerald
gecured this fair stranger in one of the
subsequent dances.

In tho height of the festiv.ties our
heroine found her mind constantly
ruminating on the gipsy's prophecy.
What could she mean by comparing
her to & snowberry ? That row down
the Blackwater had cost her a bitter

pang!

Dired out with the gay revelry the
dancers paused. X

Lo, from the outside, x0se. s‘trange

P could prevail on her to
reappest.

 She don't like to hear that ghe'll
alwaya be a snowberry,” muttered the
fortuno teller. ** but ail ﬁuz snmio, the

CHAPTFHR L.

Upand down paced o young Sistor of
Chirity in sl warda of one of Irelaud's
hospitale. The Rosary beads glide
slowly through her fingora.

Our readers will recognise Miss
[itegerald ugder the blaok veil and
white eoil worn by ths daughters of
Mary Aikenhead.  Five years pre-
viously she had bid adicu to her fond
parents and Listerling House, and
started for the novitiate at Milltown
Pu(;;kl cuunty Dablin.

mystio seroil 1 and
1 ‘sco embossed in lines of fire her
deatiny—-a snowberry,' )

With this prophicoy the Christmas
party at Listerling camo to a close.

CHAPTER IV,

Gerald upbraided Mary for her bad
taste in breaking up tho Ohristmas
party, whilst she reminded him of the
unhappy effeot produced on hor mind
by his seeptioal words on the island ¢
Molana. She did not allude to the
gipsy's propecy. It was too personal
a matter—thereforo she shunned it
Next day she planted the snowborry
beside the rustie porch ab Listerling
House.

Gorald O'Neill remembered the tiny
spray, and when the ill humour had
subsided asked for somo berries in case
it bore any.

« I ghan’t bo hero next Christmas,”
he said. ¢ The berrios will remind me
of olden timea before any Qistrust
came betweon ug;” and ho stopped
into the croydon that was to convey
him to the railway station.

Time passed on, and one morning &
telogram wag handed to Mary— Sond

on

«Passod Senior Wrangler.
the ode—G. O Nrrr.

Mary felt in no mood to court the
pootio muse, and in reply to tho wel.
como intelligenco sent a letter of con.
gratulation.

The disappointed student d
with indignation ; months passed and
no letter eame in reply to hers.

An invitation reached Mary from an
aunt in London and she gladly
acoopted it.

To the great metropolis she wont,
and one day while visiting the belfry
of an old historio ruin, she encount-
ered her former acquaintance, Miss
Evernll.

After some casual remarks she dis-
covered that the English girl wag
aware of Gerald's whereabouis,

+« How odd of him not to call and
see you,” she remarked; *bub at
prosent his head is full only of one
idea—my cousin, Carcie Cosby.
man in love is not responsible for his
acts,” and she shook her head signi.
ficantly.

«1 ‘wish to send him some snow-
berries at Ohristmas,” Mary answered,
not pretending to notice the shaft
aimed at her heart. * He asked for
somo in our old home in Ireland.”

<« Al, really,” went on Miss Everill,
« Well, I haven't seen bim for tho past
month, He was at Brighton with the
Cosby's when I last heard of him.
They will both start for Monaco, and
Carry intends-to thank me there, be-
cause it was I who introduced her to
Mr. O'Neill.”

Mary listoned like osa 1n & trance,
but furthor than that betraysd no
signs of tho mental agony she was
striving to combat,

w Talking of snowberries,” resumed
Miss Lverill, *do you recollect the
fortune-teller at your houge lagt Christ-
mas? If over I come across a snow-
_berry I shall think of you and your
righteous indignation whon she called
you one.”

« T almost forget,it, last Christmas
seoms so long ago,” Mary answered
coldly, “Good-bye.”

Two skivering, ragged, little chil-
dren wandered mnto the ancient belfry;

.| she paused to drop & fow coing into

their grim hands,  Miss T verill taking
ﬁdv&nmgo of her delay called after
or.

