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THE CATHOLIC RECORD.a
soon expended when nothing was being 
added to it, and so the poor old conple 
have gradually come to the destitute 
state in which you find them.”

“ What a heartless wretch is that 
son of theirs !” cried Tim, in the fer­
vor of his generous sympathy. “ I 
don't know tc)uit that vagabond de­
serves 1”

44 God forgive him for his sins !” said 
the priest, mildly. “I am heartily sorry 
for him, if my sorrow could do him any 
good. The poor old woman is much 
troubled about not having the moans of 
burying her husband decently.

44 Well, tell her from me, your rever­
ence,” said Tim, dashing away 
which he could not repress—44 tell her 
from me that if it pleases God to call 
poor John away now, he'll have as de­
cent a funeral as ive can give him. lie 
was a good-hearted fellow all his life ; 
besides, ho was an Irishman and a Cath­
olic, and must have a decent burial ; 
Edward and I will see after it our­
selves.”

44 It is just what I would expect from 
you,” said Dr. Power, with a friendly 
smile. 44 And now, what can I do for 
you ? You came on business, did you 
not ?”

hard. “ I know what you’re thinking, 
mother dear, but never fear, with God's 
help, you shall lose nothing by this 
change in my condition. Even if I do 
become a husband, I shall be none the 

No mortal can over take

hesitated, awed, she could not tell why 
by Dr. Power’s manner.

44 In that case you cannot well re­
tract, so I have only to wish you a 
good morning. When sorrow comes, 
as come it will, you know where to find 
me. If I could do you any good by 
coming to see you, I would come often ; 
but, unfortunately, I cannot. Good 
morning.” He was gone before Mrs. 
Blake could think of what to say.

When Miles came home, his wife told 
him of Dr. Power's visit, but Miles 

*• What fools wo aro !” 
ho thinks to frighten us

Mrs. Blake, was promptly met by 
Henry's assurance that Jane was not at 
all particular about religion—in fact, 
she would almost as soon go the Roman 
Catholic church as any o;her. He had 
not, he said, the smallest doubt but she 
would become a Catholic as soon as 
they were married, 
smooth, as smooth as could be, and 
when Henry rose to take his leave, he 

in such excellent humor that ho

Eliza, he laid his hand on her head, 
saying, 44 Don't cry, Lizzy 1 (when he 

in very good humor he always 
called her Lizzy,) don’t cry ! you know 
my way, and how easy to rufila my tem­
per—but, then, Harry’s ingratitude 
should not make mo cross with you. 
Dry up your tears, Lizzy, dear— that’s 
a good girl, and 1 11 not say another 
word about Henry—if I can help It !”

44 Well ! it was, really, too bad,” 
sobbed Eliza, 44 to speak to mo so, 
without any fault of mine, though I 
know you had some reason to blame 
Henry”—but she still kept the hander- 
chief to her face.

44 Como, come, Eliza, let ua have no 
bout it,” said her father—44 you 

needn’t take on so very bad. I told 
you I was sorry lor what I said —what 
more would you have ?”

44 Oh ! nothing, pa—nothing more, I 
assure you, but my feelings are so 
easily t >uchod, my sensibility is so very 
acute, that I cannot heal the wound all 

Allow me to retire for a little

TIE BUIES BID ElBBllllS,
BY MUM JAM. A. HAUL!Ell.

CHAPTER XII.
A MARRIAGE AND A 

ANOTHER.

5
less your son.
your place in my heart. Pray for me, 
my dear mother, that I may worthily 
discharge the duties of whatever state 
I may embrace.”

produced an effect con­
trary to Edward’s expectations, for his 
mother cried all the more, and feat down 
in a corner with her apron to her eyes. 
Her tears, however, were not tears of 
sorrow ; they flowed from tho mother s 
heart at tho thoughts of oven partially 
losing tho companionship of a dear and 
most dutiful son—a son who had for so 
many long years been the comfort of 
her life and the pride of her heart. But 
still there was no bitterness in what 

Mrs. Blake was fain to obey, though she felt, for she knew Edward s words 
her reason, and what religion she had, were true, and that she could rely on 
were both in open rebellion ; but she his affectionate sense of duty, 
resolutely put them down, and went on wife, too, whom he was about to take, 
her way as quietly, though, perhaps, was her own choice as well as his. As 
not as comfortably, as if Dr. Power had for Tim, though he had heard every 
never spoken to her on the subject. word of what his son said, he protend d 

