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Gloom

Of ill health, deepondengy and despair,
gives way to the sunshine of hope,

bappiness and health, upon taking
Hood's Sarsaparilla, because it gives
renewed lite and vitality to the blood,

and through
ve stren
and energy
body. Read
“Hood’sSar
helped me

that imparts
gth, vigor
to the whole
this letter:

saparille
wonderfully,
changed sickness to health, gloom to sun-
shine, No pen can describe what I suf-
fered., I was deathly siclk, had gick head-
aches every few days and those terrible
tired, despondent feelings, wilh heart
troubles go that I could not go up and

shine

down etairs without clasping my hand
over my heart and resting. In fact, it
would almost take my breath away. I suf-
fered so I did not care to live,yet I had
much to live for. There is no pleasure in
life if deprived of health, for life becomes
a burden., Hood’s Sarsaparilla does far
more than advertised. After taking one
bottle, it is sufficient to recommend
ftself.” Mges. J. E. Strn, Beloit, lowe.

oodUs
Sarsaparilla

Is the One True Blood Purifier. Alldruggists. 81
Preparedonly by C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass,

ner

Y3 9. D3 . cure ail liver ills, bilious-
Li000'S PillS ness, Leadactie. 25 cents,

ST.MARY’S COLLEGE

MONTREAL, QUE,

Conducted by the Jesuit Fathers.

Complete Classical Course
Tauglit in English & French
University Degrees
Conferred on Graduates.
CLASSES OPEN SEPTEMBER 2rnd,
Address—
REV. H. HIUDON, 8. 1.,
a1 4 Rector,

LOYOLA COLLEGE
2084 St. Catherins Street, Montreal,
Conducted by ‘_hf’_ Jesuit Tathers,

A Classical Schoo!, for Y unger Boys,
Under Exclusively English
Direction,

OPENING SZPT. 2zd.
For Prospretus, ete , address—
REV. GREGORY Q'BRYAN, 8.7,

131 4 2081 8t Catherine st,, Montreal

¥ nl n ey i W ’
31, JEROME'S COLLEGK
BENLIN, ONT,
amplots Classieal, Phllosopivtcnl ax
rercinl Coursos,
rthand and Typewriting.
wrtlenlars apply to
THEO, SPETZ. Pres!dsn:

PTION COLLEGKE, SANUDWIU
~The studies ambrace the Classlos
vnereial conrses. Termsy, tneluadia

nry expenses, 8150 per annnm, o
fall particolavs appgy to Ruv, D, Cosgiw
i -1

ST. ANN’S CONVENT,

RIGAUD, P.Q.

COMPLETE ENSEISII COURKE.

Boardanl Talilor only 26.00 per month,
s will be resumed on Sept. 2nd.
ro-peetus and information address

506 BEY. SISTRR SUPERIORESS.
ihE TINES URSULINE ACADEMY

The Bdne
franch suit es,

Huperior ndvy d for the culti
fon of MUSNKCO, AINTING, DRAW:
IN(‘I. and the CERAMIC ,\llt‘l‘s. i

) NIRNE tor pupils preparing for
Sl h! [MA (\HR-\I: Te "'\. hers ('.'.rnnpm(.g
Matriculation, Commercial Diplomas, Sten
ogrophy and Cype-writing.

for particulars address

THE LADY SUPERIOR.
I WORTHERN,? 77

i etege

\

N
Owen Byand, Ontarin, (s the very best place in Canada to ge!
« Thorough Business Bducation. Take a round trip and visti

wl other onsiness  olesen and Qomm 1 Departments ir
Oanuda, than visit the Northern Business College ; examine
everything thorongn'y it we fuil to produce tha most thor

sugh, somp

wctical aud extensive course of study, the
bast coliere sea and the best and most complote Ané
most uit (bla fuiniture und applinces, we will give you s
Wigourss FREK. For Annual Announcement, giving fal
artioniurs. frae, addrass 0. A. FLEMING, Principal

PETERBORO

BUSINESS COLLEGE.

