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President Isaac Lewis of S8abina, Ohfo,
s highly respected all through that
section, He has lived in Clinton Co.
75 years, and has been president of
the Subina Bank 20 years. He gladly
testifies to the merit of Hood's Sarsa-
parilla, and what he says is worthy
atteniion,  All brain workers find
Hood’s Sarsaparilla peculiarly adapted
to their needs. It makes pure, rich,
red blood, and from this comes nerve,
wiental, bodily and digestive strength,

“Yam glad to say that Hood’s Sareapa=-
rilla i3 a very good medicine, especially
@3 a blood purifier, It has done me good
many times. For several years I suffered
greatly with pains of

fMeuralgia

In one eye and about my temples, ese
pecially at night when I had been having
@ hard day of physical and mental labor,
Itook many remedies, but found help only
In Hood’s Sarsaparilla which cured me of
rheumatism, neuralgia and headache,
Mood’s S8arsaparilla has proved itselfatrue
friend. 1 also take Hood’s Pills to keep
wy bowels regular, and like the pills
very much.” Isaac LEwis, 8abina, Ohio,

M

ioods

Sarsaparilla

Iathe One True Blood Purifier. Alldruggists. 81,
Freparedonly by C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Ma

. & are |»r‘-xxxi;;.>r~mt lent a—nd
Hood’s Pills easy in efiect. 2 cents.

g1, JEROME'S COLLEGE
BHERLIN, ONT.
Domnplete Classicnl, Philosopbical ax
Commercinl Conrscs,
4nd Shorthand and Typawriting.
For further partien!ars apply to
REV, THRO. BPETZ, Presiden

AHH! IMPTION COLLEGE, BSANDWIO?
it.—The studies embrace the Clasales
snd Commerclal courses, Terms, ineludin
Wil ordinary expenses, 150 per annum. ¥Fo
poitienlars apply to Rev, D, Ovanr»
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TUE PINES URSULINE ACADEMY

CHA'TIAM,
0

ONT.
comprises every
dies,
d for the enlti
3 DRAW.

NY
IRAMIC §
{or pupils preparing foi
Teachers Certificates
Commercial Diplomas, Sten
riting.
iress

5 LADY SUPERIOR.

ST JOSEPH'S ACADEMY
St. Albani Street, TORONTO.

COMPLETE ACADEMIC, COLLEGIATE AND
COMMERCIAL COUASE.

In Collegiate Department
Pap'ls are prepared for Univoersity Honors
Firs , Seeond and Third Ciass Certifi-
The number of students who have
«d in taking there honors in past
y testity to the thovoughness and eflle-
wney of the work done in the Academy,
In the Commercial Department
Puplls are prepared for Commercial Cers
tificates awarded by the Education Dept,
sud Commereial Divlomas awarded by the
N.ommo & Harrtson Basiness College,
In the Academle Department
ial attention is paid to the Modern
#, the Fine Aris, Plaiv and Fancy
'work. i ‘partment pupils are
prepured for Diplomas and Certificates of
Music, and Proviaeinl Art School Teachers’
Certificates,
C asses resumed on Monday, Sept. Tth.
For Prospectus apply to the
933-4 MOTHER SUPERIOR.

I-WORTHERK,? /17
Y wierdd(etege

Owen Bound. Ontarto, in the very best place in Ounada to get
® Tnorough Business Education. Take s ronnd trip and vinit
ndl other busi coliogen wnd Commercial Departmenta ir
Uanada, the the Northera Business Coliege; sxamine
@verything thoroughly
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Best ¢

it we fail to prodnce the most thor
enl and oxtensive conrse of stady, the
wes and the best and most complote ané
Raoet ¢ tors wnd appliances, we will give you ¢
ull conrs ¢ Annua! Annonncement, giving fall
srticulary, fron, address 0. A, FLEMING. Principal.

PETERBORO

BUSINESS COLLEGE.

The attendance at the above-named Institu-
don is now 100 per cent, in advance of last
year. Thisis owirg to the superior class of
' raction given under the present manage-
t. [fall particulars in new eircular—send
for a copy. PRINGLE & MCcCREA,
{20 12 Peterboro, Ont.
Hulfdozen cards with name for 12 or more names of inter-
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[OVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERS ETC.,

5418 Talbot street, London.
1o loan.

JASEY & ANDERSON, ' BARRISTERS,

Solicitors, ete. Oflice : Edge Block, South
east corner Dundas and Richmond streets.
Money to loan. Thomas J, Anderson. Avery
Lnsey.