Three weeks more, and Ileury 44 led nA to have heard it. After a moment's 
Miss Jane Pearson to the altar,” as the delay, during which he, too, had boon 
fashionable journals would say ; that is, swallowing down certain choki 
to the altar of the world, represented tions which camo upon him, he called 
by tho communion-tablo in her own out from the fcall-door, where he stood 
meeting-house. They next proceeded holding tho handle ; 
to tho residence of Dr. Power, where a happy, Edward, but it’s trying my pati- 
similar ceremony was duly performed, once you are ; what on earth is keep- 
Grave, and even sad, was tho face of ing you ? why, if you're as dilatory as 
the good priest, for ho knew that the this on the wedding day, Margaret will 
marriage was not 44 made in Heaven,” ba apt to complain ! Out with you here, 
and his far-seeing eye could already or I pretest 1 11 go off without you. 
detect the dark clouds of sin and sorrow Edward camo out laughing 'good 
gathering over the devoted heads of humuredly, aud they both left the house 
those whom he was made the unwilling together. Just as they reached Dr.
instrument in bringing together. So Powers's door, they
pretty Jane Pearson became Mrs. ing out crying as though her heart
Henry Blake, and the joy of parents would break. She was thinly and scan- 
and friends was exceedingly great, tily clad, and yet there was that about 
Miles Blake testified his joy and appro- her which told of better days. Tho 
batiou by a cheque on tho United light of a neighboring lamp fell lull
States Bank for $5,000, a favor which her wasted features, under the shade of 
tho bride and bridegroom graciously an old straw bonnet, and Tim Flanagan 
acknowledged, and, no doubt, duly knew her at a glance—it was Mrs. 
appreciated. Eliza Blake was first Dillon, tho mother of our worthy ac- 
bridesraaid, and immediately after tho quaintance, Hugh. M
ceremony, the happy pair set out for 44 Why, Mrs Dillon, can you ? said 
Saratoga, taking Eliza with them. Tim as ho met her face to face on the 
The whole party, including Miles Blake steps. 44 What’s the matter with you, 
and hia wife, had breakfasted at Mr. my poor woman ?”
Pearson's, but it is needless to say, Mrs. Dillon started when she hoard 
that neither the Flanagans 44 nor any of her came so unexpectedly pronounced, 
that set” were invited. In fact, the She raised her heavy, tearful eyes to 
whole thing was kept quite a secret as the speaker's face, and, recognizing 
far as Henry’s 44 Irish ” friends were him at on- -e, she held out her hand, 
concerned. Not that tho latter wore “ Ovu Mr. Flanagan, dear, is it here
at all in tho dark as to what was going ha o you ?—what’s the matter with
on, but, of course, their knowledge e, sit? Oh! indeed, indeed, there s
came to them by indirect channels; load of trouble on my heart this night,
they wore none of them favored with an Sure that poor man cf mine is lying for 
official announcement. Perhaps we death, and I was in asking Dr. Power 
should except a flying visit from Mrs. to come aud give him tho rites of the 
Blake a few days before the wedding. Church.”
She was on her way to make some pur 44 For death !” repeated Tim. 44 Oh 1
chases, and 44 just ran in,” she sail, I trust it’s not so bad as that with him 
44 to tell them a secret.” To her great —poor John ! many a pleasant hour wo 
surprise she found that the secret was spent together in our younger days.

secret, although none of them would What does the doctor say to him ?” 
tell how they heard it. 44 Oh ! he says there’s no hope—

44 I suppose it was them tattling girls none—none. But sure that’s not tho 
that 1 have ; we can’t turn in our skin worst of my trouble. I sett to let that 
for them.” unfortunate son of ours know of his

44 Never mind, Mary,” replied her fother's illness, and it’s what he sent 
brother ;44 it doesn’t give us much con- me baok word that he didn't care a
corn. If God spares us we'll have a d----- n lie did, indeed, Mr. Flanagan,
wedding of our own before long, if it and oh 1 oh ! but it's the hard thing 
was only to spite you and Miles. We’ll for me to have to tell it. lie said he 
make your teeth water, depend upon wouldn't come next or nigh us, aud that 
it.” the old fellow might go to blazes, for

all he cared. Oh ! think of that, Mr. 
Flanagan—think of that message for a 
poor, heart-broken creature like me, to 
get from her own son about his own 
father.”