The attendance at the above named Institu
tion 18 now 100 per eent. in advance of last
year. This is owi g 10 the superior class of
instruction given nuder the present manage-
ment. Full particulars in new eirenlar—send
for A COpY. PRINGLE & MCCREA

120 12 Peterhb

1o

. Ont,
on cards with name for 12 07 wors names of inter-

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

1
COMPLETE ACADEMIC, COLLEGIATE AND
COMMERCIAL COURSE.

In Collegiate Department. o
re prevarcd tor University Honors
cond and Third Class Certifi-
umber of students who have
tuking these honors in past
to the thoroughness and eMe
fency of the work done in the demy.,
In the Commercial Department
D e prepared for Commereial Cer-
(ifieates awarded by the Edocation Dept,
nd Commercial Dinlomas a rded by the
mmo & Harrison Buasiness ¢ .
In the Academie Department

Special attention is paid 1o the Modern
Languages, the Fine ars, Plain and Faney
Weedleworl, Inithisdepartment puplls are
prepared for Diplomas and Certificates of

Muasie, and Proviueisl At school Teachers’
Cortificates.

Classes resumed on Monday, Sept. Tth,

For Prospeetus app!y to the
H33-4 MOTHER SUPERIOR,

MARCELLA GRACE.

By RosA MULHOLLAND,

* CHAPTER XVIIL
GOD 18 GOOD,

He bad besought her not to come
with him even to the door, and she had
obeyed him and remaived on the spot
where he had left her, and where she
had sunk on her knees, until a faiot
splash caught by her quick ear told
her they had left the island. Then,
wrapped in her dark cloak, she stole
out and watched the boat to the op-
posite shore, and strained her eyes to
see the last of the moving figures that
reached the other side.

After all that she went back into the
house and softly closed the barred door,
and swathing herself in her wraps, lay
her length on her face on Mrs. Kil-
martin's sofa. Now that action was
no longer posgible, she was between
fatigue and eorrow, like a person
drugged and unable longer to dis-
tinguish the sharp outlines of the hor-
rors that pressed around her. Ounly
one figure was distinctly present to
her among the confused images of her
brain—the figure of Byran Kilmartin
travelling along the road to Duablin,
moving ever towards a prison, towards
dishonor, perhaps towards death.
Sometimes starting out of this haunted
stupor she walked about the room as if
to keep pace with that terrible move-
ment of his which she could not stop,
now and again standing still to look at
a small likeness of him on the wall,
made long ago (when she was a little
half-vagrant child running to the nun’s
school in the Liberties), the ardent
countenance of a youth who knew no
guile, the spirited face of the lad who
had rushed, brave of soul, to drill fora
dream warfare in the silence of the
lonely glen. Or she would handle
reverently the books in which his name
was written, or gaze long at his old
cremona hanging mute against the
wall, kissing humbly the bow with
which his fingers coaxed the music out
of its heart, and out of her heart too.
The next hour was gpent on her knees
beseeching heaven for him, and be
tween the gusts of her prayer her
spirit looked back through the storm-
clouds of the present to the first be-
giuning of her connection with him, to
the moment she had looked in his face
appealing to her for service, and been
allowed to feel that in her poverty and
weakness she could be useful to his
manhood. She remembered the strange
sacred yearning with which she had
after that looked on him almost as her
child because of her service rendered to
him and the conviction she had felt
that he would again require help at
her hands.  What help could she give
him now, except to be true to him, stiil
to guard skilfully the secret she had
kept for him all these mounths, to share
the discredit which half, if not all, the
world would now heap on him, ard to
sweeten for him, as far as a woman
can by her love and fidelity, the suffer
ing and degradation which a mysteri
ous Providence appeared to have de
cread that he shonld endure ?

So the night passed, and in the dewy
air of the dawn, while the black moun
tains were turning purple, and the
gold stars white, and the still lake was
stirring in little freshets of waves
round the house she stole noiselessly
out of the house, aud bathed her face
in the cool water, and soothed her dis-
ordered locks, and sat on the rocks hop
ing that the morning breeze would re
move some of the traces of the night'’s
agony, so that the mere sight of her
might not scare the poor wmother who
had yet to learn from her lips in what
direful ways the feet of a beloved son
were set.  With the rising of the sun
an accession of courage came to her.
An emergency was at hand, and she
had got to meet it. She would try to
behave like a creature with faith and
purpose, faith in God and in him, pur-
pose, to rescue him from the darkness
that had momentarily covered him.
As s0on as the servants were stirring
in the house she returned there and re
plied calmly to the surprised looks and
words of the old house-keeper.

