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Between Two Liady Days. .
110,

And suro cnough, beforo Christmee thore
was deep enow. It camo wavering ncross
tho bogland on a north wird, and lay strown
at first in handfuls, and then in armfule, till
at Jast a hugo lead.coloured cloud appeared
to shattor itsclf sheer over Lisconnel—** Liko
as if,"" to quote Pat Ryan, ** you were
crumblin’ & soft clod of clay between your
two hands;” and thenceforward all was one
blank of whito, only broken here and thore
by tho black mouth of a bog-hole. Even
these filled oventually, as tho water in them
frozo hard, and made of each o secret vest-
ing-place for the whirling driits, pitfalls into
ono of which tho Quiglvy's fawn-coloured
goat floundered down, poor wretch, to her
smothering death., For tho snow was ac-
companied by such a biting frost as scldorn
grips Lisconnel, and tho tiny dry flakes and

ranules scomed to bo ground fino and driven
in_tangible mists of gtinging dust on the
wide-wailing storm.

*It's & good chanst wo'ro gettin' to un.
dorstand the sayin’:
¢¢¢ When you sco tho snow like salt and male,

Your food and fire'll be apt to fail,”
Brian Kilfoyle said onc day, rucfully kick-
ing at a glittering %owdery dritt, which had
sifted under tho Doyne's rickety door into
their house, where ho was talking to Stacey
aund her mother. Brian, who is norinally a
big burly man, at that time had assumcd,
in common with his ncighbours, the aspect
of an uncomplete structure, & framework
with much filling out leftto do  *“It'ssiven
wecks lyin® on us now sin Christmas, and
here's Candlemas wid nary a si§:n of a change
yit. But J’m glad to zeo you houldin® up 8o
well agin iy, ma’am.”

¢ Qch, indeed I'm keepin’ illigant and
grand, thauk God,” said Mrs. Doyue, ner-
vously fingering the Jargest hole in her
fraycd-out apron. ‘‘But as for Stacey
there, tho craythur, her faco this mimt isn't
the breadth of the palm ¢’ me hand ; the
two oyes of her')l privintly bo runnin'into
one.”

Stacey shrank further into the background
at tho sound of her owp name, and Brian
Kilfoyle said : *¢ Ah, suro young things liko
her do bo aisy perished—aye, and the ould
people, too. There's mo poor mother, she
and little Jim, since the bad turn he took a
while ago, they don’t seem to havo an atom
of warnith left in them. Scarco a wink they
sleep of a night wid the could, though we
do give than ivery rag we can conthrive.
Our hearts are fairly broke wid them ; for
we mether, if wo don’t mind her, will be
slippin’ tho wisp of ur culd cloak off her on
to ono of the childer, and gettin® her death ;
and that Jim does bo crivpin’ front onv to the
other like a lost dog at « fair, thryin’ for a
tasto of heat somewhires, the misfortut
little spalpeen ; its harCs grabbin’ you do bo
just dabs of ice. But Jdival a thraneen more

avo wo got to put on them ”

Thero was & painful pause, and then Mrs
Doyne said upulogetically s I wish tn
goodness gracious, Brian, I could offer you
theloan of ¢'cr an ould wrap, but indend
it's hard set we arc, man, to keep the lite
from freezin® stiff in ourselves theso times,
wid tho most we'vo got.”

¢ Tubbe sure, tubbe sure, mn'am,” Brian
xaid, in hurried deprecation, ** how would
you?! Suro we must all shift for oursclves
the best way wo can, and wc'll do right
cnough wunst this blamed black frost quits
a hould.”

* 8o they wero sayin’,” said Mes. Doyae.
% But locok-z, Brian"—lowering her voice
solemnly—'*div you know was there—any-
thin® special frightened her ™

“Well. yix,” ho answered, in a relactant
sort of momble, “*a fut goin' up xnd Jdown
along be her door, and nobody on the road ;
and somethin® that shook tho Iatchand let a
kocn, an' niver a breath of win® sticrin’
Lastewisc that’stheatory she has.  Eot just
you tell me how many nights in the year
there is widont 2 waft o° win® goin® thro' it ;
and as for them hastes of geatx, tinies and
agin I've mistock a ono of them pattin® by
for scmethin® in bregues,  Hawsome'er,
what faitly terrificl her was a veice that
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-Removal to New Buildings!