44 God help you—God help you ! that’s 
all / can say.”

44 But what in the world will I do, 
do, Mr. Flanagan?” exclaimed the 
wretched woman ; 44 my eldest daughter 
is away out of the city—God only knows 
where ; and I haven’t a dollar between 
me and death, except this two dollar 
bill that Father Power's after giving 
me—the Lord’s blessing be about him 
now and for evermore.”

This made allI'ROHPECT OF It mu:

Very soon after Henry’s becoming a 
Freemason, his father was surprised one 
evening by a visit from Mr. Pearson, 
the father of our fair friend, Jane. 
After some preliminary conversation, 
tho visitor inquired whether Henry 
had apprised the elders of his house of 
certain matrimonial intentions enter­
tained by 

44 No !”
know of, though 
yesterday evening ? Mary, did he say 
anything of it to you ?”

“ Not a wr rd, Miles—not a single 
word !”

44 Well ! that is rather strange ! 
observed Mr. I’earson ; “ however, the 
omission is of little cocsequence, for I 
can myself ascertain your sentiments. 
Your son, Mr. Blake ! has been for 

time past paying attention to my 
daughter, as you arc probably aware.”

, he had a sort of 
said Miles coolly.

These wordswas
actually promised to dine at home next 
day. Moreover, he graciously invited 
his mother and sister to go with Jane, 
in the forenoon, on a shopping excur­
sion. This last move was the finishing- 
stroke of Henry's clover tactics. It 
was the 41 real touch of the Blarney,” 

conciliate Miles aud 
his wife than all tho well managed 
policy of the evening. It is needless 
to say that his mother willingly con­
sented.

When Henry reached the outer door, 
he lound that he had left his gloves on 
the table in the sitting room, and 
called to Eliza to bring them. This 
Eliza could not do, but she brought 
herself, which was much more to 
Henry’s purpose, for the gloves were in 
his pocket. What he said to her in a 
whisper nobody heard but herself, but 
he certainly said something, amounting 
in all to about half a dozen words. Whab­

it was, Eliza nodded assent, and

only laughed, 
said he ; 44 *» 
with his prophecies, but it won't do. 
We're too old to be caught with chaff. 
He’s mad because he wasn't consulted. 
Thero’s no use telling Henry anything 
about it ; for, ol course, he couldn’t go 
back of bis word now, oven if ho wished 
it.”

a tear
him.

taid Miles—44 not that I 
he was here awhile

more a and did more to

The

at once, 
while.”

44 There she goes, now,” said Miles, 
when left alone with his wife ; 41 there 
she goes in high dudgeon because her 
father ventured to say a word that she 
didn't like. You'd think I was the 
greatest tyrant in creation. Now mark 
my words, Mary Blake ! that girl is not 
a bit tBetter than Henry, if the truth 

known ; she just thinks as little of 
ho does,only she's naturally more 

gentle, and wants to keep a smooth face 
the matter. It’s little comfort we'll 

over have in our children. I see that 
plain enough !”

‘‘Oh! Miles, 
down hearted,” 
ingly ; 44 it’s an old haying and a true 

that Harrow is time enough uhen it 
Things may turn out better

ng sensa- *‘Oh, that is of no consequence, sir,” 
replied Edward, speaking for the first 
time ; 44 wo can wait for another oppor­
tunity.”

The doctor smiled ngvn, and fixed 
his keen eyes on Edward’s face. 441

44 Yes, I thought 
liking for her,”
44 And so he wants to marry he r ?

• « Precisely ; he made a formal de­
claration this forenoon, and as my 
daughter seems to have no objection. I 
just called to have your opinion before 
matters ;tre brought to a close."

Miles looked at his wife, and she 
Neither seemed to

•‘I'm blest andever
then hastened back to the sitting-room.

Mrs. Blake, before she retired for the 
night, held a consultation with her 
daughter on what they were to wear 
next day.

44 You can wear that new lilac 
mubliu,” said she, 44 it is so very 
pretty and so becoming to you, and I’ll 

uy brown satin. I thiuk it’s the 
most suitable for a woman of my age ; 
don’t you Eliza ?”

41 Vcs, ma ; I quite agree with you— 
the brown satin is tho very thing.” 
Eliza spoke quite seriously ; but there 
was a itmile curling her pretty lip, and 
a twinkle in her soit blue eyes, that 
her mother never noticed. I low could 
she—poor simple woman—speaking in 
all good faith herself ; she never 
dreamed of any lurking satire in her 
daughter’s words.