_*Trouble has come on Mr. Bryan,
Bridget, and I am here to tell his
mother about it. He is gone to Dublin
to deal with his enemies. You will
know more of it by-and-by. Now take
the mistress her breakfast, and hint
nothing to her till she has had it
Afterwards I will go to her.”

With frightened looks the woman
did her bidding, and an hour later she
nerved herself for a difficult task which
must be done before news should come
flying at random from some outer
'!Hﬂl‘[ﬂl‘,

Mrs. Kilmartin was dressed and rest-
ing in her easy chair at the cpen win-
dow before making the effort of mov-
ing into the drawing room, when her
door opened and Marcella appeared.

‘' My dear, what a delightfully early
visit. Dut how tired and agitated you
look. You are wearing yourself out
with those lucky tenants of yours."

Marcella took her hand and kissed it,
an homage she was fond of paying
to Bryan's mother, and then dropped
on boer knees beside her, still holding
the invalid's frail haud.

“* Mother,”" she said, softly, *‘ will
you have me ! Bryan has asked me to
be his wife."”

“Will I bave you? My very dear
one! Havel not been lovging and
praying for this? Thauk heaven for
giving my boy the desires of his
heart !" and Mrs. Kilmartin folded the
girl close to her.

Marcella stifled a hysterical ery, and
hiding her face on the mother's noeck,
tried to poise the sword with which she
was to pierce the tender breast on
which she leaned. But she could not
do it.

‘** Mother,"” she began, again com-

manding her voice with a strong
effort, **I will ba very good to him,
and if ever he is in trouble I will cling
to him the mere ; and people do get
into trouble in this world, mother ;
sometimes the best and noblest get the
worst of it.”

The suspicion of a sob cavght her
breath, and with quick alarm Mrs, Kil
martin changed her position and looked
her in the face.

““You and I have got to be good to
him, and brave for him, mother, for he
isin tronble—our Bryan isin trouble.”

Mrs, Kilmartin relaxed her hold of
the girl, and leaned back in her chair,
pallid and panting.

“ Bryan in trouble! What is it?
Good God ! bave they shot him? My
boy, my only son !

The sight of her fear and agony
strengthened Marcella, who stood up,
and, in a firm voice, said :

‘¢ Not so bad as that, mother. He is
alive and well. But there is some
horrid mistake, or some spite of an
enemy at work. Somebody has im
plicated him in the shooting of Mr.
Ffont last winter. Of course it is non-
sense, and everybody will see that it is
g8o. [ was very wrong to tell you in
such a deleful manuer. Ihave fright
ened you to death. Come, dear little
mother, if you and I are not brave
what will people say ? We will laugh
at the whole thing. We will show
thema what fools they have made of
themselves—"

To all of which Mrs. Kilmartin
listened with fixed dreadful eyes, and
ouly answered :

‘“ Where is he 2"

* I do not exactly know where he is
this moment. He went away quite
cheerfully last night. Come, mother,
look up. Do not look like that or you
will kill me—me, who am going to be
his wife when he comes back.”

** He was arrested ?”’

““But by his own will and consent.
He was warned and he would not go.
He would rather prove his innocence
bsfore the world.

Mrs. Kilmartin did not stir.

“*Think what a hero he will be
when he comes back, mother. Every
body will do honor to & man who has
passed through such a trouble unhurt.
He life will be inquired into, his
virtues will be known, his good deeds
done in secret will come to light. 1
declare when I think of it—I could be
glad that this thing has happened—
that the world may know what a man
is Bryan Kilmartin "—

Then suddenly breaking down :

¢“Oh, Bryan, oh, my love, my love !"”
sne wailed, and sivking on her knees
again, with her face in Mrs. Kil-
martid's lap, lot loose the floods of her
weeping ; and the two women wept
and clung together till both were ex
hausted.

