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Lonal O'Carre.d came slowly back
from Derreon, w to he had been in
quest of food aua medicine for his
young wife, sut unto death with
fevet. He s od and depecled, fol
bis quest had imvs a0 vaan Abuut
1he doors ot ue humble thatihed
Tresbytery ot bainet Denis Duthin,
ho Liad Been fui wa ~ the same squal-
td sights, huns:  ver dn rogs  and
tatters, ravenu: » omen with weakly
babes at breast. roewging for the help
1he kind priest <. not give Falh-
er o! bis people, A srieved him to the
aulck to seo their rorrow and v un
able to relicve 1 Long age he had
sold the horwe awciispensable in those
HAays of myriad ich ealls and was
Jow content tu du his errands of
mercy on an o!d gray mulo  "‘Father
Durkin's jennet” was well hnoun in
#hose days, wiih 1is sad-faced rider
writh snowy lwdkes Jdatlering beneath
a aoft felt hat, h» woat long groened
from use In sun and rain flapping
looto In winds of hill and lough
Feiber Denls had thus come down
from the one perch of dignity that
-was his in right ot his splendid horse-
manship, and the price of the horss
Shad gone In food to his starving
Hock

¥For his own hunger, Conal O'Car-
roll dld not care Ife waz made of
the manly stufl that bears distiess
for others’ sake and shows it wot
Tt his heart wos sors thinking ol
the girl whoin a few short years be-
fore o had led in fove to the fect
ot Father ,Durhin -~ He heard the
moan o! her dul} despalr ss be walk-
ol nlong, his lead bowed on iz
breast, hiz houds clenched  behind
him.

“3t's happy o are In there,'’ he
,groansd, as he passed the village
graveyard, “happy ye ato that never
saw the blight or knew the bitther
famine.’! \With hat in hand he pauvs-
-od -for & moment by tHe pray watl of
the graveyard (v ,ourmur a blessing
on the souls of tke dead. ‘Then he
strodé on. \

“Mother of God ¢ il T only had tie
Hood, Qod might spars her. What do
T eare for mesel’ at all?  It's only
-tol ber 1'm thinkan "

He had rcached a park ol syca-
mores that oardhcd the read with
;greet, Over the ncatly-pointed wall
dhat shut in the trees he saw, past
alopes of velvet jawn, the pillared
porch and tall chimneys of the Rev
Matbantel Smlth's snug home Once
*ghe residence of a local  gentleman,
whoes fortuncs had decayed, the Lon-
Aot Misslonary Society had therein
Juntalled s agent. From its im-
~powing dignity lee ndght thus the bet-
der display the gold that was to try
e people’s fothan the perilous
days of famine. car the house, a
-pretenticus huildnz of stone with
windows of minu gothle, hinting at
; mocleslastical pretence, trose amid
gravelled walks Ut had all the airs
af combort and well-fod pride to mock

~ il arly Paplst and tempt him
o it door. And it was s successtul
weomflort, for alrcady the **Soupers’
“#chool’ had become & by-word in
HRilaidan. It lad already won its
sglientéle of starving chlildten, who in
ime would [forsake thelr father's
AR,

-&le stvod and gared at the place,
~ma Jook like that of a hunted beast
1ala his face

) do 88, Lie <ald ab last, stnik-

g -palm against palm. “I'lido it,
- -aa' may God lorgive ms 1Y
Ya vauited over the wall, and wita

Jomg determined <irides gained tht

pillared porch 1fe set his hand to

e koocker, lilted 3t, and tben in in-

decision Ioweted 1 gently., He was
sabraggling with himsell and paused

<ireesolutely on the porch. ‘Then bhe
mawpt softly down its rieps and made
ms i to go. Again Ms-y's face and
i Bfars’s moan tore his wsolution to
zhreds, and once ugain bo turned and
wpsang up the porch. This time he

ot fall the hkhwker with vigorous
-sound. The door opeped, sud  belors

i stood Miss Anella Swith, the

parso’s spinster sister, who taught

thve young souper ides how to shoot.
ke was prim and 17y, With a Sied-
~wanlike glance that valnly tried to
morgonize the desperate ll-clad man

Aelore ber.

“if-ye plase, ma'am,” said Cobal
nigsr. Smit at home?”

4*The Rev. Mr. Smith is at home,"”
~ha rorrecled him, with frigid cm-
:asic on the Ry

“Parson Smith, I mane, ma'am,”
meld Conal, compromising his relig-
dows scruples nhich reserved *“Rev.”

