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Just out of reach, is where every man
would like to be when danger threatened
him. Disease is more dangerous than
any wild beast. To be just out of reach
of disease, is safer than to engage it in
a death struggle with doubtful results,
The secret of keep-
ing just out of reach

3

of disease is in ker-{,ing the
blood pure and rich. Pure
| blood offers no hn-wlin)i
| ground for disease germs, Rich bloo
| creates a vigorous vital force to resist dis-
| ease. This ideal condition of the blood
is best obtained by the use of Dr. Pierce’s
| Golden MNedical Discovery. In thou-
| sands of cases where there has been ob-
| stinate cough, bronchitis, spitting of
| blood, weakness or other ailments which
|if neglected lead on to consumption,
| “Golden Medical Discovery” has healed
| the disease and put the life just
| out of reach of the destroyer,
There is no alcohol or other
| intoxicant contained in
| “Golden Medical Dis-
| covery.”
| " Affer using abont five bot
tles of Dr. Pierce's Golden
Medical Discovery my boy
seems to be all right,” writes
Mr. . W. Price, of Ozark. Mon-
roe Co., Ohio He was very
bad when 1 commenced to give
him the ‘Golden Medical Dis
covery.! The doctc lnimed
he had consumption and we
doctored with them nutil he
was past walk It has been
. he stopped

The People’s Common Sense
Medical Adviser 1s sent free by Dr,
Picrce, Buffalo, N. Y., on receipt of
stamps to defray expense of customs and
mailing only. Send 21 one-cent stamps
for paper co ered edition, or 50 stamps
for same edition in cloth biuding.

CALVERTS
CARBOLIC

OINTMENT

I8 nnequalled as a remedy for Chafed Skin
Plies, Boaigs, Cuts, Sore Byes, Ohappe
Hands, Chilblains, Earack Neuralgic and
Rheumatic Palns, Throat Colds, Ringworm,
and Skin Allments generally.

Large Pots, 1/1} each, at Chemists, ete.,
with instructions.

Iliustrated Pamphlet of Calvert’s Carbolio
Preparations sent post free on application.

F. C. CALVERT & Co., Manchester

We guarantee that these
Plasters will relieve
pain quicker than any
other, Put up only in

i 25¢. tin boxes and $1.00
i yard rolla, The latter

) allows you to cut the
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PLASTER

Every family
should have one
ready for an emer=
gency.

DAVIS & LAWRENCE C9.,
LIMITED, MONTREAL
Beware of imitations
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O'KEEFES
Liquid Extract of Malt

& Is no

0 eine, t beer, as

yme Jmagine, but it
« & st € xtraet of
Malt and Hops, recom
mended by leadh
medieal men all over
Canads v the weak
and co 1 cent,

If you are run down
L few t will do
you

Price, 25¢. per bottle,

I substitutes

sald to be just as good

W. LLOYD WOOD, Wholesale Druggist,
General Agent, TORONTO,

pPIDIIPBIIVDIIISISILINy .
&

5

&\ ‘-,\ )
a Hligy r 4 w
2 Pyny-Feetoral ¢
PO S A LAVLE R Qa4
1) W
"‘\": A QUICK CURE FOR w

& COUGHS AND COLDS §
o 2 !
o Very valuable Remed
P atfections ot ¢ \
. —— » P, 4
a THROAT or LUNGSY
';"\\ Large Bottles, 25¢. w
@  DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO,, Kimited

Prop's. of Perty Davis' Pain Killer oV

Peecceseeeeeecescecceet

ONTARIO MUTUAL LIFE

B20,000,000  This compans ol ia e
IN FOROK sont, Tab,
Roard 3
ROBEY

v ia all W

€<

)
of Direc
MELVIN, Py ENT.
O M. Taylor, 1st Vice-Pres Right Hon. 8ir Wilfrid Lanr
Alfred Toskin, Q.0 9nd Vice: jer, L0.M.Q,, Premier o
Presiden
Francis C. Bruo
L9

B. M, Britt @uorge A. Sowerville,

Jumes Falr
William Hendry
W. 9, IporuL, Nearstary

PLAIN FACTS FOR FAIR MINDS.

HIS HAS A LARGER SALE THAN

any book of the kind now in the market,
11 is not & controversial work, but simply &
statement of Catholle Doetrino, The author
18 Rev, Goorge M, Searle, The price 18 ex-
ceedingly low, only 15c. Free by mail to an
address. The book contains 360 pages. Ad
dress Tros, CoFFEY, Oatholic Record office
London, Ont,
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J. Kerr Fiskin, B, A,
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GLENCOONOGE

By RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN

KNOWLES.
CHAPTER XVL

AMATEUR DETECTIVES,

It was broad daylight when I awoke
pext morning, and I jumped up at once,
eager to eee something more of “No. 7,
and not sure but that he might again give
me the slip, as on that former occasion
when be had aroused my curiosity and
expectation, only to disappoint both. On
going downstairs I found him standing on
the doorstep, looking out upon the radi-
ant morning. The ruddy sun was just
appearing large in purple mieta; above
wes a pale, blue sky, flecked with rosy
clondlets. As the sun opened his eye and
ghot his rays abroad, tbe bare woods
around did not kindle into the harmony
of color with which a few months ago
they were wont to respond to his firet
glance. But the tide, calm and foll, re-
flected in ite depths the colors of the sky
and clouds on high; the islands on the
brimming bay could hardly have looked
greerer if, instead of Janvary, it had been
early spring; and altogether the ountlook
from the doorstep of “The Harp bad
still enchantment left for those who could
look upon it with seeing eyes. But that
r wancerer had no attention to spare
for anything but the thoughts and plans
with which he was pre-occupied—hbad
pot even been able to sleep, it seemed.
He had been up;some hours, and was
faming because he did nct find every-
thing he wanted ready at that inhuman
time of day.

“1 am on the look-out for my jarvey,”
ne grumbled. “The carshould have been
ready by this. If only the fellow was
here, 1'd start off at once, and breakfast
somewhere on the road.”

As he was speaking, Dan came hurry-
ing up out of breath to say that breakfast
was ready, and led the way to the library
(lose at hiand, the coflee-room being stiil
too !disordered to be nsed. *“No. 7" sat
down and began to eat rapidly. 1 asked
whether hie was cff 8o soon.

“Yeg, 1 have no time tolose. Iam
bound for Listeen. They tell me it is
eleven miles cff, and that it takes four
honrs to get there.”

“It does by the road, which is hilly
and crocked.” If you are in a hurry it
wonld Le better to take a Doat;, you can
go then straight as the crow flies, across
the Jake in an hour and a half. If it
were not for the inward bend of the bay
out there, we could see Lisheen town from
where we are.”’

He was too busy eating to make any
answer, but presently he flung down his
knife and fork.

“Do you know,” he gaid, “I feel more
hopeful this morning and eager to be
moving; and chiefly, I think, on account
of my having knocked up against you so
unexpectedly. It encourages a man to
believe that the world is not so large but
that the moet unlikely meetings may
take place in it. What an out-of- the-way
corper for you to have got into!”

“1t is an old haunt of mine. 1Ilike it—
perhaps for the reason that it is so out of
the way,”

“ But is there anv confact with the
outer world? Do you ever get such a
thing as a letter or a newspaper 2"

“1 don’t know about newspapers. I
believe something of the kind comes by
l"m', bat I don’t know, really—I never

ook at such a thing. Letters! oh yes, I
find one for me lying on the hall table
gom ctimes, when 1 come in to luncheon,”

“ Indeed! Have youone of yourletters
about you? 1 should like to look a! the
envelope.”

“Certainly, here is oue.”

“Thanke. Ha! Itisstamped Lisheen,
and—what’'s this?  Glen—coon—oge ?”

“ Yeg, (ilencoonoge ; that's the name of
this district. We are so far modernized
as to have a post-office et Glencoonoge—
worse luck, eay I.  Between this and Lis-
Lieen there is not ancther, and people
living on the wey give their leiters or
their post-bags to the driver of the mail,
and iem to Lisheen. Rather

suited to the character of the place, 1t
always seems (o me

Are there many country
ventlemen living in these wilds?”’

“Post-hags

iany. Some half @ dezen famil-
rhaps, have seats between this and
Lishcen, They live most
paris on the shoras of the bay, the moun-
tains behind being so bleak 1d uninvit

Their honses are pictnregque ¢n t

in the pretty

geen {rom that rain at the top ol t \
rock on the island yonder; they are
¢ cts in the landscape, but thet ia abouat
the only use they sarve as a rule. Their

owners rarely come near them,”
o. 7" looked towards where I had
pointed.

“igthat a rnin? I should have said it
was a maricllotower.”

“ 1t ig, and something more, It was a
small, military depot once, built after an
attempted French invasion, somewhere
about a hundred years ago. A garrigon
led an idle life in it for several y cars, but
the place has long ago been deserted.
There is a capital view from the top.”

“1 ghould like to go there; will you
come with me after breakfast?”

“ Certainly, if you are not going to start
all at once for Lisheen, I am at your
service, heartily.”

“The very mention of a ruin wakens
up in me some early forgotten feelings.
When I was a boy, there was nothing I
liked better than a rain. Many a h
hour 1 have paased aiiong such, Gt
content to be alone, if only I had a boo
of my own choosing. 1 remember an old
cast'e, in particnlar, near a place we used
to go to cvery summer. There was a
keep, fairly well preserved, and a dry
moat, thick with grass. The whole space
within the walls was wild, uneven, over.
grown with bramblas; full of broken col-
umns and archways.  In the outer walls
were mysterious passages and remnants
of worn stairways; and eyelets through
which yvou got glimpses of a sunny land-
geape of tields and hedgerows. My book
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always happened to be an historical
rcmance, and in such surroundings it was
more like a vision 1han a k. The
barons breathed and lived again, and eo
did the ladies at their tapestry, and the
rough soldiers that paced the ramparts,
and 1he crowd that issved from the gates
for the chase or the fight, and the fright-
ened peasants that hurried ip, seeking
the sheller of strong walls, and bringing
in provisions to stand the siege.”