The poor little mother had at last to
be carried back to her bed and left in
the darken:d room unable to speak
more, only lifiing her tircd eyes now
and then to the crucifix Marcella had
held to ber lips, and then hung on the
wall where she could see it. And after
that Marcella had to go threugh her
day, without possibility of news, or
opportunity for action of any kind, or
the chance of any event happeuniug to
break the terrible monotouy of the
long, eruel, smiling, summer hours,

She had at least leisure to write to

3ryan, comforiing him &s to his
mother, and saying all that her love
and compassion could find words to ex-
press, but when the letter was written
she remembered that she did not know
to what prison he had been taken, and
must wait for tidings.

Towards evening the boat was seen
crossing the lake, and hurrying down
to the rocks, she met Father Daly.

““God is good, my child!” was the
priest’s greeting, and in his eyes she
saw that he knew all. ‘‘We know
that God 18 good.”

Marcella's strength was spent, she
tried to speak, but said nothing.

‘‘And strong,” went on Father Daly.
‘‘He is good and strong, stronger
than prisons and falsehoods. Now,
my child, you will say ‘yes'whether
you feel it or not."”

“ Yes,"” said the girl faintly.

‘““And I won't allow those black
stains round your eyes. Eheu! child,
it would frighten the very crows to
look at you. We have all a piece of
work before us, and if you refuse
your share who's going to step into
your shoes ? Not another soul in the
world could fill your place beside
Bryan Kilmartin."”

* No one shall get the chance,” said
Marcella, firmly.

‘* That's the girl I believed you to
be. Andhow is the poor little mother
taking it? I will go and have a talk
with her first, and then you and I will
lay our heads together over this matter.
It will be found that Bryan was not
altogether unprepared for this crisis,
and you will see that things will go
well.”

And then Marcella walked the paths
outside while the priest went in and
helped the mother to wrestle with her
anguish, while the slow-coming night
wore on, and as the moonlight began
to shine, the girl lived over again the
scene of last night, now extracting
the sweetness from the agony and

hiving it in her heart ot hearts, now |
2 )

losing all sense of it in her overwhelm-
ing ribulation.

In spite of his brave, assured words,
and of her own determination to hope,
she felt a lurking fear that he himself
had believed a plausible case had been
made up against him.

Aund as the stars quickened and
throbbed above her head, each like a
fiery point of pain, she thought of how
at this moment the news of the arrest
of Bryan Kilmartin was flying from
mouth to mouth in Dublin streets, and
of how the newspaper venders were
yelling the tidings through the
thoroughfares, and up and down the

lanes, and past the old house in
Weaver's square where she had har-
bored him on that most blessed yet
most terrible night which had first
brought her life into contact with his,
and at the same time hed projected
this horrible shadow of misfortune
upon hisfuture.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE MISSING LINK,

Bryan Kilmartin was lodged in
Kilmainham prison, and
talked of his guilt, which was accepted
as a foregoue conclusion, and rejoiced
over a§ the missing link, discovered at
last, between the Nationalists, with
whom this man had openly ranked
bimself in politics, and the Fenians to
whose counsels he had all the while
secretly belonged.

His arrest caused a profound sensa-
tion in Dablin, In the best circles
gcarce a voice was lifted in his favor.
It was taken for graunted that a man
of good family and education, who had
go far forgotten the traditions of his
class and his duty to his Queen as to
become a Fenian, was quite capable
of living in wait for hig fellow-man and
fellow-landlord at a street corner, and
doing him to death uuder cover of
darkness. To suggest that a man
ought toke held innocent till proved
guilty was to be looked on as a secret
advocate of murder, or, at least, as one
in * sympathy with crime.,”

For rumor already said that it would
be proved in the forthcoming trial
that Kilmartin had been a Fenian for
years. According to a Central News
telegram he was an agent for the
American dynamite party, and in the
caves and cellars of the isle of In-
isheen, where he had of late surlily
withdrawn himself from the socciety of
his neighbors in the county, stores of
arms and ammunition had been dis-
covered, with material for the manu-
facture of explosives sufheient to re-
duce London to a heap of dust.

Many people who had long looked
upon him as an enthusiast, but knew
him to be quite incapable of crime,
were so bewildered at finding them-
selves objects of disgust and suspicion
for holding favorable opinions of him,
that they withdrew from his defence,
and went blindly with the stream.