Unfortunately, the brown satin was 
not taken from its station in the ward­
robe all next day. When the time 
came, or rather a little before it, Eliza 

afflicted with a violent toothache, 
so violent, indeed, that her mother 
would have persuaded her to go to a 
dentist, but Eliza had a nervous horror 
of dentists ; the very thought of their 
instruments was enough tor her. So 
she contented herself with rubbing 
some camphor on tho cheek without 
—ditto the gum within, and then lay 
down to take a sleep, 44 if fcleep she 
could.” She had great hopes, aud so 
had her mother, that the camphor and 
the heat of the pillow would prove 
effectual. Eliza's greatest trouble 
the necessity of disappointing 44 poor 
Jane.” She tried to persuade her 
mother to go without her, but her 
mother would not hear of such a thing.

hardly believe you Ed ward,” said 
14 although it is the first time I 

doubted your veracity. The business 
on which you come is of great conse­
quence ; what say you, Timothy?”

441 can’t contradict your reverence,” 
said Tira ; 44 it’s a matter that every­
body knows to be no joke. I see your 
reverence has got an inkling of it al­
ready.”

44 You aro not mistaken, Timothy. I 
have heard of this matte 
well pleased with Edward’s choice. If 
you came merely to consult me, as I 
think you did, there is no need for 
further postponement. I can give you 
my opinion in half a dozen words. 
Margaret O'Callaghan is just the wile 
I would have chosen for Edward Flana­
gan. This is my answer for the present 
so that you need not delay your 
arrangements waiting for my approba­
tion ; you have it, and may God bless 
you all the days of your 
night, my worthy Iriends. 
hasten to bring the consolations of our 
holy religion to that poor, destitute, 
old man.”

Dr. Bower then throw his cloak over 
his shoulders, took up his ritual once 
more, and set out on his mission of 
mercy, while Tim Flanagan and his son 
retraced their steps to their own quiet 
dwelling.

Tim was not long in the house until 
he told Nolly the whole story of Mrs. 
Dillon’s sorrows, and Nelly was so 
deeply touched by the recital that she 
44 never closed an eye” that night. 
Indeed, very little would have induced 
her to go off at once 44 to see what she 
could do for tho poor old couple,” and 
it was only Tim’s positive commands 
that kept her at home. Mrs. Flana­
gan had certain singular notions of her 
own, which aro only to lie accounted 
tor by her old-fashioned Irish breeding.

he,

looked at him. 
know very w< 11 what they ought to say, 
for, to tc»1 < he truth, both wore

unnod : but Eliza came to

dear ! don’t bo so 
said h s wife, sooth-S wear ipletelv 

the rescue with—
“ pa and ma aro so overpowered by 

their feelings at this moment, Mr. 
Pearson, that you must leave them 
time to arrange their thoughts in 
speaking order. I’ll answer tor them 
that they have no objection to tho 
match, hut are, on tho contrary, per­
fectly satisfied. So I told Henry when 
ho consulted mo on tho subject. 
Indeed, ho was already aware of the 
fact. We both knew that pa and ma 
entertained (ho very highest respect 
for your family, and would ho hut too 
happy to have dear .lane for a daugh­
ter.” Kliza hero told part of the 
truth—not the whole—she took good 

to suppress the contemptuous 
in which her brother had 

spoken of tho parental judgment.
“ That is all true enough," said the 

father, “ but I think Henry might have 
»p jkeu to us on the subject. If this bo 
tho fashionable way of making matches, 
it is very different from ours. We used 
to consult the parents on both sides, 
and ask their consent in tho first place. 
Hut then we were brought up in a dit- 
ferent world altogether. With us, 
children wbre children as long as their 
parents lived, and never dreamed of 
taking any important stop without ask­
ing their advice."

“ Precisely, Mr. Hlake ! that tone 
in old times- -at

saw a women com-

comei. 
than wo expect."

Miles shook his head despondingly, 
as he proceeded to search for a book he 
had been reading. 44 Did you see that 
book that Edward Flanagan lent me— 
tho Life of Lord Edward Fitzgerald ?”

the table in tho next room

and 1 amr,

44 It’s
there.” Miles went to fetch the book, 
and bis wile heard him sigh heavily. 
44 God help you, poor man !” said she 
to herself, as she resumed her sewing ; 
44 it’s little heart you have for reading, 

ou want to bother grief, if youonly y
life!—Goodwas

Whether Blake’s hint was fully under 
stood by his son, or that the young 
gentleman began to think it might look 
better to consult 44 the old man,” he 
made hia

;v I mustcaio 
manner

||
Lv appearance in the paternal 

on the following evening.mansion
Eliza contrived to give him an admoni­
tory pinch on tho arm as she mot him at 
the parlor door, glancing at the same 
towards their father, as much as to say :
44 You must manage him carefully, or 
things won’t go well.” To which 
Harry responded by a slight inclination 
of tho head.