Hug ¥ather Durkin  and wen of his

“ije's In, bul enlp to those with
2egeut business,” retorted Mns Am-

nila.
sJf ye'll plase tell him, waam,
~yhat jt's Ceoal O'Carroll thxy wanis

. 3« »ee him, I ’au’l misdoubt it he'li
woepe.!

A spatkle of iutcliigenco made a
polar Jight InrMise Amella's eyes

1Oh, yes, you'te the poor Tap~—
gaan,'* she cortecied hersell instantly
mrith strategic tact, Sbo did not
awant to antagonize iblx possible vie-

* Aks of her brother's olly toagus.

s'you'te the poor man, whose wilc

. Sw sick i the Village yonder, to whom

e has spokon about scadipg your boys
0 schoo] here?”

“i'ee the map, ina'am.’ 'And Ris
Slvs oyve swam in toars as ho thought
ol ¥he winsome tende womsn
wo walib' thiz othes before bim, and
wll.the peios Meiwsp golag o

for ber bod’s possible salvation

Conal was led to a parlor opening
off the hall Ilo  felt awhward anid
its varpeted comfort and upholstered
Tube

“Be scated, Mr O'Carronl "
Mles Amella, "and Mr Swith
s0¢ You a’ onco ™

When Axelia had shut fhe door be
hind her  retreatiog figure Coual
stuod aiesolulely, hogering his  cap
and luohwrg wistfully vut upon  the
lawn If he were oply there agaln,
would be turn back? e went to the
window It were but a step to the
green grass bepeath and ho wero sale
He had not time to decide, for just
then tho door opened and Mr Simnith's
red teard and Mr Smith’s unctucus
sidle appearcd thereat.

“I'm 50 glad to sce you,
O'Carroll,” he began.
Conal started at
faced the parson
YSo giad,” went oa the later, ad-
vanclng with outstretched hand to
Conal Cobpal shrank from its touch,
but the courlesy, of bis race asserled
itselt
#S5it down, my poor feliow, sit
down,"” went on Nathaniel Smith,
faying & persuasive hand on his
shoulder., “And your poor wile's
sick, vou say? Sad, very sad, but
these are sad times for our people

“Qur pcople,” thought Conal What
possible communion could there be
betweeen his stricken, faitblul race
and this sieek, well-fed stranger?
“She's that sick, sir, that she's
apt to bo oft ke a bird with the
turn of yer hand."” Ilis volco choked,
andfor & moment ho sat speechless,
hiding his faco in his hands
“Poor fellow! IPoor fellow!" weat
on the sympathetic parson  “Hut
cheer up, O'Carrotl Nil desperandum,
my wman. While there’s life  thero's
hope

Conal took heart from his tones

Ok, sur, oh Mr Smith, won't you

save ber, sir, won't you save bher?
Shes all 1 have in the world, the
light of my cyes, the puise o' my
heart Save her, sir, an' God bless
you Oh, I'll do apything for vyou,
sir, anything at all in the wide,
wide world, You can have the boys,
'sir, i you want them, but save me
darlip'."
In the Iervor of his imploration
Conal bad slipped from the sofa and
was hneeling belore the parson, be-
seeching him with uplifted hands and
streaming eyes for mercy on the wife
he foved. Mr Smitn was fouched at
the poor fellow’s grief and an  an-
swering dew stood In his cycs

“I know ye can do it, sir Ye
have the money that can save her
Don't turn ine away, sir, and Hami-
sheen an' Brian can be yours

" Adl vight, Conal, mv man Il go
to her first mysell I'm a bit of a
doctor, you hnow If I can’t do ang-
thing, then I il send Dr Maguue tu
her from Moylurg '’

“Docthor Maguire is it?’ almo-t
faughed Conal in his joy 'The great
docthor that cures the gentbry an’
landlords? Oh, then, God bless you
sir, God bless vou! Sure it Docthor
Maguire only comes me darlin's saf>
“But come now, O'Carroil, you're
hungry and must have a meal
“Bit bite or sup I haven'st tashted
these threo days, sir, savin' the
stump of an oul’ cabbage stalk~'’
“Poor fejlow!*' commented the
parson, and shortly thereaiter Conal
wa= casing the pangs ot hunger tn
Miss Amelia’s warm kiichen, his zest
of appetite aroused ooly by his hos-
tess' repcated assurance that a good
hamper ¢f food should go with him
‘o his famishing little ones