Some good, easy, honestly-selfish
folk, who had always tried to believe
that God had created them solely to
take care of themselves, and who had
occasionally felt Kilmartin's theories
and practice with regard to the lower
classes a thorn of reproach in their
sleek sides, looked on this misfortune
that had befallen him as a judgment
upen his folly in meddling with
misery that need not have concerned
him, and silently wished him well out
of the scrape, while they reflected com-
fortably that the necks of wiser men
like themselves could never be placed
in such imminent danger.

It was said that startling revela-
tions, such as surpassed the inventions
of romance, might be expected on the
trial, but the detectives kept their
secrets, and society languished on the

< suspense. The whispers
averred that a woman had been mixed
up in the plot ; some said a girl of low
degree, others said a lady ; while one
vérsion of the tale set forth how a
beautiful needlewoman and a wealthy
lady of title, both sworn Fenians, and
both interested in Kilmartin, had been
aiders and abettors of the murder, and
were now in danger of being hanged.

Not a few good women thought of
his mother, and, hugging their own
boy-babies, pitied her for bringing
such a monster into the world ; while
others, of a harder nature, were sure
the mother of such a wretch must be
worse than himself. Those who had
known Mrs. Kilmartin in younger
days were fain to remember, even
when they spoke gently of her, how
warm she had always been on the
National side of politics, and held her
in some degree accountable for the
evil doing of her son,

The fact that there was a mother in
the question was mentioned in all the
papers, and the ‘‘Press Association "
discovered that the said mother was
gix feet high, with a masculine voice,
and had been implicated, while Bryan
was still a child, in International out-
rages abroad, when she had escaped
from pursuit disguised as a man.

.As yet Marcella's connection with
the case had not been unearthed, or,
at least, if anything of it was known,
the public had not been taken into the
confidence of those whose business
it is to make such discoveries.
Every morning she scanned the
papers with burning eyes, dreading to
see mention of her own name, or of the
house in Weaver's square, but nothing
of the kind appeared, and she allowed
herself to hope that no clue existed to
that occurrence of the eventful night
in January in which she had played so
active a part.

The allusions to a woman,to a needle-
woman, or lady of title, or both, as
having been mixed up in the trans-

her, but as the rumor was vague in the
extreme, and seemed to die away in-
stead of gaining more deflinite form,
she hoped that the only foundation for
it lay in the bare fact that the police
had searched the house in Weaver's
square, Her father's death, account-
jing for her own disappearance from
the scene, and her subsequent sudden
and complete change of estate had, she
| believed, cut off all probability of
| further inquiry into the particulars of
that mid night search,

Still, every hour of the day and
night she was conscious of the reality
of that scene in the old house. Even
in her troubled sleep she could not lose
sight of the dimly-visible closet door,
could not forget her amnxious vigil
while listening for the great bell of
“ Patrick's " tolling the hour which

the world |

{ was to enable her to set her prisoner

free in safety. It was all so present to
her mind that she fancied people would
read the story in her eyes or hear the
terror of it in her voice, and in those
first days of Bryan’s imprisonment she
was divided between her desire to be
in Dublin, close to Kilmainham, and
her dread that the reappearance of her
face in the streets of the city might in
some way bring to mind and to light
the daring and secret action of the
Liberties' girl who had hidden the
present prisonor from the officers of
justice, iu the hour of, and not far
from the scene of the murder for which
he was now to be tried.

For the first week or so Mrs, Kil-
martin's illuess was a positive reason
for remaining quietly at Inisheen, but
a8 soon as the poor little mother had
recovered from the effects of the firse
shock she began to make piteous en
treaties to be taken to Dublin, where
she might be within easy reach of her
8on.

Then she consulted with Father
Daly as to what was the best thing to
be done. Neither to him nor to the
mother, more than to any other living
soul had Marcella whispered the reason
why she dreaded to be seen in Dublin.
They had as little cause to think that
she had ever beheld Bryan Kilmartin
in her life before she had met him
under Mrs. O'Kelly's chaperonage at
the Patrick's ball as had the world at
large, and it seemed to her almost as
desirable to keep all information to the
contrary from their knowledge now as
to hide it from the chief of the police.
And so it happened that both Mrs. Kil-
martin and Father Daly looked on in
wonder and doubt at her evident dis
tress and hesitation when the proposal
to remove to Dublin, in company with,
and in charge of, Bryan’s mother was
confidently laid before her.