“T am afraid you will be disappointed,”
gaid I, “with the poor little tower out
yonder; but I am glad to find you more
reconciled to your boyish reading than
you were.”

“ Why,” be agked, with some astonish-
ment, “what did 1 say?’ “You had a
bad account to give of it. It had been at
the roct of everything that was evil in
your destiny—lified yon too much above
the work-a-day world, caused you to run
away from echool—"

“Did I tell you all that? Well, I mn{
have been right or wrong. 1'm no phil-
ospher, and perhaps a man is not the best
judge of tte lesson to be drawn from his
own experience. In a preeence of a
catastrophe one sometimes says this was
the cause, and sometimes thai; when
perhaps it was neither. Yes, I remember
now how dispirited I was that night.”’
“You had good reason,’’ was my ans-
wer:; and so surely would any man who,
having spent the flowering time of his
youth and gained fortune, returns home
only to find those cead or loet whom he
has dreamed of benefiting by his sacrifice
and his success.

Jan Harrington rowed us out to the
ieland. The stranger, always impaticnt
to push on, and accustomed to fret in his
trave!s at the elow rate of his car over the
mountain roads, was pleased at the rapid
movement of the boat. His satiefaction
caused himn presently to regard with ad-
miration and curiogity our hoatman,
whoge noiselesgly dipping cars and long
easy strokes made the boat dart through
the waters that parted, sparkling, at the
prow. I mever look myeelf at Jan's calm,
good-natured, albe’'t homely face, beaw.
ing contentedly, without thinking how
happy they are whose lot it is to live ard
labor in fresh air. His brawny arms,
bare to the elbow, his brown face, and
neck, and throat, and hairy chest, speak
of the strength that comes of many a bard
day’s work in the sunshine and the open,
Jan could ta'k when he chose, but le
generally left it to others to begin ; and,
moreover, he liked to take stock of new
acquaintance, which he was doing now,
though he rarely raised his blue.grey
eyes a8 he rowed, and only then appar-
ently to ascertain his bearings, or glauce
after the flying curlew as it screeched
along the surface of the water. The air
was clear, the sun warm for the time of
year, and the sky now cloudless.

“ Have you lived here all your life ?”
asked the stranger, addressing the boat-
man abruptly.

“ I was born here, sir,”’ said Jan, afier
a pause, * and I havelived here eversince
I was born.”

“ What does a strong young man like
you do wasting his life,” returned the
stranger, “ among thece barren hills?
Did you never hear of young countries
where you might be your own master ;
wkere there is good land to be had for tke
asking, and good living, and p'enty of
work and good wages for doing it ?"’

“ I've heard tell of such places and
many's the fine young lad ['ve se2n
bound for them parts, trudging from here
to Cork. 'Tis enough to make & man’s
heart sink, for when he sees the boys
going along that road with all they’ve gct
in the wide world slung over their glioul-
ders, be knows right well the chances are
a hundred agin one he'll neversee them
no more."”

“(Of conree he won't, and why should
he ? They do better in the p'ace they go
to. You should follow their example.”

“ Faith, then, I do pretty well where 1
am, what with looking afier Mrs. Eunis’s
hoats and rowing out gintlemen like
youreelf. And, besides, a man with a
wife aad children hasn't a right to be try-
ing experiments.’

“ You are very young to be married.”

“I’m thirty next biribday—not a day
iess, i'm married thess <) if
weren't for that—t! ig, if 1 were a
young man again—I sometimes think I'd
run the rigk and try my fortune over the
ECA.

“ And vet, Jan,”” I bere struck in,
“ your neighbors think yon Incky, and

here are plenty who would change placea
with you willingly.’

“That's very trae, gir,”’
man mig 0 farthe
there's many
it what harm
1ings sometimes 7
ming
an, who lefl
poor lads I was

calsS,.  4q iy

said Jan., “ A
1d fare w

a one dees, 'm
ia there in faney-

yrse fo be

I like toimagine
home a man like Jemmy
years ago like those
ing you of, with no
3 8 pocket 1 no more
larnin’ in his head than th and now
back he comes from (Queensland with a
few odd hundreds saved, and buys up a
tidy little farm for himself. He's the ex-
ception, I know, but I'd like to be anex-
ception too in thatway. Youoften heard
tell of Dunn the beggarman, sir 2"’

“ Dann, the veggarman ! I remember
him very well,”” said 1; “an old man
that nsea to go about the country picking
up what he could from passers-by and
getting his night’s shelier at one cabin or
another on his way.”