Miles’ surmise regarding the money 
was perfectly correct. Henry T. Blake 
knew right well that he could not make 
such a figure as ho would wish to make, 
without some of his father’s 44 hard 
cash oven Mr. Bearson had made 
this suggestion in the most delicate 
manner possible, telling the enamored 
aspirant for his daughter’s hand : ‘‘Love 
is all very well—so is law, in its own 
time and placp, but depend upon it, 
Henry, there’s nothing like money, 
especially when a young man is about 
to enter the temple of Hymen. Money 
is wanting at the outset, and money 
must be had, in order to give you a fair 
start, and secure to Jano w'hat she has 
hitherto had—the means of making a 
rob pec table appearance in society. Go 
to tho old man, then, and rub him down 
smoothly. He’s Irish, you know, and 
won’t do with common applications. 
Give him a touch of the blarney, Henry 

that will soften his heart !”
Acting on this politic advice, Henry 

was much more respectful in his de­
meanor, on the present occasion, than 
his parents had seen him for years 
before. Still he did not broach tho 
subject nearest to hia heart, until ho 
had prepared the way by an hour’s 
good o mduct. Many a significant 

d between him and

i
F

;
no

■ 44 Well, what will you say, ma, if 
Jane sends for us?”

44 Say ! why, I’ll tell the truth, to be 
sure. There’s no other excuse wanted."

Accordingly, when Jane did send, 
Mrs. Blake told tho messenger that she 
was very sorry to disappoint Miss 
Bearson, bat her daughter had a dread­
ful toothache, and she couldn’t leave 
her. That settled the shopping excur­
sion, and 1 am happy to say that Eliza’s 
toothache was not of long duration. 
When evening camo it w’as almost 
quite gone, so that Eliza was able to 
play and sing some for her father and 
mother, to their great delight and 
entertainment., 
began to think that there was a great 
deal of truth in tho old proverb, ‘‘All’s 
nut lost that's in danger.” Fears and 
misgivings were flung to the winds,
" And they dreum’d of b-ight days to come.”

While this marriage was on the tapis, 
Mrs. Blake was one day surprised by a 
visit from Dr. Bower, whose visits had 
latterly been like those of angels, ‘‘few 
and far between.” Ho had heard of 
the proposed alliance, and camo to 
ascertain how matters really stood. 
Mrs. Blake assured him, with no little 
exultation, that it was 44 true enough 
that Henry was going to be married to 
Miss Pearson.”

44 And with ypurconsent ?”
44 Certainly, Father Power, 

match is, in every respect, plea Trig to 
Miles and mo ; for the only objection 
we could have was about religion, and 
my sou tells us that Jano caros nothing 
at all about religion. She’d as soon be 
a Catholic as anything else.”

44 So much tho worse,” observed Dr. 
Bower, gravely.

44 Why, Lord bless ma, Father Power,
1 don’t know what you mean. Sure, 
isn’t that all we want ?”

44 My dear Mrs. Blake, you are quite 
mistaken,” replied tho doctor. 44 
have little hope of a person 4 who cares 
nothing about religion.’ Such persons 
aro rarely, if over converted. A man 
or woman who is really attached to any 
system of religion may be supposed to 
have a certain fix od idea of saving his 
or her soul*; and, if once convinced 
that salvation cannot bo found beyond 
the pale of a certain Church, will gladly 
embrace the truth when it is once pre­
sented to thorn, and become obedient 
children of that Church — but for the 
indifferent there is no hope. Yon tell 
mo your son has great hopes of hia in­
tended wife becoming a Catholic ; let 
him take care that ho himself does not 
become a Protestant — or, if not that, 
something worse.”

44Lord save us. Father Power ! you’re 
enough to frighten tho life in one. I 
wish you'd just toll Ileury what you’re 
after telling me.”

441 should bo very willing to do so, 
my dear M rs. Blake, but 1 have had so 
many opportunities, ono way and an­
other, of sounding your son’s disposi­
tion, that I have not the smallest hope 
of making any impression on his mind. 
Could not you or his father hold out 
against the match ? And yob,” he 
added, thoughtfully, 44 and yet, that is 
a poor resource. I>aikness overshadows 
the land, and gross darkness tne 
people.” This last was said internally. 
After a moment's thought, he said to 
Mrs. Blake : 41 So you and your husband 
have both given your consent ?”