TO BE CONTINUED,
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“EMANIA THE GOLDEN.

After Tara the Most Historic Spot on
Irish Soll.

Two miles west of the city of Armagh
lies an earthen fort known as the
““Navan Ring.” This is all that re-
mains of the renowned palace of the
pagan kings of Ulster, the real name
of which was Emain Macha, which has
been Latinized Emania, and corrupted
into Navan, writes T. O'R. in the
Dublin Freeman's Journal.

After Tara, Emania is the most his-
torie spot of Irish soil. No other place
in all [reland, Tara only excepted, is
s0 often mentioned in the historic and
romantic tales that have been pre-
served in such abundance in ancient
Gaelic. Ewaniais the great centre of
that wondrous cycle of legend, history
and soug known as the Cuchullainn
style of Celtic literature. Every tale
acd legend in it refers more or less
to Emaunia, It is curious that while
hardly any of the treasures of ancient
Irish manuscript literature we pos-
gess were compiled in Ulster, there is
hardly a page of them, no matter in
what province they were originally
composed, that does not mention this
now almost obliterated stronghold of
the Ulster kings. ‘‘The Book of
Leinster " was compiled in Kildare or
in Glendaloch ; and for neaily a thou-
sand years, or from the imposition of
the ** Leinster Tribute ” in the second
century, down to the time of Brian
Boroihme, Leinster and Ulster were
inveterate enemies, vet ‘*The Book
of Leinster " teems with mention of
Emania. Even in great manuscript
books compiled in Connaught and
Munster the name of Emania occurs
next in frequency to that of Tara.

So far as can be gathered from the
most authentic sources, the palace of
Emaiu Machia, or Emania, was erected
by the over King, Cimboath, about
five hundred years before the Incarna-
tion. It continued to be the seat of the
Ulster kings down to A. D. 331, when
it was destroyed by the three Collas,
chieftains of the race of the over kings
of Ireland from & hostile province that
made war on Ulster., The destruction
of Emania is recorded by the ‘‘ Four
Masters,” under the year 331, when
Fergus, King of Ulster, was defeated
and slain by the three Collas. Emania
was burned and the ancient dynasty
that had so long ruled the province of
Ulster was destroyed. Emania may
be said to have been a desolation since
then ; for though we are told that one
of the O'Neills built a house within the
ruins of the fort in 1387, no vestige of
it now remains, and it is not probable
that it was long in existence.

None of the ancient palaces or great
duns of aucient Ireland shows such
utter desolation, or bears evidence of
having been so unprotected, as does
Emania. The great fosse by which ic
was once surrounded is entirely oblit-
erated save on the west side, where it
is nearly 20 feet in depth. Much as

action of the plot to murder, startled |

Tara has been obliterated, its monu-
ments are more easily traced than are
those of Kmania. The county Meath
seems to have been a grazing country
almost from time immemorial. This
gaved Tara from being entirely up-
rooted, but the country round this
ancient seat of the Ulster kings is
essentially agricultural ; it is mostly in
the possession of small farmers owning
from ten to twenty acres; conse-
quently they have levelled most of the
great circular embankments that form-
erly enclosed an area of nearly a dozen
acres, and have filled up most of the
deep fosse which, if we can judge by
the small part of it that still remains,
must have been, when Emania was in
its glory, between 20 and 30 feet deep.
So potatoes are growing and corn is
waving over a large extent of the in-
side of the fortress, where vast wooden
buildings once stood, and where mirth
and revelry and clash of arms once re-
sounded.

]

M. Dorbois de Jubainville, the
eminent French archwologist and Ce)
tic scholar, made an exhaustive exam-
ination of Emauia fome years ago
He found that the area within the
original enciosure was 4 1.2 hecta;
or between eleven and twelve 1)
acres in extent, and that the @
enclosed was nearly cireular, Like
Tara, the buildings in Emania must
have been almost entirely of wood
Some of them may, like many of the
wooden houses in America, have heoy
built on stone fouudations, and there
are some traces of stone work still to be
seen. There is a imagnificent passage
in the Felixe of (lugus the Culdee,
written about A. D. 800, in which the
greatness and glory of the Christian
cities of Ireland are contrasted with
the state of utter desolation into which
the strongholds of the Pagan kings
had fallen. Speaking of i“mania he
BaYS.