“The very man, sir. Well, his brother
was another exception. 'Twas only this
summer gone by, that myself and three
or four other boys were sitting one even-
ing on the rocks by the boat-house,
thinking may be some ol the gentismen
or !adies staying at ‘ The Harp’ might
like to go out on the water after their
dinner. Buat none came with us that
night, though they did be walking up
and down the road in twos and parties,
as long a8 there was any light at all, and
gfter. There was one though, a gentle-
wan you might take him to be, for no
gentleman there was better dressed, and
some of them not so well. And he comes
to where we were sitting, and down he
pits among us, and beging asking about
this one and that one—mostly poor
people living about here years ago, but
dead or gone by this. Wa told him all
we knew, and all the while we werc cast-
ing about in our minds thinking of all the
people we had ever known or heard of,
to find ont who conld be, at all, atall. At
Jast he gays, * Did you ever hear of any
one in these parts called Dunn the beg-
garman? ‘ Dann the beggarman !’ says
we ; ‘sure wasn't he the life and soul of
many a fireside | wasn't Le always wel-
come wherever he cawe, for he had the
news of all the country ronnd, and the
best of jokes and stories !’

know Dunn the beggarman, and we all
gaid we did in the same breath, ‘Then,’

says he, ‘ I'm his brother” Now wasn't
that very surprising ?"

“ Well,” asked the stranger, interested,
“and then— ?"

“Well, thep, he’d have us tell him
where he was to be found. Bat that
none of us conld do, for there was no tell-
ing where Dunn the beggarman might
be at any time, and nothing about him
was certain sure, but that he'd be back
sgaiu sooner or ater. So as the younger
brother couldn’t wait, he left a letter for
the beggarwan at ‘The Harp’' to be
given him next time he should come
round. And when Dann the beggarman
opened the letter, out tbere dropped a
five pound note, and an offer to bring him
out to America into the bargain if he'd
like to come. He went sure enough, and
he's there this minute rclling in wealth,
and there was an end to Dunn the beg-
garman. Sure 'tis hearing thinge like
that,” moralized Jan as he shipped his
oars and the boat bumped against the
landipg-place, “ that makes a man want
to try his luck. Now, gentlemen, if 'tis
the tower you'd be after seeing, this is
where you land. You go up by that
patb, and they'll give you the key at the
cottage you'il pass.”

This was Jan's good-natured way of
doing a * turn " for the family atthe cot-
tage, of which * the key '’ was the main-
gtay. Inthe summer time one or other
of the children regularly mounted guard
at the cottage door, and as soon as he
saw strangers coming up the hill, would
run up higher etill, bearing a conspicuous
key to open the door with * for the qual-
ity,” who on reaching the said door
would find it wide open, with Johnny
and his key teside it. At this time of
year no visitors were expected, and no
gentry was on guard ; so we had to open
the door for ourselves—a feat which we
performed without any difficulty, tbere
having been no lock for many years. De-
fore very long there will probably be no
door, a8 it has worn out its rnsty hinges
by flapping to and froin the wind during
a long period.

The history of the fortress was too re-
cent to have had for the stranger any cf
the kind of interest which, as he said,
ordinarily attached in his mind to ruins.
He passed without comment the traces of
the daily life of the unemployed soldiers
who had wasted here a few tedions years
—the rooms now roofless in which they
had lived, the broken ovens where they
liad cooked their food, the smoke of the
ancient fires which still blackeced the
chimuey wails, Mountiog Ligher we
startled here and there a seagull which
had built its nest in some cranny of the
rampart or of the cliff beneath it, and
came at last to the top of the tower upon
which guns had formerly been perched to
judge from the circolar iron rails balf
torn up, which still remained. It was
from this summit that the view was to
be had—of land well wooded near the
water's edge, and rising to great bare
Leights as it receded ; of the inn towards
the north lying at the foot of high hills
rising s:eeply behind it, and of the man-
sions which at irregularintervals studded
the eastern shore, The stranger swept
the view from north to south in a rapid
glance and had evidently not lost his
bearings.

“(ut yonder do you say is Lisheen ?”’
he inquired.

“Yes, but you cannot see it from here,
it is too much in a corner. That distant
house on the southern coast is about a
mile from the town.”

“ And who lives in it?”

“A caretaker only. It belongs to the
Larl of Lisheen, but he does not get foot
in it they say from one year's end to
another. He is a very old man and
pever stirs from his seat at K'llany
Abbey, about forty miles cfl.”

“And that house neater, of which we
can only see the upper part, whose is
that?"’

“That is Claddah Hounse; it belongs to
a certain Mzjor Roberis; nearer still yon
get a glimpee of Ielay House in the pro-
perty of Mr. Browne, a Cork but'er mer-
chant, These geatlemen rarely live
there; but they are willing to lei their
places to an eligible tenant. I reated
Claddah Houge myself for a fow months
508 years Iv wa

tiese pie ¢ i ppo-
gite to us,” I continued, *is G'encoonoge
Castle; and now I think you have the
neighborhood almost by heart.”