Private funds

PRAYER BOOKS . . .
We have now in stock a ver,

LArge
and beautifui assortment of

‘rayel
Books, ranging in price from 25c. t¢
$4.00, There are amongst the lot somae
gpecially Imported for Presentation
purposes, Orders from a distance
promptly attended to, We will m
a nice selection for any given s
Jhatl may be sent us, and if book Iy
not entirely satisfactory, it may be
ro-matled to us, and money will be
refunded. Address,
THOR, COFFEY*
Catholie Record OfMoe,
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REIDS HARDWARE
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MARCELLA GRACE.

By Rosa MULHOLLAND,

CHAPTER XX.

WHAT THE WORLD SAID,

Dablin in September is as deserted
as other cities in that month, and there
is no life in its fashionable squares and
streets, except when a horse show or a
flower show drawe a fluttering crowd
of pretty faces and gay dresses from
far country houses among fields and
pastures or from near and delightful
sea-side resorts along the shores of
Dublin Bay.

When Miss O Donovan had opened
up Mrs. O'Kelly's old house in Merrion
square and made it comfortable for the
reception of the ladies who were to fol-
low her, she found herself almost alone
in the fine old square which is one of
the handsomest bits of Dublin, and had
to travel out to Killiney and Bray,
and further still into Wicklow county,
to discuss with her acquaintances Miss
O'Kelly's connection with Bryan Kil -
martin and the approaching trial.

Mr. OTlaherty and his daughter
had preceded her to Dublin and were
staying at Killiney at the charming
summer residence of a friend, a
wealthy widow lady who was also a
bosom friend of Miss O'Donovan. Here
the latter lady paid one of her first
visits, and her appearance was hailed
with pleasure by a group of idle people
assembled on a green terrace over-
lcoking that blue bay which is said to
be like the Bay of Naples, and which
many people, bitten with Erin-mania,
declare to be even much lovelier from
certain points of view. ;

The steep green hill of Killiney,
goaring to that furze-girdled and rock-
crowned point which pierces the tower
ing rings of silver cloud crowning it,
is covered with a net-work of groves,
gardens and villas, each with its own
vantage ground for the enjoyment of a
view of uunspeakable beauty, and
uuder the hill, following the exquisite
curves of Killiney shore, runs the liv-
ing sea, palpitating beneath its veils
of delicate colors, now blue as violets,
and now green as the drift weeds in a
valley river, one hour tossing flame all
along its shifting lines, the next over
flowing its glittering boundaries with
a motionless tide of molten silver and
go'd.

Out of the green bowers around
their terrace, a little crowd of prosper
ous people gossiped and jested, looking
over at the distant hill of Howth,
wrapped in its mists of rich, langor
ous, melancholy blue

*] declare here is Bride O'Donovan,”
gsaid Mrs. Fitzzibbon, the mistress of
the house. ** How very opportune !
She will tell us some news, if any one
can, on the subject.”

““1 don’t think she knows any more
thau we do,” said Miss O'Flaherty, who
had been chief authority up to this mo-
ment,

** Oh, but she is straight from Con-
naught, and you have been a month
in Scarborough, my dear Julia. Your
father, I know, is excellently well-in-
formed, but the women always pick up
scraps of gossip so much better than
men ; now don't they, Mr. OTFla-
herty ?"

Mi. OFlaherty would have agreed
that snow was falling from the daffo
dil-tinted sky before him if Mrs. Fitz-
gibbon had called upon him to do so.

*“My dear Bride ! Got all that tire-
some house opening business over, and
not too tired to talk to your friends?
I hope not, for here we are pining for
a little light on the Kilmartin business.
It is a real godsend to meet a person
who has come from the very source of
all knowledge on the subject.”

Miss O'Donovan took the seat eager-
ly presented to her by Mr. O'Flaherty,
and folded her nicely-gloved hands at
her ample waist, and enjoyed a mo-
ment of triumph, while not uncon-
scious of the difficulties of her position.