44 Well, yes, your reverence ” — she

m the order of things 
least iu tho Old World, but this is tho 
Now World, my good sir I and inde­
pendence is tho glory of our ago. You 
must not think of tinning fault with 
your soil ,for assorting the dignity of 
manhood, since ho is como to the lull 
years of maturity. I have no doubt 
ho reswets you aud your good lady 
i| ui to as much as most young mon re­
spect their seniors now-a-days. Au. I 
to understand that you givo your con­
sent?”

“ What need is tbore for asking 
my consent, Mr. Pearson, when Henry 
Biako is his own master, as you say ! 
if ho camo to ask mo himself I'd givo 
him his answer, but I don t choose to 
givo it unless ho docs. Not that I 
want to make little of your daughter, 
sir, for she's good enough for any
iu New York city, bub I-----1 —
to como here 
sent, or (Jso not to bo making fools of 
us by sending you, or any ono else."

Mr. Hlako ?”

I

TO RE CONTINUED.

THE MASTIR OF THE MILLS.
44 You don't say so, Tim ?” inquired 

Mrs. Blake earnestly.
44 Yes, but I do say so 1” returned 

Tim, gravely.
44 Ah! then, never mind him, Mary,” 

said Mrs. Flanagan, with her quiet 
smile, 44 tho man’s only making fun of 
you.”

44 Well, but I did hear something 
about that Margaret O’Callaghan,” ob­
served Mrs. Blake, 44 and I’ve met Ed­
ward walking with her sometimes. She’s 
a nice-looking girl, and I suppose she'll 
have a little money to get. They say 
the old man has something by him !”

44 Something by him!” repeated Tim, 
drily ; 44 I rather think he has ; maybe 
as much as your Mr. Pearson, high as 
he holds his head.”

44 Oh ! nonsense, Tim, you know very 
well that couldn't bo possible. But 
I’m sure I hope Edward will get some­
thing handsome with the girl, if it 
comes to a match. A couple of thou­
sand dollars would give you a lift in 
your business.”

44 True for you Mary !” returned 
Tim, with a sly glance at his wife.
44 But mind I didn't say that Edward 
was going to bo married, or that Miss 
O'Callaghan was his intended. I only 
told you that we'd try to get a wedding 
for ourselves. How do you know but 
it is Susan there that we'll make up a 
match for : thero’s Mr. Fitzgibbon, 
tho schoolmaster, has a great eye alter 
her.”

44 No, 1 won't have him,” cried Susan, 
with a pouting lip ; 44 he didn’t bring 

candy ho promised me, 
don't like him. I like Father Power a 
great deal hotter, for ha always gives 
us nice pictures. I’ll not have Mr. 
Fitzgibbon.”

Everyone laughed at Susan's child­
like declaration, and Mrs. B'ake sud­
denly remembered that she was staying 
too long. When she was gone, Mrs. 
Flanagan asked her husband why he had 
so thoughtlessly hinted at tho possibil­
ity of Edward’s marriage. 44 You know 
it isn't quite settled,” said she,.44 ai d 
there’s no use setting rumors afloat till 
we’re sure tho thing will take place.’

44 But I know it will take place,” said 
Tim, positively ; 44 Don't we know very 
well that 0*Callaghan wants to bring it 
about, and that Margaret likes Edward 
as well as ho likes her. And, then, as 
for ounelves, I'm sure we’ll have no 
objection ?”

44 Well 1 at any rate, the affair is not 
settled, as 1 taid before, until you and 
Edward have talked it over with Dr. 
Power, as you moan to do this evening. 
Then lot us all make up our minds that 
it is to be a match, but I wouldn't be 
making a blow ing-horn of it till you see 
your way straight before you.”

Evening being come, and supper over, 
Tim, got up and took his hat. Edward 
followed his example, but, somehow, he 
was in no hurry to move, lie looked 
back at his mother, and saw, or thought 
he saw, a tear in her eye. Going back 
quickly to where she stood, he took 
hold of her hand and squeezed it hard,

By Mary Catherine Crowley.
44 What a picture that church spire 

with its uplifted cross makes against 
the sky !”