“T'wo mmore for the schoo!,” thought
the Rev Nathahlel Smith, as he cyed
Copal departing afar Then he sat
hium down at his desh and in unctaous
phrase wrote to the London Mission-
ary Sotlety that the good work wus
progressing and that famine was a
potent ally in converting the benighte
ed heathen.
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Rosalie Dillon, the daughter of a
seighboring gentleman, was in popu-
lar repute *‘the angel iv the poor'
Mcer mission in life was the relieving
of human ills, {rom her cariiest child-
hood, but more particularly and cx-
clusively since  verging on woman-
hood, she bad been thrown frotn  her
horss and maimed for life  From her
own mislortune she scemed in these
later years to lhavse dr 'n a moro
realiztng seuse ol the hardships that
beset the life of the average peasant
about her and, iR copscquchce, &
closer and mote devoted sympathy
with their lot In a measure to off-
set the work of the soupers he was
wont to pather Into the great Liteh
en of her home, where the fire hurn-
o warm and bright, ihe childrer of
the peasants and there o instruct
them in catechusm, nob  forgeiting
with her spiniteal ministrations g
mingle & kindiy solicitude ,lor thelir
physical wants R

in the days of the people™ woe,
when geim famine  statked in Jheir
midst she was out by day, and olten
by night, atiended by a fasthioi old
man-servant. and going from cabin in
cabin with her well-stocked basket of
fo0d for iho hungry aud <iclicacies {or
tbe sick. Not often her crrands lay
as Ixr ap Kilaldan, but It 5o happene
od that whils Conal O'Carroll was
closeied with the Rev. Nathanfel
Smith, she had  eatpred his cotinge,

| basket o arm.

PaPorr— st

Tt nas a pitlable sight she saw On
the wtrawn pallet i a corner gear thy
chines  whete a tew fagpots made an
melle toad watakh, lay Maly UL
roii in the fu b oof fover Fagr aaad
atod, 4 low moan brohe from lur
pat hied Hps I another corner, hud-
divd topether iy pustiable cumade
ship, her twe Littls bovs were eryieg
for bread The third, a baby of some
twebie months, was playim ot they
{feet, in wmnocent mirth gnorani  of
why they wound their atns so loving-
i3 about cacli other arnd sobbed =o
plaintivety, s own  hupger  having
been tetwved dor ihe Litae by Lhe atlh
that a piying pueghbor had Just led
hun from her siviadel sloie

“Thiz 1s awlfui,” thought Rosalic
itlon It would welt a stono  tu
teats ' And setung hier bashet on a
table #he  went to the  palicr and
Lneit by the sick woman

She felt her brow and found there-
on the fush of fever Sho took the
thin hand in hers and strohed it in
womanly sympathy

“ls that you, Conal?' whispered
Mary #1 thought you'd pover come
Hush lamish, hush Bnian, your fath-
er's here with bread:

“Yes, they shall have bread,’’ mur-
nmured Miss Dillon, soc.hingiy

The voice was not the voico of Con-
al and Mary opencd her cyves and gaz-
cdop the sweet face above her It
was noe altogether strange to  bher,

{for Rosalie Dillon was hnown
throughout the land

“You musn't como S0 near,
alanna,' she whispered '‘It's the

fever I have But Qod be pratsed for
sendin' you Aren't you Miss Rosa-
tie? Thanks 1o the Blessed Virgin,
twas herself that brought you here
Whisper, alnna, "tilt T tell you '

“Yes, yes,” muarmured Rosalie,
bending  neater  “But first let me
give some food to the children

“lleaven bless yvou,' sighed Mary
‘ttg indeed the ange! fv the poor 1e
are '

“This pretty Little fellow,” said
Rosalie, when she kad given ol the
contents ol her bashet to IHamish
and Brian, *what's his pame?' —
tringing the bLaby to where lay his
motber '

"I christened him Benjamin,”’ she
answered with a faint smile *It's a
notion I got from the Mible, because
ho's my favorite. 'Tis of hlm, Benja-
min dheelish, I’m tellin) you I took'
4 quare notion when fle waz born
and wanfcd hiru to be priested Yes,
then, so I gave him up in the chapel
wan day fo the Blessed Virgin and
axcd her to sce to his pricstin’. This
mornin , alilier Conal—that's me hus-
band--wint to Derreen, I offered my
lifo to God il he'd spare meboy and
bring him to the hely altar some
day. And praise an’' glory to His
huly name, He's heard ine prayer, be-
hase ye see, Miss Rosalis, the little
gossoons 'vd be dead wid the hunger
il He hado't sint ye lere in time ™