« Porhaps we may meot at the
Lyceum on Wednesday night when
Irving plays in ¢ The Bells,” Carry
and Mr, O'Neill are sure to be there,”

« Perhaps,” nodded Migs Fitzgerald,
quietly, and passed quickly out of the
ruin.

" aat

d to cateh

musical sounds on the t air.

« Hark ¥ whispered Gerald to the
English girl, ** I must ascertain what
that weird music means,” and he
darted out of the door with his fair
partner clinging to his arm.

Nearer and nearer came the sweet
sounds borne on the night wind, and
Mary's heart sickoned when sho beheld
the gipsy of Molana led between Ger-
ald and Mies Everill,

Behind walked her attendant.

Both were gaudily clad in red and
yellow scarves, and large colored beads
dangled from their neck and arms,
On a high stool theold woman perched
horself.  Bho explained how she and
her panion had been & hted in
a sguall on the river, how their canoe
had foundered and left them adrift on
the landing stage, half a mile distant.
She concluded by asking a shelter for
the night at Listerling House,

It was readily given, and the hag
croaked a vote of thanks.

Iicering round the festive chamber
her eyos rested on Miss Fitzgerald.

w Every ship to her moorings,” she
exclaimed, and each one orept to a
seat.

w Tadies and gontlemen, whilst the
Great Boar ig shining in the Heavens,
listen to the golden road cof fame,
which enrolls me before you.”

With suppressed breath each one
heard his ‘}ztp her fate unfolded, with

From a smouldering fire in the

no exooption.—Misa Fitzgerald,

ime she
o glimpse of Gerald at the Lyceum,
come what would.
Rgt:‘olutjon was Parrged into effect on
\

g 8

When the curtain was about to rise
a large party entered the theatre—
four ladies and three gontlemen.

Misg Everill was amongst the forn-
er, and next to her a brunette of the
purest type. Olive cormplexion, with
a ting o of the damask rose, flashing
dark eyes and lips as red as cherries
formed the characteristios of Carrio
Cosby. On her shapely head the
raven lhair rose in a coronet studded
with diamond pins, She was a model
suited for the brush of the old master's,
and Misa Fitzgerald could have for
given any other but Gerald O'Neill for
falling in love with her.

Irving’s superb acting was lost on
the anguieh strickengirl, She watched
the siren and her admirer oxchange
love like glances all night, and when
she saw him tenderly fold an opera
cloak round her after the play, the cup
of misery over flowed.

$ahad

Somehow, thie ovening, old mem-
ories flittered through her mind, and
a feoling of intense pity for the rene-
gade Gerald wolled up within her

080m.

. Meantimo, tho snowberry had grown
into & lusty plant, and was shooting
its green tendrils through the old
poroh at Listerling, whilst under an
Itatian sky the faithless Gerald wan-
dered,

Some years before he married Oarry
Cosby. When Miss Fitzgerald heard
of tho marriage sho took wizse counsel
from the Cistercinn Fathors of Mount
Moelleray Abbey close to her home, and
acting under their advice, joined the
ranks of the Sisters of Charity. Thus
w3 find hor this wintry afternoon
pacing up and down the hospital
wards,

*“Do you want anything ?* 'sho
asked of an emaciated woman who had
been carried in the previous evening
suffering fror a broken limb.

“Uan't you give meo anything to
ease my log?” was the querulous
roply.

“Tho doctor will be here immediate-

from under tho snowborry treo,"which
clung round the tottering porehi. and
a ravor cronked in the eliimney
with gtones.

Tho gentloman peered theongh the
tall, narrow windows, and before hira
lz:]y tLo roorn where he and hus autend-
od bride firat met.

The paper hung down in lous.