She had several interests to recon-
cile while preserving her reputation as
a person who could tell a great deal if
she would. She must please her friend
Mrs. Fitzgibbon, whose countenance
was very precious to her just now, and
also beware of alarming Mr. O'Fla-
herty, whose chosen ally she was, and
whom she must not deprive at present
of his hope that Miss O'Kelly of Crane's
Castle would ultimately listen to his
suit, though hitherto she had appar
ently discouraged it.  Were this hope
suddenly extinguished he might de-
vote himself completely to Mrs. Fiiz
gibbon. And he was at present wear-
ing the blue ribbon, was a man of
good position in his county ; and
there was no knowing what might
happen ; widows are so foolish.

‘“In the first place, how much do
you want to know ?" said Miss O'Don-
ovan. ‘‘You must remember my posi-
tion is a delicate one. I cannot be-
tray anything in the nature of a con-
fidence.”

‘* Quite true, quite true.
want to know what everyone has a
right to know," said another lady,
erecting her parasol against the sun
with a very decided snap of its ma-
chinery. **There are certain things
that ought to be open to the public in
matters of this kind. Tdon't hold with
secret investigations.’

** Everything will come out on the
trial,” said a sly young barrister, with
the air of having thrown a great deal
of light on the suhject.

““ Thank you, Mr. Shine Jelong
ing to the law naturally makes one
very perspicuous,” said Mrs. Fitzgib
bon. “‘Batin the meantime, until the
‘whole discovery is found out 'as the
newspaper-selling imps ery, we want a
little help at our guess-work. Who is
the mysterious lady, for instance, who
has been hinted at so often in the Cen-
tral News telegrams ?”

‘13 it true that Miss O'Koelly is or

We only

was engaged to Bryan Kilmartin ?"
asked a girl whose soft grey eyes were
full of an interest in the matter that
was not all vuigar curiosity.

‘‘ If that were so, I should certainly
have known, said Miss O'Donovan.
‘‘ How could I have helped knowing ?"
she added urgently, delighted to be
able to put down this suggestion with-
out positive breach of truth. Certain-
ly she never had been told of any such
engagement. But she had guessed its
existence for all that.

““There !” said the fady with the
parasol. ‘‘I knew a girl with Miss
O'Kelly's advantages would never
destroy herself in such a manner,”

‘““He is very handsome,” said the
grey-eyed girl in a low voice. *1
saw him only once, but I thought he
had such a noble countenance.”

*“Oh, 1 suppose all the young ladies
will take his part like Miss Eyre be.
cause he is good-looking, but I think
that sort of sentimental sympathy with
criminals is one of the most unwhole
some signs of the age."

‘“ A man is not known to ba a crim-
inal until he is tried and found
guilty,” said Mr. Shine with an ap
proving glance at the girl with the
grey eyes,

“Is he a friend of yours, Mr.
Shine ?"" asked the owner of the para
sol,

‘‘He had once many friends,” put
in Mrs. Fitzgibbon. ‘I fear it is a
bad sign when a man drops away from
the society to which he was born.
When he came home from Cambridge
some years ago he was at a party at
my house, and I thought him one of
the finest young fellows I had ever
seen.  Aud his mother was go proud of
him."

**Oh, you know the mother, the—
the—Amazon ?" lisped a small ugly
woman, who based her claim as a
charmer of men on her infantile man
ners. ‘‘ You see, Mrs. Fitzgibbon, I
think these tall masculine women are
always so cruel—"

** Amazon! She is as small as you!"
exclaimed Mrs. Fitzgibbon, **and
much prettier and more feminine,” she
added aside to her next neighbor,
‘* though she speaks and acts like aa
ordinary adult.”

** Really !" cried several voices,

‘“ At present she is more like the
ghost of a sick child than anything
else,” said Migs O'Donovan. **I be
lieve she will weep herself to death be-
fore the trial comes on.”

‘ Botter she would,” faltered an old
gentleman, ‘‘ When the only son of a
widow turns out to be a rascal, itis
enough to make angels weep.”