George Bryson smiled as, leaning for­
ward in his armchair, he looked out 
upon the scene framed by 
of his little study. It was a typical 
New England landscape. In the val­
ley lay a neat village, tome of whoso 
houses were quaint and old, dating from 
the Revolution ; others aggressi\ oly 
modern and pretentious. Close beside 
tho river rose an imposing pile of 
factory buildings—the Bryson Colton 
Mills ; beyond tho settlement, tho 
woods and waters ; aud the fertile farms 
stretched away to the purple, mist- 
veiled hills.

The yellow belfry of the Unitarian 
meeting-house, almost embowered by 
the trees ot the foreground, had been 
a familiar object to Mr. Bryson all his 
life. For ho was born in tho homo 
where he now lived, and so much I ad 
his energy done for the development of 
his native township that it was now 
known by his name.

Tho lofty tower and grey walls of tho 
church within a stono’s-throw of tho 
mills were, however, a novel feature of 
the panorama.

44 As I sit here sometimes, when the 
white wind-clouds drift past the cross, 
it seems floating in the air ; and again 
at a touch of the sunlight it becomes a 
cross of flame that sends my memory 
back to the legend of Constantine and 
his sign of triumph.”

As the elderly gentleman spoke, 
pleasantly, yet with the languor of ono 
in ill health, he turned toward his sister 
who, flourishing the daintiest of feather- 
dusters, stood at the reading table, 
flecking imaginary dust from the maga­
zines and newspapers, and restoring 
order out of tho chaos in which they 
wore heaped together. Like her brother, 
Miss Bryson was no longer young. 
Against his sixty odd years she could 
count at least fifty-live ; but she was 
still in tho vigor of perfect health, and 
it might be seen at a glance that his 
strength was broken.

There was a striking resemblance be­
tween tho two long, sallow faces. The 
e>es of both wore light and keen ; but 
while those of tho man wore calm and 
steady, betokening a natuie that gov­
erned itself and was therefore capable 
of influencing others, tho restlessness 
and lire of the woman’s indicated an un­
certain temper as well as an ardent dis­
position. Georgo Bryson had always 
been considered handsome ; but Miss 
Sarah's features were too masculine for

Mr. and Mrs. Blake tho window
if

WSJ, i want my son 
himself and a^k our con-

41 is that your answer,
44 It, is, Mr. Bearson—and another 

thing, I can see further into the mill- 
ntone than tiny that pick it. Toll 
Henry that from me.”

Edward whispered some words to his 
father, who nodded assent, and then 
addressed Mrs. Dillon, who stood as if 
waiting for an answer. 44 Well, go 
home now, my poor dear woman, and 
keep up your heart as well as you can, 
though I know it’s not easy. You’re 
not so desolate as you think. I'll toll 
my wife when I get home, and she’ll bo 
with you in the morning, if she’s a 
living woman. And if the worst does 
happen, Mrs. Dillon,” his voice trem­
bling with emotion, 44 you’ll find plenty 
of friends, take my word for it. Good 
night, and may God comfort your 
afflicted heart !”

Mrs. Dillon’s answer reached the 
father and son as they entered the 
lighted hall. Her words wero few, but 
they camo from her ht art :

44 May you or yours never know tho 
want of a friend, or the want of God’s 
blessing 1” she added, in a hoarse 
sepulchral voice, as she thought of her 
unnatural son.

When Tim Fianagan and his son were 
shown into Dr. Bower’s parlor, they 
lound him preparing for his sick call, 
lie was just taking up his ritual to set 
out, but on seeing the Flanagans, he 
laid down his book, and advanced to 
meet them with a cordial shake of tho 
hand.

glance had pause 
Eliza, indicating a joint course of oh 

ition iu feeling tho parental 
pulse, as it wore, and it was not till 
Miles had actually come to tho laugh­
ing point, and his wife's face looked 
blithe and cheerful as in former days, 
that Henry ventured to 14 declare his 
intentions."

44 I’ vo been thinking of getting mar 
ried, father,” said he, and then he 
stopped.

41 So I hear,” said his father, drily. 
44 Didn't you send Mr. Bearson to tell 
us?- Why didn't you let us know before 
now ?”

44 Gli l because I was waiting to have 
the matter definitively settled before 1 
troubled you !”

44 Your mother and myself are en­
tirely obliged to you, Mr. Henry 
said his father with much gravity ; 44 it 
was very kind of you to savo us tho 
trouble of thinking or speaking on a 
subject of such importance ! You acted 
like a dutiful and loving son, and we’ll 
net forget your good conduct in has to. 
Eh, Mary, what do you say ?”