What beautiful  faith,”  thought
Rosalle Dillon  ''Tis such faith
moves mountains '

A footstep rang on the threshold
and a sbadow feil across the floor.
Roszite turned and beheld Conal
UCarroll, hamper 1 hand

“A hundhred thousan' welcomes,''
he stanmumered, afier he had recovercd
from his surprise. *'Tis the poot
place intirely for a lady,” he ex-
plained apologetically, his glance tak-
g in the squalor of the cottage.
“But what can we do in times like
these? Suro it's hearthrohen the
counthry is, so it is "

“Heart-brohen,  indeed,’”” sighed
Rosalte. *Your wile is very iI! and
neods medical attention.”

‘“Troth, then, thanks be to QGod,
‘tis the very besht of it she'll have
bhe answered cxultantly, **AMary,” hs
went on, “Misther Smith's camin’ to
sce you He's a docthor, an' it he
can't do anything himsel' he's egon'
to send for the great Docthor -
guire, all the way to Moylurg ”

Iio smiied, but his sinile was min-
gled witk apprebension, for he knew
that Mary would divine the barter he
had made with Parson Smith

*“Conal O'Carroll,** she murmured,
“what have ye done? Is it to sell the
sowls o' my childher just oy a doe-
thor's medicine® May God forgive Fou
this day!" and she began to sob

“*Whizt, alanna,” bo nurmured
soothingly, “whist! sure isn't (& all
for the beaht? Would ye have me favo
ye to dle without a bit of care?
'Taz hard, God knows,” he went on,
turning In explanation to ifiss Iul-
lon, “*but she's all 1 have In the
:o:‘l:i, an’ 1 couldn't hear to see ber

le

“*Betther dio than live to see my
childher disgrace their name an' turn
backs on the Lord," moaned the vek
woman “If ye've made yor bargain,
Conal O'Carroll, at !aste don't sind
Litn Benjamin He s the Blessed Vir-
gin's own Dut what am 1'm sayin' at
all Sure, il it's GGod s will an’ I get
well, T'I1 take care that no'er o one
& me brave little bevs ‘il go  mest
or near Ministher Smith Oh, Conal,
Conal, why did ye do it, xhy did yo
tto 1, at all, why did 3¢ do §1?*F
Apd the strong grief shonk her frafl,
weak body

“Whisht now, alanna dheslish
coaxed Conal, secking to rolteve her
anguish 1 ihe spintual danger that
mensted the children of her love
“It 8 only Hanush and Brian  Whin
yo got betther suro it's yersel' can
bo mindin’ thim ail It's only the
schoolin' they'il-be getting from the
wministher.”

UWhin 1 get - detther, Is it7*" she
m*Whin 1 get tetther, 1s 1Y 2ahe
moaned feebly,, “'Ah, thin, sathore,
sure that may pever be; but
in His mercy spare e for the child-
her's sakel”

Shoe was- silent lor & minute,
slicase Lroken only by the.dewp

)

tha
-

e

piration of her gricd. Then xhe
spobe
“YConal,'t sald Mary, "eowe  her

il premise we wan thing '

UWhat Is it alatme®” he anked

SPromdse we that afther I dead
yow'll never jot Denjamin go to ibe
Suuper shoul

1 do,' he whispered, alarmed ot
the intensity of her cmation

‘e Lelongs tu the Lord an' mavbe
it's a pricsht he il bo come day ['ve
axed it ol the Lid and who | nows
whatfie wili do’

Rosalie Dillon biessed the weman in
hier beatt and voned fu aoe thel au
ltarm beiell her Bittle Denjandn

Sho nas deavany, the huuse,  wlfer
giving instrucbions iv Conal huw 1u
dispose of the wonteals of her bas
het, when Patsun Soulh entered  1e
sawy ot a glance thet Mary 'Caioll
was past human aid, bul, true to his
word, promised tu send for Doctur
BMaguire,

The great doclur arnived peal day,
hig horse sore bespreat with  hard
tiding [rom Mosllmg JHis face was
solemn as he disgnosed the  case,
Conal standing by 1n contending emy-
tions of hope and despair

I can't hold out any hope,”” be
sald gravelv “'HBui 111 do my best
As for you, my puul feliow, gou must
put your trust in God "

“he great doctor did his best, but
human science was powerless nefore
Heaven's decree, and a weak later
Mary O'Carroli went Lo her long 1est
in Kilaidan grasvesaid

However much ol piiianthropy en-
tered into tho scchemes of the Rev
Nathaniel Smith, ho saw to it that
Conal O'Carroli did not lack help or
sympathy in the days of his bereav -
ment, and in time, having purchased
tho estate that went with his  resi-
denco, Conal, while all the time true
to his faith, was appointed to the
snug berth of steward

Hamish and Brian gréw sirong and
big in the manner of the souper, but
little Benjamnin passed out of his {a-
ther's lilo.