During July wo will romovo the varioua do

rtmonts of our business now carrried on in

tho buildings 31 and 33 King Streot West, 12 Johnson and 28 Mcliuda Streots, into larger and

moro convenient buildiogs,

TUE FINE STATIONERY AND BOOK DEPARTMENT will be rentoved 10 12 KING
STREBT "WEHEST, a fire largy storo couveniontly situatsd near Yonge Street,

... THE WHOLESALE, COMMERCIAL, MUNICIPAL, BINDING, LITHOGRAPEING,
ENGRAVING, EMBOSSING, PRINTING AND MANUFACTURING DEPARTMENTS
will bo removed and concentrated in tho large now live storoy building, 27 WELLING-
TON STREET W ES', noar tho corner of Bay Street, south side, whero we will have
abundant space and ovor'i: aocommodation lor tho conveniont handling of ourincrcasing Manu-

acturing and Wholesalo T'rado,

" HART & RIDDELL.

The Flat Opening Blank Books (Frey's Patent) inado by ns are tho finest in the market.

In the City
of Toronto

One of the finest and best
collections of

Gem and
Wedding Rings

May be seen at our Store.
They must be seen to be

appreciated, for they are in

every sense of the term

“Things of Beauty.”
JohnWanless & Co.,

NGE QT .
semgoneo | 172 YQUGE SiREET

CONFEDERATION LIFE

J. K. MACDONALD,
Managing Director.

W. C. MACDONALD,

TORONT Actuary

NEW INSURANGE 1892 wrirew $3,665,000

GAIN OVER 1881

- - $760,000

Insurance at Risk - $22,560,000

QGAIN FOR 1892 -

- $2.000.900

Txsued on all apprved and well tried ‘-‘hn\ are

Policies s samrmswsmatairi After Lyo Years

raidence, ttavel and occupation

kep' eallin’ * Anne, Big Anne,’ imitatin® firat
onc neighbour, and then another, and
diffzint in a manner from them all.  She
acz ‘twas such hijcous clear moonlight sho
dursn’t look out, and she lay in & could
thrimble till the mornin', listenin® to a
tappin’ or the window—aha'd stopped up the
panc wid her ould sauccpan-lid for *fraid sho
might sco somcthin’. That was rattlin’
belike.” .
+sRaiots snicld us around,” said Mra
Doyne, crossing herself, * wo'd be well off if
thero was nothin' worsc than saucepans
rattlin.  You'vo heard tell what happint
young Mick Ryan about Holy Eve, when
ho'd a crib sct for snipo bo tho river?™

Brian only sid, * Aye, aye,” uninviting-
I5, but she conld not forzo the recital :

«t Juat liftin® the basket he was, when he
looked up, and if there wasn't Wan of Thim
standin® on tho oppnsite bank right fornint
him, wid on’y the flow of the bit of athramn
between them—and the other comin” jiggin'
aleng over tho atrip of ficld, not a stonc’s
throw off. Troth, poor Mick thooght he
conldn’: git his heels out of it fast enough.
I-wonder he aidn’t loso his wits for good,
When he fetched home, his penple thought
he was hlind drunk=0ch mercy, what at

all's yon out there, Brian?" she interrupt
ed herself, suddenly clutching him by the
arm, and pointinﬁ through tbo open d wr,
Far out upon tho blauched waste romethin
thero was, moving dimly in the thickenec
light of the gloaming, but whether the form
olb man or beast, or of neither, could not b
told. DBrian, without speaking, went a etep
outside, aud stemed to measure tho distance
which intervened between his own door and
tho place where hic stoud.

“*1t's just merely ono of the goata trapesin®
arournd,” he said.

(To bo continued).

—

Rev. MR, Arutr, & young preacher juat
out from Scotland, *as been called to th
Kirk congregation, Picton,

Tux Boya Irigade of Truro, Nova Scotis,
accompanied by scveral minicters, went into
camp last week

Rev. K. B, Mooke, prier to his dejartere
from Halifax for his charge in Yarouth,
was waited upon at his hirme by memlems ot
his church sud presente! with an adlicss
and & box ontaining 8 02 Thix wan a
genuine murprise t0 the rev. gentleman wha
teclingly replicd.