* Emain’s burgh hath vanished
Save that its stones remaln ¢
The Rome of the western world
I8 multitudinous Glendaloch.”

There is no doubt that the ruins of
Emania were in a much better state of
preservation when (ugus wrote, near-
ly 1100 years ago, than they are in at
present, and it is certain that many of
its stones have been carried away to
build walls and houses, But it is also
quite certain that neither in Ireland,
Great Britain or in any northern coun-
try were stone buildings general in
ancient times ; aud we may be
that when Emania was at the height
of its splendor its best and largest
buildings were of wood.

The area of eleven or twelve acres
that was once surrounded by a deep
fosse and high embankment, and with-
in which all the buildings of Emania
were erected, is not quite circular nor
is its surfaco level. Considerable in
equality of surface evidently existed
in it before it was chosen for the site
of palace or dun. The highest part
within the enclosure is a goed deal re
moved from its centre, and it was evi-
dently on it that the citadel stood.
There was a dun within a dun, as
there generally was within all ancient
Irish fortresses of any great extent.
The citadel having been on the high-
est ground within the enclosure, com-
manded a view of the surrounding
country for a considerable distance.
Emauia, when at its best, with its vast
surrounding fosse and high earthen
rampart, capped with a strong fence
of wood, might, if properly provisioned
and manned, defy almost any army
that could be brought against it in an-
cient times when firearms were un-
known.

S ———

THE COUNTRY PRIEST.

It does not occur to numbers of people
that live in cities where books are so
prevalent asto be partof every-day
life, that there are men women and
children in the country who are long-
ing for good bocks. Alluding to some
recent words written on this subject in
these columuns, our friend, Mr. Maurice
Francis Egan, writes :

‘“Here, in the far west, in these
farming regions where people will
drive miles to hear a lecture by a Cath-
olic, there is an awful dearth of good
books. Many of the pries's are worse
off than their congregations because
they kuow ot books they ought to have,
while their flocks do not know much
about bocks. There may be an occa-
sional notice of a book in a Catholic
paper or the local journal may have a
review ; and the books bought, in good
faith, from agents—for want of in-
formation—make the judicious grieve.

‘* Eastern Catholics have no concep-
tion of the privations and poverty of
some of these western priests. A priest
ought to be able to live like a gentle-
man-—not perhaps like Horace's ideal
gentleman on a Sabine farm, with the
piece of ancestral silver and other littla
luxuries—but, at the least, he ought to
be able to wear a decent coat and have
books. But, as a rule, he can not have
the books, even if he has to do without
tha decent coat. It is heart-breaking
to ses some of these lonely men, with
half-a dozen poverty-stricken missions
on their hands, hoping that some good
fortune may send them the books they
long for.

‘A lending libr&ry, from which
should go boxes of books, has been sug-
gested ; but the box of books might
come just at those busy seasons in a
country priest's life when he has no
time to read."”

We beg Mr. Egan’s pardon for giv-
ing that extract from his letter, but
our hearts, like his, go out to the coun-
try priests all over the United States.
They are, whether they can afford it or
not, the best friends of Catholic litera-
ture. Can any of our readers suggest
a plan by which such work as Het-
tinger's ‘‘ Apology,” Herr Pastor's
‘* History of the Popes,’”’ and Janssen's
‘* History ” may be placed within the
reach of the poor priest who must keep
up a house and try ‘*to livelike a gen-
tleman " on almost the forty pounds
which Goldsmith allowed his humble
pastor,

We should like to hear from some of
the priests. If one of the rich parishes
could be induced to take one of their
poor brethren in the wilderness under
its protection, what might not come ?
—Catholic Citizen,

Sure to Win,

The people recognize and appreciate real
merit.  That is why Hood's Sarsaparilla has
the 'l'ru'uus& sales in the world, Merit m
medicine means the power to cure. Hood's
Sarsaparilla cures—absolutely, psrmanently
cures, It is the One True Blood Purifisr,
Its superior merit is an established fact, and
merit wins,

Hood's Pills are easy to take, easy to
operate. Cure indigesticn, headache.

Taken in time Hood's Sarsaparilla pre-
vents serioud illness by keeping the bload

pure and all the organs in a healthy cous
. dition,
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