After Mary O'Carroll had been latd
in the cloistral rlose of St Atdan,
Rosalle DHlon pleaded hard with Uon-
al ta be allowed 1o take ths nclples
babe to her home Knowing tha cate
he would find under tho gentle wo-
man's watchful love onal consented
and Gerald Dillon though shoeked at
this tho latest manifestation o1 his
daughtee's eccentric benevolence, had
perforce to humor s darling, as ho
had always done The little Benjamin
saw his father but seldom thercafter,
and coming to the age of reason nat-
urally clung tn those under whose
care he had grown up. Gerald Di-
fon, in time having met with the to-
verses that beset so many gentlemen
in thoss days of dearth when rents
were searce and prices high, was
obliged to sell his estato to & more
fortunate Iriend and faded with his
family to the gentecl obscurity ol
Dublin.

“What did [ tell yo?** said the gos-
sips of Kilaidan to one anothcr as
Conal O'Carroii’s attendance at the
“Station,” whither camo Father
Durkin {frem <Derrcen pn Sundoays,
grew less and less frequent

“It's to the Souper Church he'll
bo gain' soon '"Twas the bhad day for
Kilaidan when  Ministher Snuth
came.”

And the gussips prophesicd arpht,
tor soon Conal O'Carrcll was scen
to attend the Souper Church, at first
steaithily and  in shame, but anon
openly and defiantly, {rowning con-
templ on the fatth of his fathers.

“Mark my words for it,"" said ihe
tailor {0 the blacksmith, “‘them lads
iv his'l] come to a bad end '’

Nor could worse faith befall them,
in village eyes, then that which they
met, when later, grown big and rough
after sundry escapades with the po-
lice in Derreen, they took the Queen's
shilling from a wily recruiting
sergeant and in all the glory ct! sear-
let regimentals were drafted off to
India, to dic of fever in its junzles
or he mangled by the knifo of =ome
swarthy Paynim

——

HI.

WPig % long lane that hasn't a
turn,' said the tajlor to the black-
smith. "Sooner or later the hand
o' the Lord overtakes the evildoer
What 15 it Father Durkic read lasht
Synday out o' the gospel?”

“Tle not deceived, God is not mock-
ed,” answered the blacksmith “'Signs
by him, Comal O'Carrol knows It
now to his cosht, God grant ho won't
die without the priesht st all events
Ho's sick an' very sick.”

“JJocthor Maguire sez he can’t live
apother day,” said the fallor *An'
hig word's as good s goold

So the theme of Conal's fatal -
wess crept  from door to doot in
Kilzidan

“No ye mind that, now?"” sald the
tailor’s wife Lo the blacksmith's wile
“Poor Maura O'Carroll’s come all
the way from Urlat to nurse him,
tutn-coat an’ all as ho is.?

“Sure Maura was always good
But what do ye say, Drigid, I we sit
up with the poor crachure » while?
It'slonely she'll be there all bo her-
sel' through the live-long night ™

So in khindly conspiracy the 1lwo
gossips went to Conal’s home and
forced their welecdme companionship
an Maura {)‘Gafmﬁ, their friend from
girlLhood

“DMd  Father Durkin come vt
whispered one, gazing on tho thin
white face of Conal.

tNa, then, he couldn’t be found at
all,” answered Maura. ‘*Three times
this night tho same man haz gailop-
od into Derremn, but It's always the
‘he hass’t cone back

BARY Le's o’ fanhit, Uud betneen
us an' karm Come, asthore, let's say
the bades an’ light the bleswd  wan-
Jdie

Maury found the Mesad candle and
lit 4t reverontly with traoubling  hn-
g The facs on  the pillow was
calto and  winte B Fatlier Duthin
could nol comie, theie b veb It
titne to #peed the parting ~eul ob
the heavenward Aves of the Itosary

UPray for us Stancrs Zow and  al
the tour of death!™ rose the strong
faith, the fervent supplication ol the
three Cathotie women hoecling by
Canal NYCarrold

“Glory be fo the Father and (o
the Son and to the Holy uhost!