“Who lives at the Castle?”

“ My friend The O'Doheriy, the head of
a very ancient family. H» is the direct
representative and retains the title cf the
chieitains who once ruled over the whole
of this district: a thorough specimen of a
good-natured, hot-healed Irieh eq
Ha generally lives here, but just at pres
ent he is away
They say, t

1re.

like the rest of tnem.
gh, that now that he is
married af , he and his family may
Le expacted at any time.”

“Indeed.”

¢ Yes—rather a curious thin
& most romantic 2
his daughier's §
highly accompli
connts, and gifiel with extra
powers of fa cination ; ghe first s
in winuing the affactions of the children,
and then captivated their father.”

The stranger listened, regarding me
with a pecaliarly interested leok, and it
was not for nearly a minute af.er I had
ceased, stopped partly by his strange
scratiny, that he withdrew his eyes from
my face and fixed them on the Castie.

“ Iy he old, this Mr. O'Doherty 2

“Yeg. Notfarfrom fifty, I shonld say.”

“Humph! not so very cld. Of good
family 2"

Iixcellent, as I have told you.
have lived here—1«¢ t kno
hundreds of years.’

*Rich ?”

“A fairly good rent-roll, nominally at
least. BuatIbelieve his affairs, like those
of many of the Irish gentry, are much in-
volved.”’

“Not a bad match on the whole for
Misg ——?"'

“Mgs Tresiliian? By no means. ]
think she has been very lucky. She is
considered 8o, generally.”

“And when do you say they come
back?”

“Soon, 1 believe; bat I don’t know
when.”

“1 wonder where they are ?”

“They were in Paris; where they are
now is more than I can tell you. But
why are you 8o excited.”

“Ah, why indeed! I have falt oflen
before as if I was on the right track at
last, and have found myseifatfault. You
know why it is that I am wandering a
bomeless, friendless man about the earth.
My God! Isit a judgment that fills me

; in fact,
air. e has married
ness, 4 yonng
el according to

They

longings, willing that they should think
me dead, 1 little thought of the pufferings
I was inflicting, or of the punishuxent.I
was preparing for myself. 1 told you, did
1 not, that at last, partly sncceesful and
with the prospect of wealth expandin
before me, I sought my home and foun
it empty ?”’
“Yes, and how you learned from the
clergyman cf your parish that your
parents were dead, and your sister had
disappeared, no one knew whither. I
waa thinking last night of our meeting at
Rathleek, and bit by bit your story came
back to me. You thought at that time
you had a clue to yonr sister.”’
“ Tt was anotber Will-o’-the-Wisp, and
not the last that I followed in that jour-
ney. At length I went back to London;
and the tirst thing I did was to call on
Miss Walsingham to see if she had any
news for me. She had besn hourly ex-
pecting me, she said, for many weeks
past. My first visit had probably taken
her by surprise;inthe meantime she had
been thinking matters over, and prepar-
ing herself for my return. She inquired
eagerly as to what I had done in tne in-
terval, and then launched with gusto into
an account of the later history of my
family, furnishing me with fuller details
than before, und quoting at length her
own commenis at every stage of its de-
velopment. In 8pite of this tendency,
and of ber repeated insinuations that all
the trouble arose out of the persistent
way 1n which her advice had been disre-
garded, I think she must bave been at-
tached to my people after her fashion.
She spoke with respect of their former
standing, and represented herself as bav-
ing been of great use, afier my mother's
death, to my sister, whom she described
as & girl of excellent, indeed of noble
qualities, but too proud. Miss Walsing-
ham bad for many years been trying to
suit herself with a companion, elways un-
succesefally, and ehe cffered the post to
my sister, who in her bereavement and
poverty at once accepted it. ‘Of course,’
said Miss Walsingham, ‘it was difficult
for a girl who had hitherto had so much
of her own way, to accommodata herself
to her new pogiticn. I could see, notwith-
standing ail my kindness, thatsbec wis
not happy; and if by any chance I hap-
pened to say “Janet, my dear, is there no
one on whom yon could call and take tea
with? because such and such a one is
coming to spend the evening with me,
and I don’t know otherwise what you are
to do, unless ycu have your tea in tue
kitchen,—she would crv for a week, as
could te'l by her red ejes. ‘Tea in the
kitchen, indesd!” continued Miss Wel-
singham. ‘I should have no otjection
to tea in the kitchen, myeelf, if I conldn’t
get it anywhere else, and Le glad of if,
too, But no!somehow we couldn’t hit it
off. Janet grew silent and incommuni-
cative. I would tind her at one time por-
ing over the adverticement-shect of the
newspaper ; at another, locked up in her
room writing letters ; and I would have
to speak very sharply, and to knock five
or six times before she would open the
door. I believe she need to have her let-
ters sent to a post office ; none ever came
here for her. Oh, that pride! that dread-
ful pride that would not let her friend be
her mistress, or }er mistress her friend !
Ste gradually withdrew her confidence
and her affection. She gave me notice
that she was about to leave me, and
asked for a written testimonial as to her
respectability and capacity. I could
speak in the highest terms of both ; and
1 did so. But even then she would not
tell me what her plane were, nor have I
ever been applied to respecting her.
However, as I told you when you were
here last, & little more than a year ago I
raceived a letter from her. I conld not
then lay my hand on it, but have since
found it, and here it is. I was glad to
gat it, for I felt hurt at the way in which
I had been treated ; and though she is too
proud to own as fu!ly as ghe ought, that
she had behaved badly, the lettershows,
[ think, that absence had made the
heart grow fonder to one who had been
kind in her necessity.’