44 Well, to tell tho truth, I was a 
little hurt at first, but then I got over 
it soon,” replied Mrs. Blake, with a 
smile of doubtful meaning ; 44 1 began 
to think that Harry wasn’t so much to 
blame after all, for how could a simple 
old couple like you and me Miles, have 
anything to do with choosing a wife for 
such a son as ours ? The Flanagans or 
the like of them might act differently in 
such a case, but then they belong to a 
different sot. Our Henry couldn't be 
expected to imitate such old-fashioned 
Irish people.”

Henry bit his lip till it was well 
nigh colorless. Ho was evident struggl­
ing to keep in his anger, and eventually 
succeeded in putting down tho evil 
spirit, with the hope of being soon able 
to 41 pay them off for their jibes,” as he 
said to himself. His forbearance told 
well on both father and mother, and 
was placed to his credit on Miles’ 
mental lodger, over against a consider­
able sum in good bank-stock. Half an 
hour's conversation brought the matter 
to a satisfactory footing. Indeed, 
there was hardly an obstacle to bo sur­
mounted, if we except tho trilling one 
of religion ; and that, when raised by

441 can’t say that I understand your 
message,” said Bearson, in a rather 
contemptuous tone.

I didn’t expect you would,” 
the reply,“ for It’s a saying we have 
in tho old country. 1 suppose Henry 
won’t understand it cither, but tell it 
to him at any rate.”

Mr. B. arson bowed stiffly to the 
ladies, still more stiffly to Milos, and

44 Didn’t I take it very coolly ?” said 
Miles, turning to., his wife. 44 They 

of our hard earning, or 
at all—that’s

The

It tho house.

want to ge
they wouldn't trouble r > 
as plain as a pike-staff.”

44 God help us anyhow !” said the 
poor mother ; “ it’s little comfort wo 
have iu the same b >y l—but maybe 
he'll come himsolf now to toll us.”

44 I don't care a farthing whether lie 
does or not,” retorted Miles; 44 I’m 
done with him !” Miles spoko very 

loutiy, but his heart was not as stout 
a - his words ; his voice trembled, and 
and his ruddy countenance changed 
color more than once, for ho did love 
Henry dearlv, and was proud of him, 
with all his faults. But it wrung his 
heart to sco him so cold and so dis­
respectful towards himsolf and Mary 
after all i hey had den© for him.

would fain have softened mat-
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44 You are both heartily welcome,” 
said ho, with his benignant smile. 441 
hope the family aro all in good health. 
Bray be seated.”

44 We’re all well, thanks be to God,” 
replied Tim. 44 We had something par­
ticular to say to your reverence, but 
we’ll not detain you now. Another 
time will do as well. Wo mot that 
poor unfortunate Mrs. Dillon at the 
door, and sho told us how matters 
stood.”

44 Ah ! 
be pitied,
sho tell you of her son’s ingratitude ?”

44 Yes, sir, she told us all,” said Tim, 
eagerly. 44 But how iu the world does 
it happen that she and her husband are 
so miserably poor ; why, it is only a 
very few years since they were quite 
comfortable.”

44 Sickness, my good friend ; sickness 
has exhausted their little means. Poor 
Dillon has been unable to work for the 
last twelve months. The consequence 
was that his business very soon dropt 
off, and he was obliged to dismiss his 
hands. The little he had saved was

tors down, but her father cut her very 
short with 44 There's no use in talking, 
Eliza—your mother and myself 
how matters stand as well as any one 
else, though we’re not 
as you or Henry.

1 suppose, you'll bo doing the same, as 
you got tho chance.” Eliza 

blushed like scarlet, thon the tears 
camo into lier eyes, and sho took out 
her handkerchief, partly to wipe them 
away, partly to conceal her embarrass
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Mrs. Blake looked reproachfully at 
Miles, beauty, and even in her teans she was 

called plain. Boris gowns, 
borough hats, and a certain savoir faire 
now gave her an air of distinction ; yet 

was, despite these accessories, a 
veritable Puritan spinster, who clung 
to her narrowness as tenaciously as If 
she had never been away from the vil­
lage, and honestly believed that Doctor 
Ilolmes was right when he described

her husband. 4 There, now, 
that’s always tho way with you. 
You’re angry with Henry and I don’t 
blamo you 
mightn’t speak so harshly to poor 
Eliza, ttho'i’ not in fault, and you 
know that as well as 1 do ? It's a 
shame for you, Miles. I declare it is 1 

Miles himsolf was very sorry for 
what ho had said. Going over to

Gains-

for it—but I'm sure you
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