The witte face un the pitlow sli
e the evelids duttered  wilh  hie,
the hips moved o deep  suvpualion,
amd the rigor of death ielaxed

Hoetn the Father, and to Uie Son
and to the Holy Ghost!  sighed the
man who had been in tho valley of
the shadows

vGiiory boe to God, what is this?"
whtspered one woman to nnother, as
they shuddered together in a terrified
group *is it the dead that’s wak-
in'1"" And crossing themselves in awe
they shook as il in on aguc.

Again the lips (that had been as
marble spoke, thoe speaker In the
sofemn cmotion  of the moment re-
curring naturaily and cloquently to
the Gaelic of his youth I have scen
thihgs that no man may iell of, but
God'sjustice relented Tho prayers of
my wife at the tbrone of mercy ali
these years have provatled. The great
sacrifico of the allar risirg daily in
impetration for mercy has won me
pardon I must arise and do penance
bofore all men for tho sins 1 have
committed I must be fo men a
warning and an example, and 1 must,
above aji, find and bring back te
God the boys 1 sent downward, to
Ilell, o T have to walk the carth for
thiem This is to be my penance  and
only when it is accomplished, nwmy
I win mercy."’ .

Trembling the women drew anear
An appaliing scnse of the supernatur-
al made the room holy The rugged
face of the prasant was transfigured
by an unearthly majesty A strangoe
Ught was upon it, the Lt t, perhaps,
of the Vision he had gazed upon
What he had seen in that dread mo
ment Conal never told to his  dying
day, but the simple faith of Kilaidan
beligved  that he bad been in the
presence of God. So held they then,
so they will tel you to-day In 1o
counting the talo of ('Carrells
Quest,

Soon that quest began, Kever to
sleep two nights on the same  bed,
but always to fate afoot, a warning
and ap example to me, until he had
found his song, was be vow ho made
on the grave of his wife Staft in
hand his weird wandenings began
From garrison to gartison ho flitted,
seeking  tidings of his sons  The
story of his penance went befote him
Every door was open to him  Bed
and board were his gratuitousiy, giv-
en gladly as to ono elect of God
Chiidren fled before the harmiess old
man in awe. Women crossed 1hem-
sclves when he passed, a wiid figure
in Irieze ulster and unkempt luchs
flowing downwards to s shuulders,
but always in his eyes Lhe eagerness
ol hig unsat:sfied quest, alwajzs on hus
lips strange chigma of words hinting
ol awiul unseen things

Ho crossed the sea to Engiand He
haunted the harracks of the great
citics, the camps and arscnals of
London and Aldershot Re travelled
Scotland from coast to coast But al-
ways he returied to Ireland and tound
his wife's grave at Kilaidan Once he
had been absent for years, and men
sald he had gone to India

Weary at  length of his  fruitless
quest be was making his deolato way
for the dochs i Liverpool, once moroe
to resume hiz pilgrimage in [reland,
when & drunken riot of soldiers burst
from a tavern Lefore him Belts wera
swinging wildly, s,!ec! was flashing in
the glare ol gas, when at bis feet,
clutching a bayonet wound in his side
a soidicr teeled smitten to death

With & cry that thrilled the curious
crowd drawn to tho scenc of the fight,
the nld man raised his bands heaven
ward and fell on his kneea  beside the
wounded man

“Hamisk, my Hamish, I've found
you at last."” .

Ho gathered the poor red-coat to
his heart, covering bhis face with
kisses,

“Will no one yun tor a priest, for
the love of Qod?"’ ho called to the
crowd Quick, for pity's sake, he's
goin® fasti''

One broke (rom the crowd and pre-
sently a priest came running from
¢ ncighboring church There under the
stars ol Heaven Hamish was won
back to the faith of his Iathers

““Thanks be to God,” said the old
man, “wheh he itad seen the dead sol-
dier korne away by a picket ol his
feifows "“Thanks be to God. one of
them is safe

Then westward to Ircland he sot
his face Once more he passcd
throuzh Kilaldan and visited the
lonely grave in Its little God's acte
But while commiserating folk notfeed
that e had grown older, more tent,
more decrepit, his long  and silvery
hair shagaier and morc unkempt, they
hoticed, too, that & new Jght had
come info the wiid cyes, a light ns
of one searing the geal of his heart’s
desire.