“ That, in short,
Miss Walsingham,

what 1 got from
continued my com-
“ She saccezded in raising be-
ind & vivid pictare of wmy poor

A BRcin-

paunion.

gtar, up in comnarativ
gion and amongst refined surroundings,
without a thoaght of having to fight
self, and exposed lik
some tender opening tlower to the ccld-
ness of an unfriet world, I left Miss
Walsingham with the cerlainty tha
humiliation, heartb ngs, and regrets
were my gister’'s po and withthede-
gire intensified a hundred-fold to find and
sheiter her. But the only thi 1
help me, the only clue, 18 this year old
letter.”

[le bad taken from his breast-p
vers, and picking ouat or

ket

yaTrom

amone y, shook it above his head a3
he utt he last words, and hauded i
to me,

« Did Miss Walsingham never answer
the letter 7 Was there no further corres-
pondence ?” [ asked eagerly.

“ Raad,” he apswered, pointing wear-
ily to the letter, “ read it and you will
goa,” and torning away he leaned upon
the parapet of thetower and locked across
the blue water to Glencoonoge Castle on
the shore. * Can it be possible " I heard
him mutter, hardly above his breath, as
I began to read the following:

Daar Miss Walsingbam—I have more than
ouce tskan pen in hand to write to you, and
have as often laid it down, feeling that in all
probability you care little what has become
of me. Yet in spite of that reflection which
is strong upon me at this moment, I am 1m-
pelled to try once more, urged by an impres-
gion, which has been growing on me latterly,
that my disappsaiabus, ulactoimpai iod by
any word or sign, may be variously con-
strued— perhaps even to the detriment of my
character. A certain disquiet of conscience,
too, pricks me with doubts that I may have
baen unjust to you, and that loneliness and
grief may have made me formerly too sensi-
tive and unreasonable in my notions of what
was due to one who had come down in the
world. [ write, therefore, in a spirit of good-
will, and that you and any it coneerns may
kuow that I am safe and well, 1 hopsl am
at last settled ; aud at least I am happier
than 1 have been since my mother’s death.
You used to accuse me of being too proud.
Perhaps you wera right; but I think some
pride has left me, for I can tell you without
wincing that I am in a situation, and that
my services are repaid by a salary which is
moderate enough, yet sufficient for my wants.
1 don’t know when [ have had so quiet a
mind. I am only disturbed when 1 look
back, and particularly when I remember in
what straits my mother and 1 wera afier my
father's death three years ago. You koew—
and [ resented your knowing it—of'the small-
ness of of my mother’s annuity and of our
struggle to keep up appearances. Why did
wedoit? Iofien ack myself. Why did we

Uy

with falge hopes and makesme frantically

To be sure we |

pursue shadows! Daring all the years « fi
| degradation and failure, in which I des-!
" paired and hid my shame from my be-

lop, and pare, and manage,and eat sparingly.
Was it that we might preserve our friends ?

Where were the fruits then, and how many |

friends had 1, when I was left alone in the
world ? You were one, indeel—I may say

—

the only one, Was it that I might

good my;u:h ? 1 hate to be furued“w m;:'.ﬂ;(: '[‘
do see plainly now, that in no other way was
there an escape from our difficulties, "What
a position ! I pray God it ever I marry a man
it may ba because I love him, and not be-
cause | have no other means of livelihood.

Thoughts of those days recur to me con-
stantly. I long to be free of them, and feel
as if they and my miegivings may be laid t
rest when once this letter is despatched
My life is otherwise tranquil. It is so much
ensier to submit oneself among strangers
nor do I find that subordination has lett me
without the snirit to exercise control, Never
surely did a penniless girl bow before author.
ity that galls so little as that which I acknowl].

ge, never was obedience rendered with
more docility than it is to me,

This letter will reach your hands I know ;
for in a London paper, only a few days old
I bave seen your (to me) well known name
and address, as secretary to a newly started
charity. 1 beg you to accept these lines in
the spirit in which they are written, and not
to misinterpret them. 1 write with no ulter.
jor motive—therefore you find no address
upon this letter—therefore 1 do not teil you
the assumed name by which I am known,
Raised above anxiety and want, I begin to
know what contentment is; and every day
brings with an increase of calm hsppiness of
which it would be easy for old friends to de-
prive me by looks, or words, or letters, in
which there was any‘hing of coldness, or
pity, or patropage. The last thing [ wish is
any invasion of my peace, which something
tells me will be more assured, now that | re
nounce the resentment towards you which
from time to time has rankled in my breast
by subscribing myself once more, 3

Your affectionate friand,
Javet Chalmers,

As the writer had said, there was no
address in the letter ; but the envelope
bore a particularly clear imprint of the
Lisheen post-mark.