** But you have not told us anything
about Miss O'Kelly,” said Miss Eyre.
‘“ How is she mixed up in the affair ?"

‘* Really, I do not know that she is
mixed up in it at all, except that cir-
cumstance threw her into the arms of
the Kilmartins, as it were, in the very
baginuing. Dear Mrs. O'Kelly’s death
was 80 sudden, and the girl, having
been brought up abroad, was so uttérly
without friends in Ireland ; had only
paid one short visit to her aunt, and
had gone back to finish her schooling,
when she was called upon to step into
Mis. O'Kelly’s place. Fatber Daly, the
priest at Distresna, attended Mrs.
O'Kelly on her death-bed, and went
straight to France when all was over
and brought the girl home. It ap-
pears that though he was such a friend
of dear Mrs. O'Kelly, who was always
80 nice and conservative, he was also a
friend of the Kilmartins—the country
priests all do sympathize with the
Nationalists, you know—"

** There was no taint of Nationalism
iu the Kilmartins originally, " said Mr.
O'Flaherty, ‘1 will say so much for
them. All that came in with the
mother, let her be an Amazon or a
pigmy. Sheis descended from some
of the Irish Brigades, * Wild Geese,’
and all that sort of thing.”

‘“It is surprising how that old con-
tinental service is still making foreign-
ers of some of us,” said the nice old
gentleman.

‘* Great-grandfather's old French
sword hanging up in the hall, you
know,” continued Mr. O'Flaherty.
‘‘ Even old Kilmartin would point to
it with pride and say ‘my wife's for-
tune, OTFlaherty. The only legacy
ever bequeathed to her.’ Aud he had
as little nonsense about him as any
one of us. He was as sensible and
sociable a neighbor as ever rode to
hounds.”

“Or mixed a glass of whiskey
punch,” said Mr. Shine without any
alteration in the gravity of his de-
meanor, as he fixed his eyes innocently
on Mr. O'Flaherty.

“Or mixed a glass of whiskey-
punch, as you say, ha!ha! A very
good thing, too, Mr. Shine, and a
great deal better to be mixing it at
home than strolling abroad preaching
new doctrines to make the poor discon-
tented with their lot, sir.”

Mr. Shine smiled and felt that he
wus not hit. He loved neither whis-
key-punch nor preaching to the poor.
All his desires were covered by the
dome of the Four Courts, and to get
leave to talk to a judge and jury all
day long was his idea of bliss. He
wisely held that if courts of justice
must exist it is better to sit with the
bar for prosecution or defence than to
stand in the dock, either as a conge-
quence of drinking too much whiskey,
or of teaching strange doctrines to the
poor,

‘“That shaft was thrown away,
papa,” said Miss Julia, *‘ as we are all
ladies and gentlemen here. Don't
make Mr. Jones think that he has got
among dangerous people,” upon which
Mr. Jones, a portly iron-master whom
Miss Julin met at Scarborough, and
beguiled across the channel, began to
declare that he had never been more

delighted with any people in his life
than the Irish, as he now found them,

that he had no idea—that he couldn't
have conceived, etc., etc.; the rest
being for Miss Julia's ear alone.”

‘“ Then it is merely from a girlish
feeling of gratitude to her first friends
that Miss O'Kelly clings to the Kilmar-
ting,” said Mrs., Fitzgibbon. *‘ Very
pretty of her, I must say ; but very
dreary. What must we do to save her
from the unpleasant consequences of
her rashness 7

‘* Excellent lady !" exclaimed Mr.
O'Flaherty.

‘‘ How shall we approach this Donna
Quixote 7"’ asked Mrs. Fitzgibbon of
Miss O'Donovan.

“I can give no advice. Miss
O'Kelly is o firm in her own views, |
really think it would be impossible to
withdraw her from her assumed guar-
dianship of Mrs. Kilmartin at present,”
said Miss O'Donovan., ** However,
you can come and try.  She will be at
Merrion square to morrow."

‘“ And Mrs, Kilmartin ?”

** Will also be there, to stay till the
trial is over.”

*“ The mother of the man in prison
for murder ? I am not sure that my
enthusiasm  for Miss O'Kelly will
lead me so far as to connect myself
with her,” said Mrs. Fitzgibbon,
slowly. * One must think of what
would be said.”

Mr. O'Flaherty's jaw fell.

* [—=I—I—think it would be kind,”
he murmured.

‘‘ Now, papa, you see I was right,”
said Julia.

“You want me to go, and I thought
whatever might be done in the country
we should have to bhe careful here.
How would you like to see yourself
spoken of in the papers as a sympath
izer with crime ?”

‘It would be no use at any rate,”
said Miss Eyre to Mr. Shine, who had
edged himself near her in the course of
the conversation. ‘*I believe that girl
will stick to her post. I met her sev-
eral times, at last St. Patrick’s Ball,
and at Mrs. OKelly's. There was
something about her I can't describe.
Did you know her ?”