1

festoons, and there floated through

bis mind the vision of many a jiyoua |
ovening when he and she dansed be. |
ncath the peacocks with gorgeous taile, .

which formerly adorned the walla

Ab, me! Timo's eavages had lofs
ita tragces on the home of the Fitzgor-
alds, and on the individual who now
pioked hig way through brambles and
tall grags.

Gerald O'Neill was the individual.

Weariod oub with the eankering
cares of the world, for six years he
had pursued the mirage or_happiness.
Whon the goal was reached he found
in his hands only the * Dead Sea
feuit, fair to look on, but empty and
decayod within.  He waa now a wid-
ower, The woman has had married
was not one to make life happy, and
when, worn out with gambling and
disspiation, she found death awaiting
her, he was not sorry.

Long ago he had cast aside all reli-
gion, and when the dying woman
gosped ;

*Gerald, denrest, shall wo ever
meot again ?** hig only answor was :

* Neover, Carry, Close your eyea
and die in myarms, Thisisall I can
do for you.”

Such wag Carrio O'Noill’s closing
geene,

ly. In the meantimo pray to God for
patience,” the Sister answered gontly.

“@God may be good to those who
know im. I never did know Him,
and _I don't want 10 know itim,” was
the irreveront rejoinder.

Sistor Mary Dympna took the
broken limb between her hands, and
gaid firmly :

“ You can't speak in that way of
our good God. You will learn to love
Him before you die.”

Then she searched for the Rosary
beads that hung suspended from her
girdlo, and in simple language unfolded

the mysteries of our Lord's life and
death.

The peor creature drank in the new
lessons with avidity, and entroated of
her companion to complete the work
of her instruction.

The broken limb had to be amputat-
ed, and during the lulls of pain which
followed, Sister Mary Dympna might
be geen daily, boads in hand, explain-
ing the meaning of cach decade.

A fortnight after the operation,
symptoms of weakness began to appear,
and medical opinion declared that the
patient’s days were numbered.

The time was short, and much to be
done, and the sister strove with all the
love of God, which consumed her
heart to prepare the dying woman,
who evidently was a victim of intem-
perance,

Rancour and revenge still burnt in
hor soul agamnst those who had waylaid
and robbed her, which latter particu-
lars gave with hesitation, and then
would break into lamentations over
the the ruby beads and glass ear vinga
which had been stolen from her.

Gradually, Divine Grace asserted
its empire over the blackened heart,
and the waters of baptism flowed one

morning over the outoast's head.

A peace, hitherto unknown caimed
her wild spirit, and she related with
tears of repentance sna‘ches of her
gipoy life.

Her days seomad to have been spent
on the river Blackwater, entering
farmers' houses by night, and carrying
off fowl and corn,

On one occasion she mentioned the
igland of Molana, and Sister Mary
Dympna’s mild oyes ghstened when
ghe heard her rolate, the story of the
lovers who waundered there one wintry
day, six years before.

t The young lady was two good and
sinless to show her hand to a wretch
like me,” gho said, **and when I saw
her gentlo face I knew she would
always be a snowberry, white and
pure, and so I told her. Poor thing,
gho was so fond of her lover she did
not like to hear it. I often wondered
what became of her.

«The gentloman wag no mate for
ler, sweet soul, A golden future lies
in wait for him before he dies, but not
with her, She was born to be a nun
like you, Sister.”

«When you enter Heaven,” said
the nun, sadly, ** make this your first
prayer ; *‘Mathor of Jesus, pray for
Gerald O'Neill.'

Hor compsnion nodded assent, and
kissed the beads reverently.

Early noxt morning the once fiery
spirit of Meg Melton took flight,
bathed in the dewy balm of the last
Sacramenta.

In Sister Mary Dympna’s arms she
expired—workmen ocalled at the
eleventh hour to labour in the vine-
yard of the Catholic Church,

CHAPTER VL

One year has passed away sinee
the close of our last chapt

She was buried under the magnolia
trees in Florence, and Gerald loft the
sunny Italinn clime to wend his way
homewards.