Westward, however, he fared, for
had heard somehow in his wanderings
that Brian's regiment had come back
from India and was quartered at an
inland town,

Zlo reached the town, just as the
ludgen wete about ta open the Mich-
aelmas Assizes, Always about m'on
men’s lips bs hedrd the same story

A soldier i gartigon had killed a
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comzade in Bis cupy, and  the  folk
were ftoching to the Court Ilouso for
fibs trial Thither Lo drifted with the
crowd, wnd when the prisence was put
i dhe duck, the ubd man fell fainting
it his place  Tho prisonce was his
son Brian

The evldence was short and  convlu-
sit e, Jdtalousy o a4 Jure allalt had
Ied to deliberato murder, and the man
was sehterced to death

Pour Lenal UCarrodl was indecd o%
plating his =ins, fnding his sohs i
tho shadow of death and Lhenwe bring
ing them  back to God, whu is  the
Hie-piver.

Alter teariul and jupotianale plead
ing he was admutled to Lthe jull on
the eve of execdtion Father and gon
met atter years of separation The
young fellow was eldlatale and refus
ed at lirst to bo teconciled 1o Yus
(iod, but fAnally gasve i, grace pre
vaihing in tho heart (hay fuy all 113
errors was st Calholic Lo Lhe core
The ofd man went to the Catliedral
and a priest sought his son in his
cell. The reconcilation was complete

That night the old man begged to
be aliowed to remain In the Cathe
dral, before the altar to keep his last
vigil of Joving intercession for the
son he had found.

With dawn the sexton found him
prostiate at the altar rails and Ted
him forth  To the jail he hastened
and ihero waited with the curlous
crowd without the grim bastions of
justice, {ears sireaming down his
face, his eyes tent pn iho walls abiove

Suddenly  there was a revercntial
hush among the crowd Every fead
was uncovered and bhowed in  prayer
as the solotin notes of a bell foated
outward on the morning air  Tho
last dread moment was at hand, aud
the old man hnell on Lhe pavenwnt,
beads in hand The avlion caused uo
comment in that Cathelic town, and
others hneft with him

“The Lord have wercy on him?*
rose at last, a deep murmur from 4
huridred lips, and looking up, the old
wan saw a black flag fluttering from
ihe walls. Justice had boen eapiated
and Brian O'Carrotl had paid the pen-
alty of his crime — patd it witll the
priest ot his side and words of con-
trition on his lips. The father might
uut see Bis son in deail, for an Ire-
tand, under Kngland's harsh lawy, lhe
bodtes of those enceuled are buricd in
quich-lime with the prisun precinets
Bui hie was happy as it was, {or had
he not Jound his boy and brought him
backlio grace?

There was yet a thied, his mother's
Iavorite, Denjanun, whom long  ago
that mother had dedicated to  Mary
in heaven  Had the mother's hope
been fulfilied and had Benjamin  in-
deed gone unlo the allars of God? I
so, then nv need or furiher guest, but
tu find Jus suns—all of them—was his
penance Sy irusting in Heaven that
was yo stiangely, su ingerutably lead-
ing lum to the fulfillment of his
quest, he onwo Mmore set out for his
wife's grase in KHaldan

But yeaas of viuel grief had broken
the old iman Ik step had lost  its
buojancy und he Iclt that scen lus
pilgrimage must cnd  Weab and feeh-
ie he geached Deireen and took shel-
ter with # kind woman whose home
was always ppen o receive him

A famous missioner of the Passion.
15t Order, Rather Benjamin  Dillon,
had Just begun a mission in the Chap-
¢! His wunderful eloquence, his pas-
sionale pleading for souis the  aus-
tcrity of bis life, his sanctity and
sweetness werp the theme  of  all
tongues Wherever ho had comie, he
had left a regenerate town beh nd
him

Neat motning the old man took his
staff and tottered feebly to the
Chapel, but he was weak and  worn.
As he hobbled wearlly to the holy
water font and was about to genu-
flect, ho fell prone to the fioor, his
stal rattifng on the stones

The Passionist Father had just em-
erged from the sacristy to make hits
thanksgiving alter Mass, when ho saw
«he old man fall  Running hastily
from the Sanctuary, he raised the

\f Mmp form in his arme, bore it to the

sacristy ahd bade the sacristan hurey
for the doctor But Conal O'Carroll’s
pilgrinage was over.