‘‘Like you I have just met her. I
am not as romantic as you, butl
thought she had character in her face.”

‘It is a dreadful tragedy. Do you
think he did it, Mr. Shine ?"

‘I am junior counsel of the prosecu
tion, Miss Eyre, so what can I think ?"
[ believe at all events that you have
jumped to the right conclusion in de-
ciding that Miss O'Keily will stand by
the Kilmartivs. She is too deeply con-
cerned with them to dream ot such a
thing as deserting them.”

““You know more about it all than
we do.”

‘CA little.”

So it was that nobedy of importance
called on Miss O'Kelly when she arrived
for the first time in Dablin to inhabit
her house in Merrion square, and this
state of things was not much of a sur-
prise, but a great relief to Marcella,
who had nerved herself to encounter
questions, condolences, and couusels
from people who knew nothing about
her affairs She had brought Miss
O'Donovan to Dablin to stand between
her and much of this kind of thing,
but in order to show she was not afraid of
it, she had insisted upon taking up her
abode in her own house, prominent as
it wasin situation, and had placed
flowers on her window sills, and hung
fresh curtains in her windows, that the
world might see no trace of the terror
in her heart, might not suspect her of
feeling the slightest fear of the result
of the trial of Bryan Kilmartin., For
this reason she had refrained from fol
lowing her impulse to take quiet lodg-
ings near the prison of Kilmainham,
out of sight and hearing of the world,
and thus putting the smallest possible
space between the prisoner and those
whose constant thoughts were with him.
She would not hang back in the shade
as if she was conscious that they had
reason to be ashamed of him. Never-
theless she was thankful that the world
left her unmolested, and never troubled
herself about the tales that were told
and the speculations indulged in when
Miss O'Donovan went to pay her daily
visits to her fashionable friends out of
town.

The shock of the first unhappy visit
to Bryan being over when Kilmartin
and his mother met for the first time
since his arrest, Marcella looked round
for some means of passing the dreadful
hours from every morning till every
night, and from the beginning of one
week till the beginning of another. In
presence of his mother and a warder,
che dared not speak to him fully of the
terrible visitor at Inisheen. The mat-
ter was alluded to, and she simply
stated that strange questions had been
asked her, to which she had of course
returned an absolute denial. Bryan
had turned pale as she spoke, and made
an exclamation. She had glanced at
the warder and then at him implor
ingly, and Kilmartin said no more, and
80 the matter passed. That was on the
occasion of their first visit, hers and his
mother’s, to his prison cell. What
could be said with a warder standing
near, within ear-shot of every word
that was spoken ? The mother's afilic-
tion called for all Marcella’s care and
attention, and the visit was a short
agony, the poor little mother being
carried back to the carriagein a faint-
ing condition. No one could see the
prisoner again for a certain number of
days, and meantime Marcella had an-
other visit from Mr, O'Malley at her
house and again denied that she had
ever hidden or harbored the prisoner,
or saen him at all before the night of
the Patrick’s Ball.  While she was say-
ing the false words she felt his eyes
looking through her as they had done
before, and knew that hers had ac-
knowledged her guilt to him a hundred
times in the course of the interview.

But what did that signify as long as
she would not speak ?

It was the morning after the first
visit to Bryan that she had again seen
and foiled O'Malley, and after he was
gone she feit that she must secure some
distraction for her thoughts or lose her
mind. Leaving Mrs. Kilmartin slum-
bering in a state of reaction from the
tension of yesterday's excitement, she
took Bridget, the old housekeeper,
whom she had brought to town, to
stand between her and the Dublin serv-
ants, as she haa brought Miss O'Dono-
van to stand between her and the
Dublin gentry, and mufiled in a close,
black bonnet, veil and cloak, went to