The gentle form of his first love
haunted hum, and gore in mind and
worn out in body, he sought her old
home.

Returning to the carman, he inquir-
ed what had become of his former
friends. Then he heard that Mary
Fitzgerald had become o nun and
that her parents were dead.

Covering his face with his hands,
he drove on, not knowing whither,
and caring less. Before the Abbey
of Mount Melleray the car halled.

Theo lines applied to Kilorea Abbey
were equally true with regard to this
cradlo of the Cistercian Order in Ire-
land:

Such was ever the rule at Kilcrea

For whoover passed, be he baven or squiro,

Was frco to call at that abboy and atay,

Nor guordon nor hito for his lodg}lln;i
t]

Though ho tarricd & month wi
choir.”

“ This is the Abbey, sir,” remarked
the carman. *“ A gentleman at the
guest-house is waiting for me. I'll
drive you both to Cappoquin.”

Gerald O'Neill's curiogity was ex-
cited, and he wandered into the church
to have a look round. There was
littlo to be seen in the rigid simpli-
city of the unadorned walls.

Pregently a small door opeved, and
one of the confessors made his appear-
ance—a young priest with a gentle
grace playing round his classic fea-
tures. He glided into the confes-
‘iona), and Gerald asked an old wo-
man hig name,

« Father Victor,” was the answer.

Five minutos elapsed, and through
the same.door emcrged another Cis-
teroian, -

« That is Father Albert,” said his
nformant,

Gorald seanned the striot, calm
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Another gheaf had been added to
Father Paul’s harvest of souls, and
the golden future prophesied by the
gipsy band dawned upon Gerald
O'Neill—

——— gl Bt e

BENT NEARLY DOUBLE.

PURE GOLD FLAYORING EXTRACTS

THE STORY OF A WELL KNOWN
DELHI MAN,

Tortared With Rheumatism For Nearly Twenty
Years—Spent Targe Sams in a Valn Sesrek
_for Remewed Health—How He at Laat

" Found 1t.

From The Delhi Reporter.

Thore are very fow troubles more wide
spread and nono more diflicult to eradi-
cate from the system than rhoumatism,
The sufferer is racked with pains that
seom unbearable, and frequently feels
thet even death itself would be & relief.
Among thoso who have found much of
their lives made miserable by-this dread
troublo is Mr. Michael Schott, of Delhi,
and having fouud a means of releaso
from it agonies he is auxisus that other
sufferers should profit by hisexperience.
Mr. Schott is in the employ of Messrs.,
Quanco Brog,, millors, and has a roputa.
tion for gterlin{:’ integrity among all who
know him. When ono of tho staff of
the Reporter inteviewed lhim, Mr,
Schott gave the facts of higllness and
recovery as follows:—IHo had been a
sufferer from rheumatism sinco about
cighteen years of age. At times ho was

fined to bed but obtai

face, * calm as gl P
upon snow,” and it possessed no
charms for him,

“ Too cold,” he murmured.

It may have been tha, Meg Melton
wag laying her petition before the
Mother of Jesus in heaven, but cer-
tain it was that grace was filtering
through the soul of Gerald O Neill.

A third time the door opened, and
Father Paul of world-wide fame enter
ed the church. From under hig cowl
his penetrating eyes discovered the
new comer, Ho paused and looked at
him fixedly, then ascended the stair-
case leading to the gallery where lus
confessional stood.

He did not go alone, and before he
knew his destniation, the wayfarar
was kneeling at the feel of the pat-
riarch , uaravelling the tangled skein
of his life.

The carman returned to Oappoquin
that evening without his expeoted
passenger.