“ Have you seen this ?"" I asked my
companion, who had turned his back
upon Glencoonoge Castle and now had
his eves fixed on my face.

“That " he cried. “ What clse do
you think is taking me to Lisheen ?
Tt at mark has been the beacon tow:irds
which train and boat and car have huor-
ried me over the hundreds of miles that
lay between me end this place. What
doyon think ? It i8 nct much perhaps,
but dces pot that letter warrant the Le-
lief that within litile more than twelve
months my sistsr was not many miles
away from this spot where we are stand-
ing 2’ He looked aronnd as he gpoke,
and his eves rested once more on the
Casile. Mine folowed his. 1 felt that
the same thonght was in both onr mi X
and the exclamation escaped me un-
awares :

‘ The governess "’

“ Aye,”” he eaid, “tell me about her
again.”

Itold him all I knew, and as I spoke
grew mcre certain every minate that the
governess and the writer of the letter
wera one and thesame person. “I'resillian
naturally was the assumed name referred
to in the letter, Lotters from the Castle
are sent by post-bag to Lisheen, and
would bear only the Lisbeen post-mark.
We agreed, too, that the * control”
spoken of referred unmistakeably to tlie
children under her charge whose lLiearts
she had won ; and that the allusion to
“ anthority ” bad in it a mingled rever-
ence and affection.

“ And well it may,” said I, * for Tue
O'Doherty, though no longer young, and
somewhat choleric, is just the warm-
hearted generous man to win the love of
a girl smarting from unkindness.”’

“Who can teil me something more
about her ?”

“No one probably as much as the
housekeeper at the Castle. Oaly remem-
ber, her account may be biassed, for she
is not p'eased at the marriage. Irom the
death of her former mistress till now,
she has exercised a mild rule there in
household maiters. [.'ke a sensible old
lady she foresees thay her reign is over ;
that & uew wife, young, clever, and with
ideas of her own, wil rule the roast.”
*“Whatever her feelings may be, 8
likely to be possessed of the informatio
[ want.”

“ And will give it you, no doubt, if you
tip her handsomely.”

Let

us go,”” and he |
ty the boat
vas impatie
a3t his dinner-time,

lescending the last slope

where .

y analting

broken silance (lxm e all 1

stood still and said, *\
to sei g
< oil here. If
gister, it may
Tamily
her pogition
weaken hera

way d

y st be careful

[ may e
s girl i3 really
not piease o

history

I shall be w
her at no di
only be done by
history. And yon, will you «
that I have said, and that let
surictly confidential 2"’

I red him he might consider his
private with me as if he I
er wld it. And I may bere remark
once for all, that in saying this I made no
idle promise, and that by not the most
distent hint, not even by the meution of
hig name, did any but one ever receive
enlightenment on the subject from wy
lips.

Bllence

TO BE CONTINUED.

RS RRE ol
WHAT'S IN A NAME?

Oae of the * religious " orators who
infest Boston Common on Sundays ap+
poaled to a sympathetic anti-Catholic
crowd a few days ag), asking them to
choose ‘‘salvaiion or damnation—the
King James Bible, or the D)uay Bible."”
He was somewhat disappointed when
s intelligeni audience, uoi Kuowiig
one from the other, shouted ‘‘ Hooray
for the Dawey Bible !" So there is one
unconscious prophet not without honor
in his own country.—Boston Pilot.

—_———————

Dare to be true ; nothing can ever
need a lis.—Georga Herbert.

Tue D, & L. EMunsion of Cop LIvER
O11, will build you up, will make you tat and
healthy. Especially beneficial to those who
are “all ran down.” Manufactured by the
Davis & Lawrence Co., Ltd,

81X O1LS,—The most conclusive testi-
mony, repeatedly laid before the public in
the ‘columns of the daily press, prove that
DR, THOMAS' ECLECTRIC Ol1L—an abso:
lutely pure combination of six of the finest
remedial oils in existenca—remedies rheuma-
tic pain, eradicates affoctions of the throat
and lungs, and cures piles, wounds, sores,
lameness, tumors, burns, and iojuries of
horses and cattle,

THE EMPHATIC STATEMENT that The
D. & L. Menthol Plaster is doing a great
deal to_alleviate neuralgia and rheumatism
| is based upon facts, The D. & L. Plaster
| never fails to soothe and quickly cure.
Manufactured by the Davis & Lawrence
Co., Ltd,
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THE STORY OF A CURIOUS CON- |1
VERSION. £