take a walk through the part of
the city she knew so well, to

have another look at the old house,
the spot where she had first met Bryan,
and where she was going to swear she
had never met him. She need not be
alraid now of any one who knew her
meeting and recognizing her. She
had been tracked, aund traced, and was
soon to appear before the world as
Marcella Grace, her father's daughter,
the girl who had sewed for her living
in the Liberties. That story of her
foreign rearing, so ingeniously set on
foot by poor Mrs. O'Kelly, was soon to
be blown to the winds. She would
stand iu the witness-box as a girl who
pretended to be what she was not, and
deceived her little world, and perhaps
might therefore be open to suspicion as
a credible witness, Well, in that
matter, at least she had not intended
to deceive any one. Mrs. O'Kelly had
set the story on foot, and she had not
ventured to contradict it in any large
way, that was all. She had not
thought much about it, it would have
pleased her better to have informed
every one of the exact state of her
circumstances. Bat now, as to being
a credible witness—she shuddered and
walked faster to drive away the dread-
ful thought that pursued her wherever
she turned, the thought that she was
now a liar, and was going to be a per-
jurer. She felt a vague wonder, as
she walked so fast that poor old Brid-
get could scarcely keep pace with her,
as to what Father Daly would say to
her, how she was going to live under

his eye when he came to
understand what she was doing.
She knew she would mnot be
able to deceive him, any more

than she had been able to deceive the
mother. Dearly as he loved Bryan,
he ¢ould not have the mother’s instinet
which tempted her to permit sin that
justice might be had for her son. He

would wurge, preach, scold, put her
under & ban—but she would be firm,

They should not hang Bryau on words
coming from her lips, not though—0
God ! that she could stop this thinking
—aye, here they were coming into
Patrick’s Close, acd the old ground
was near at hand. Tnere was the
tower of St. Patrick’s lifting its dark

body at the foot of the descending
street.  Here was the low lying

Coombe (vale) which she had traversed
mauny times dreaming of sixpence and
shillings earned, and half crowns hard
to earn. Now she had money to throw
to any poor girl who might be passing
by with starved eyes that saw nothing
but the struzgle for existence, vet
what was this horror of sin that had
come into her life? Sin, was it sin ?
Sin to refuse to murder Bryan Kilmar-
tin with her own hand, that had once
been so proud of having saved him ?

‘‘ This is the house I want to go into,
Bridget. 1 once knew some poor
people who lived in it. I wish to ask
about them.”

There stood the old house at the
corner of Weaver's square, seeming
more dingy, old, and battered even
than it had looked six months ago. It
appeared forlorn, deserted ; she could
not tell whether it was inhabited or
not. This woman with the shawl over
her head coming down the street might
be able to tell her. Oh, yes, the
woman could tell her anything she
wanted to know about that very house.

‘* The key is kep’ in the next neigh-
bor's, ma'am, an’ that’s meself, and
ready enough, but sure it's not much
of a place for the likes of you to go
into (Patsie ! bring out the big key !)
Nobody lives in it since ould Grace the
weaver died, and the lan’lord doesn't
find it 8o easy to set it in tinimints,
Miss, because of the holes in the stairs,
and that. 'An’ he doesn't want to
spend money on it because people do be
sayin’ that it's clane pulled down it'll
be next year by the sanitary gintle-
men. Sure' there's great improve-
ments entirely goin’ on ; and look at
Guinness’s buildin's! They may say
what they like, callin' them that
lives in them Guinness's flats, but
meself thinks they're sharp enough
afther their own comfort that takes to
them. Now ma'am, here’s the key
comin', and you can take a walk
through the ould house—only mind the
holes !

In at the old familiar door again,
and up the well-known stairs. Here
was where Bryan stood when he told
her with his straight stern glance
that he had done nothing wrong.
There on the landing she had waited
while the police searched the house.
Here her poor father had stood while
he unfolded the newspaper that told of
a murder in the streets ; and now for
the crazy room where she had put
Bryan into hiding.

‘*There's nothing particular about
the place, ma'am, ye see, except it be
that ould closet. Sure ye'd niver see
the door of it in the wood, only I
showed it to you. It's a sort of a black
hole, God knows what it was put there
for, but the police have got an eye on
it this while back, somethin’ about a
murder that was done in the street,
and I'm tould that they suspect it's in
there the man was murdered, but
whether he was shut up in it till he
was starved, or whether he was

knocked on the head, I couldn't rightly
tell you, I'monly amatter of a month

———

in the street meself, but there's My
Casey, & neighbor of mine, sayg it
couldn’'a' been in ould Grace's fime.
because he was a dacent crature, and
besides she would ha' knowed. Ay

how, there's somethin' goin’ on aboyy
it, an’ if Mrs. Casey 'd been here she'q
ha' tould you the whole thing ; byt |
niver had a head mesel for the rightg
of a story. If you'd like to wait a bir
ma'am, Mrs. Casey 'ill be in at :;:
an'it ye'd sit down in my own poor
little place till she comes, I'll dust the
best chair for ye.”