A week passed peacefully away, and
Gerald O'Naill's determix{ation wag
taken. He left Mount Mellery Abbey
bound for the Dominican Novitiate
at Tallaght, county Dublin. On his
way, up the Blackwater to Cork, he
stopped at Listerling Houge, and car-
ried off .the bunch of snowberriee
planted by Mary Fitzgerald,

Arrived in Cork, he wended his way
to the Convent of the Sisters of
Charity, and agked for the Rev.
Mother. He told her of his intenaton
to enter religion, and concluded his
visit in these words; I understand

d no rest day
or night from the excruciating pains ho
wa . undergoing. Again ho was able to

» about and follow his emilo ment,
ﬁut oven thea frequently walked about
in an almost doubled up condition. Then
again he would havo anothor relapse;and
would be forced to take to his bed. Dur.
ing all theso years ho was almost con.
tinually doctoring, but never obtained
anything more than teméwmry relioffor
the large sums ho oxpended in this way.
Having failed to obtam rolief at home he
went to Simcoe for treatment but receiv-
ed no pormanent benefit and soon after
comiu; 3home wasasbadasever. It will
Do readily understood_that ho was seri-
ously discouraged, aud had como to look
upott his case as hopeless. Fmelly ho
was urged to try Dr. Williams® Piuk
Pills, and after hesitating 4t spending
any more money in what ho now con-
sidered a vain pursuit of heslth, he at
last consented to give thom a trial. By
the time ho had used a half dozen of
boxes thero was no longer any doubt in
his mind thathe was steadily improving,
and tho treatmeut was then gladly con.
tinued. When he had take

on & dozen
boxes he found himself entirely recovor-
ed, entirely freo from the pain and from
all stiffiness of joints, and he is now able
to do as hard a days work as any man
in tho village. Ho has now been free
from his old enemy for so long a period
that he feels his cure is permanent, and
is consequently lusiasticadmirer of
Dr. Williams' wonderful Pink Pills, and
urges all who are singularly suffering
to give them a tnal, feeling confident
that thoy will Emve quite ag efficacious
a8 they did in his case.

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills striko at the
root of the disease, driving it from the
system and restoringthopationt to health
and strensth. Tu cases of paralysis,

e Ttranblon 1 S rataxia selatl

Miss Fitzgerald is one of your com-
munity ? Ask her to pray for my

Over the road between Cappoguin
and I‘Jinmo‘xf. on t‘l:e outakirts of the

B I have brought this
buneh of snowberries from her old
homo at Listlering to remind her of a

Early next i o desp
a letter to Everill asking Miss Goshy's
address, and received in rofurn a few
lines trom a confidential servant of the
house :—** Miss Cosby, Miss Everill,
and party left this morning for a
lengthened tour through Italy.”

It was near Christmas, and Mary

Fitagorald bade adieu to London a fow
days afterwards en route for home,

K county
Waterford, Ircland,an ¢ outside oar”
rolled rapidly along.

The driver and a gentloman were
its ocoupants, Coming to an iron
gals c'ogged with rust, the latter leap-
ed off and made his way up the grass-
%{mwn avenue leading to Listerling

ouse. No sign of life disturbed
the solitude. A rabbit darted out

propheoy uttered in her regard long
ago. It has been verified in her oase.
When we meet in heaven, I trust
that I, too, may then be able to greet
her with a snowberry in my hand.
Give her this message; she will
understaud.”

Heo was gone, and that evening the

to of Tallaght olosed on Oxford's

onior Wrangler.

(4 )

crysipel

troubles, etc., thase pills are superior to
all other treatment, Thoy are alson
specific for tho troubles which make the
lives_of so mauy women a burden, and
spoedily restore the rich glow of health
topaleand shallow checks. Men broken
down by ovorwork, Worry or 6xcesses,
will find in Pink Pills a certain curo,
Sold by all dealers or sent by mail post.
paid, at 5004 box, or six boxes for $2.50,
}),y addressing the Dr. Williams' Medi-
cine Company, Brockville Ont., of
Schencctady, N. Y. Bewaro of imita.

tions and subatitutes allegéd to be ** just
as good."!