“Long ago,” he told the priest
with his parting breath, 1 gave
serfous scandal to the country. Ileft
tho old faith, broke my wile's heart,
sent my sons downward to perdition
The prayers of my Mary and the holy
Ssxcrifice of the alta, offered for my
soul by some priest on carth, won
me nercy from God. EHo et me back
te find my boys. Two of them I have
found, but now I can g0 no further
The third, Benjamin, was given to the
Blessed Virgin by his mother, but
long ago ho went out of my life A
lady, tho blessed ange! of the poor—
Rosalw Dillon, took him away, to
whezo God only knows.'

“Rosalle Dillant'* the Passjonist
exclatmed. “Hosaiic Dillont She s
dead, father, and I aro Ienfamint®

“Qlory t0 God ip the highestt"
murmured the old man with  scarce
avdible breath, ‘I have found ye all,
then, praise to Idis holy Namel And
you aro pricstedt™

Q'Carroll’'s quest was done, hig pil-
grimago was over and next day Den-
jamin, his mother's favorite, Inid
him to rest with that mother in tho
conse¢rated ground of Kilaidan

tSTERNALLY OR INTERNALLY',
IT 1S GOOD =When applied external-
iy by brisk rubbing, Dr Thomas® Le-
fectric Ol opens the pores and peno-
trated tho tissue as few liniments do#
touching tho seat of to troub)e ang
immediately affording retiel, Admints.
tered sntermally 1t wil atil] -the itrl.
tation ip the throat which tnduces
toughing. and will cure sfMections of
the"bronchial tubes ané respiratory
orzane. Try {t.and s convinced.

Cold Qutside, but—
Comfortable Inside

No matter what the weather 1s out.
slds,~mild, below z¢ro, or plercing
cold winds—your home will slways
be snug and cozy with x comfortable,
heaithful heat, If you have a

“Sunshine”
m
Furnace,

Syl eafnging”

The draughts respend 3o promplly
to our spectally constructed * Sun-
shine™ dampers that the fire can be '
regulated to the exactnecessity of the
weather—no danger of your house
being tob warm in mild weather and
chilly on cold days,

The ‘' Sunshine' cosis less and
tives more heat from a minimum
smount of coal than any cuer good
furnace,

Itis sold by abi enterprising deaters.
Write for descriptive booklet,

M<Clarys

Makars of the ' Famous Active’ Raoge
and " Cornwat} " Stee) Ranpe,

London, Winnipeg,
Toronso, Vancouver,
Montreal, St. john, N B,

RELIEVES CHAFING, ITCHING OR IRRl.

TATION. COOLS, COMFORTS AND HEALS
THE SKIN, AFTER SHAVING,

Rvoid dangerous, frritating Witch Hazel

preparalisas reprasontad to be “the same as”

B Pond's Extract, which eaulfy soues and often
contaln “wotd alcohal,” a deadly poisen.

MERCHANT
TAILOR
ToonTo,

$1 JURDAN 8T,
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DOMESTIC READING.

The niore you ate beaten about by
tho winds of temptation, the decper
you must cast your roots, by a pro-
found humilily, in the Sacred Heart
of Jesus Cheist.

I know that it requires a great dead
of merit for me to got to Heaven,
but what I lack I wilt obtain from
my treasury, which is the fleart o
Jesus.—St. Dervard.

Prescrve most carefully that heark
for which the heart ot God was sor-
fowing even unto death, and after
death transpicreed by the lroﬁ. that
yours may live after desth.

How pleasing are the meek of hears
to tho Heart of Jesust Yes, 1o loves
hearts full of sweetness, who know

how to bear affronts and injurios
without reseniment )
At —— ————_

A SURE CURE FOR HBADACHE.
~[Mlious headake, to wheh W wnen
ate more subject that mea, Gccomes
80 acute fn some subjects that they
aro utterly prostrated. The stomach
refuses food, and thers i a constant
and  distressing cflort to lree tho
stomach Irom bilo which has become
unduly secrcted ihcro. Tarmalee's
Vegetahle Dills aro a speedy alterna-
tive, and In neutralizing the efoefs
of the intruding bile relicves the
Proesstro on ftho merves whict  cause
“the headache Try them

Ah, Lord, I find in Thy MHeatt,
which Thow defgnest to call my tem-
ple, 80 sweet an abundance of geod
things that there is nothing Islt for

me o desire-or to siek claewhere, ~
8¢, Gettmd‘o. ok haze
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