** Oh no, thank you greatly,” gaiq
Marcella, who had no wish to be con-
fronted with Mrs. Casey, the woman
who had come for her te Mrs, O Kelly's,
that night when she had hurricd home
after the ball to her father's deathbed,
Auother time she could be pleased to
see the kind old neighbor, but she felt
that at sight of her now she must break
down. She felt as eager to be gone as
she had been an hour ago to make her
way to this spot, and summoning Briq
get, she hastened out of the street, nop
thought of where she was going till
she found herself pausing before the
entrance into the shabby old church
where as child and girl she had prayed,

She stood at the gate a few l[l‘?llll;ll[h,
looking up as it at a strange building,
Had she ever noticed in the old time
those two large keys carved in the
stonework, Peter's keys, she knew, the
keys of heaven ? They looked now ag
if they had been crossed, like bars, to
shut the sinner out beyond the gate
they guarded. And yet she would
dare to go in, she would not be thrust
out,

“Sare Miss, it's an ugly ould
chapel ; there's far purtier ones all
round the city,” whispered Bridget, to
whom this was a sightseeing expedi-
tion. But she followed the young
lady into the church, and dropped on
her knees in a corner and pulled out
her beads, while Marcella walked
slowly, with bowed head and eyelids
scarcely raised, up the old familiar
nave, and knelt down in one of the
worm eaten benches, and remembered
her old sorrows, aud struggles, and
fears, and thought of them as bliss
compared with the agony through
which she was living now. Then she
could pray, and depart comtorted.
Now she dared not pray, and there
was no comfort for the obstinate sinner.
Slowly her gaze moved round the
walls, following along that Way of
the Cross which in other days her feet
had travelled with childlike faith and
unreasoning hope. Why had faith
and hope departed from her now ?
Why could she no longer travel that
way of the cross on her knees as she
had done on the morning after she had
first succored him, offering her prayers
for him. and leaving him safe in the
haunds of a God who kuew all his difti-
culty?  Why ? Because she had
sinned for him, and was going to sin
still more deeply for his sake. Be-
cause she had allowed his life to be-
come dearer to her than her soul. How
should God be with her in this struggle
when she bad shut her lips to prayer,
and opened them to perjury ? With
Bryan safe and well by her side, could
she evermore dare to pray ? Would
not God cut her off for all eternity ?
Would not Bryan himself learn to hate
her for her crime ? And yet to hang
Bryan with her own hand, to lift up
her voice and give the signal for the
murder of her love ! She could not do
it. Even with the dear Christ turning
His dying eyes on her from yonder
Cross ehe could not promise to think of
it. A blinding conviction that she
was lost, body and soul, ruined before
God and man, smote her like the blow
of a mailed fist, and a deathlike faint-
negs seized her brain, her senses.

The church was empty now of all but
the two women, and in her distant
corner Bridget heard a faint cry as
Marceila called on the name of  the
Saviour, and slipped away off her
knees upon the narrow floor between
the benches, where the old servant
presently found her, lying stiff and
cold in a swoon.

TO BE CONTINUED,

—

His Death Sentence.

Signor Solutore Zola, the text of
whose solemn abjuration of Freema-
sonry was given in The Catholic
Standard and Times some months
ago, has received notice that sentence
of death has been passed upon him.
The Rivista Antimassonica in publish-
ing this news explains that this has
been served upon him according to the
form usually adopted in such cases.
This consists in sending round to the
brethren a simple notice in which the
name of the parson condemned occurs,
and this name being written in red is
a sufficient intimation of the sentence.
The following is a copy of the paper
which has been received by Signor
Zola :

“On! CuHeE ORRORE! TRADITORE.
Si legge nel Phare d' Alexandrie del
6 Maggio corrente, no. 127, Ba pagina
3a colonna :  On s'occupe beaucoup de
' Abjuration de M. Solutore Zola, in-
genieur ex-grand-maitre de 1'ordre
maconnique en Egypte, Cette abjura-
tion a ete accomplie devant Mgr.
Salina, Commissaire du Saint Office.
Bravo !"

The five words which are printed in
capital Jetters are written in ved in the
original, signifying by their color the
sentencs of death, and by their num-
ber that five persons have been told off
to do the deed.
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