" - 3

Former Secret Society Leader L d to ]
Embrace the Trae Falth by the 1
Spectacle of an Ex Priest Defaming | (
His Spiritual Mother. ]
L l

Editor Catholic Standard and Times :

I recently formed the acqualntance
of an Euglisthman (a convert to the
Roman Catholic Fatth) whom I had
previously observed as belng a very
prominent secret goclety leadsr and a
professed Protestant. In his presence
1 expressed soms wonder at the change
in his religious practices, and he at
once voluutesred to state, for my in-
formation, the cause, Hore 18 the
gtory he told :

¢ [ wish you to believe that I have
always from boyhood up esteewmed my
eternal affairs and siate of paramount
fmportance to everything earthly. I
was always determined to save my
goul, either amid poverty, riches or
disgrace. Taerefore, I always tried
to live as consistest and useful a life
ag Protestantism dictated. And it was
in pursuance of this determination
that I was induced to go and hear (a
converted priest we termed him) Rov
Father Chiviquy preach. And he it
was who couverted me to Roman Cath-
olicism. Yes, strange as it may seem
to you, this man who now preached
with the avowed iutention of heaping
abuse on his former calling and beliet
—this man was, after God, the means
of my becoming & Roman Catholic.

¢+ ] began to reason thus: Who was
this man, and what i8 he now ? 1Mo
alleges (and I believe in truth) that he
was one of the Roman Catholic priest
hood. I recalled that the Beitish and
most other soldiers are required to take
an cath binding them rto a certain
term of service, and that ths mar
breaking sald ca'h (termed a deserter
was at a comparatively recent date ad
judged deserving of death, and ever
to-day the offense is deemed so seriou
a8 to merit severe punishment aud dis
grace. Now this men Chinlquy, afie
mature deliberation and preparation
sook vows —not to an aarthly anver izn

but to God, of ¥ yotunal  povert
chaetity and charity, and I fin
the same Protestaotism  wh
out severe punishment and disgrace t
the soldier who vowed (probably whil
under the influence ot the recruitin
officer’s liquor) to serve only for a tim
an earthly sovereign, adjudges Chalr
iquy, who is now married and repute
wealthy, to be a hero, a leading lig)
of Protestantism. And what of h
perjured vows to God ? Pcotestantis
answers: ‘On, that's nothing.’

“» Heaven defend us! And when
looked around and asked : What of ti
remaining many thousand Rom:
Catholic clergy ? What power hol
those men steadfast in the cholce
perpetual self denial in the midst of
people where perjury and desertion
God means certain wealth aud pref
ment, with all that the folly-lad
world holds most in esteem and rev
ence? I could find only ope answe
It must be the Holy Spirit, the same
which He spoke, saying, ‘1 go, bu
send you the Comforter, who shall ab
with you to the end, to teach you
truth.’ In fact, I coald not find
stronger proof of the power of the H
Spirit present in the hearts of men
day. No earthly tribunal to pun
desertion ; the world with all its p
sures to gain; nothing to lose,
feasting, rioting, banqueting wt
crying. ‘Come,’ ‘desert,’ ¢ welcur
Ah me ! And do they come? Dot
in the face of such alluring tempta
desert the cross and the Crucifisd ?
no. wWonderiui ! 11
fast, foregoing the comiorts of ho
of hearth, of family circle. p
grand army of self denying men, ¢
cated with great labor and care, cb
ing after mature deliberation a thi
less, laborious and dangerous occt
tion! And for what? They ca
call the coat they wear their ow
any time. Yet look at Chiniquy.
idol of Protestantism, boasting the
drives his own carriage.

‘¢ Pitying my own blindnees, W
had caused me for fifty years to en
ly overlock this one ever present
importaut truth, the indispu
proofs ot which surrounded me
every hand. I thought it high ti
look further and observe whether
proofs of D.vine origin and gui
were visible, And I had not f
long to look. I consulted &
under whose direction I was eni
a membar of the true and only Ch
which He came on earth to establ
the end. And it is easy for me t

celve now that if this, His own
lished true Church, has fallen
error He who established and sa
would keep it, even against the
of hell, and preserve it uuto thi
musr have been falge and conseq
Caristianiiy would be a lloand a

‘¢ Etther that Church is true, &
geveral hundred base imit
created and established by as
acts of Parllament and otherwl
falee, or Christlanity is the
humbug.

¢ Oh yes, I discovered that I
surely worship the true God,
had pronounced my God a mi
failure. While the true God
wise to err, my God might hav
on earth to establish a true, eve
ing and infallible Church, but
pronounced His work & ruined, t
down job when I declaimed agal
errors of Rome, dethroned H
put myself in His place, ins
several hundred styles of mucl
and widely different Churches
position to His Divine pronoun

* There shall be one Shepherd

fold." My whole religion and

a vigorous protest against the

bility of my God and His work.

a Protestant. But now I bell

rother than men, I have fo

They osiill 8t




