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itndts. A sfociatiois, woven iii lIong years rotund

his lieurt, were to be ton fron him in tige. lc
was toe drivent froim Itis owi door wio niever

sent outest fromi it ihalippy.
P shattw I thte thtouîglit was dsisrissed as on is

fo'rined. ODwyer Gaiv witoliut Kilhlait!--
Uilsietln without O'Dwyer Gary i N ever!

Il as a yoitli who rtnond tissttginely.
Wlv not? lie task set Iimît ly lis father waiîs

the tirst inspiration of manhtod-tht ngie
dreai, di-eait onct tnd never again,' whtere

djoubt' enters n)ot-thait spllendjid Njiilism wiche

dimoiestii ail obstacle. Those few short

hours liad shaiped the purpose of his life; lite

years wvere tiiredItiy Ielted wit h itiy itiry road tl

Sutc-ess.

iJen thousand pound, tnd ten years to will
litent !le wvottld scarcel*y lave tholiglt thte
conquest of Herculesa ifulitit iatter in lthe

time, if it set aîll things Io rigitîs in Kilsheelait.
li ineditattions like this, tle hours went by

till lthe light in the ietstern slky and the crowing
of lthe cocks in the villtgpe announclemornig.

li returned to lis roomî and biafthed his Iend
and nîeck plentifutlly -with cold wtrller, and, il
iving tien six o'cloci, prepaired for n i-nilt in the

fresi imoriting air to rid lilnsel f of lIte tnighit s
weai-less.

"The priniroses 1 piromîised Cresv lie sud-
dienly reimiembered, as he croserd the Park.
Oiglit 1 , aft er wltat lins passed ?"

He liptatsel for a moment lesitatingly.
Pll'ooli ! Cressy is a child," lie said. " and too

good a one to be quarrelled wVith. loor little
Cress, l'il miss lih ever se itueh ! Yes, site
sill iave the primîroses

So lie set off tirouigi the dewvy fieIds for the
Wood, tnd plucked there a rici boquet ofi golden

lîOssoIs, whict lie left ai Asleifield Ilose for
Miss Cretsy, ihile Mis, Cressy herself was stil
buiricd iii sleep-land. Iletui-tiing lo the asile,

lie tooIk I short ctt tilirouglh Wi Ilyin's lit-
tle btoldintg, and wtas not a lile surprised le
fitd lier Iopeful Sont Tde working iway liie
il trooper in tIthe pIloIgld fiekl
" Why, Tade, I never suspected yot before of
ildutiry ?"' saidl Ithe yoi h lautghingly.

"' niver didi offend ici thint way, lasther
Gerald,' said Tade wiping i is brows IIut l'Im
i iewir tiln silice last nigit--oh ! b the pow-ers

c' Moli Kelly I aitm I'

W hy, what's tt, Tîtdie ? You Iiiveit been
tîîaking il all right witht FatlierîJolhn, Itave youVT

"1 Iaven't nsther Gerald, but I won't be so."
lie cried witlh t cliuckle. Didit 't you lienr ithe
new-s?"

"None sice I saw you kitIsintg Kitty in the
corner last night, you rogue.'

"Keep yer nind to yerself, Masther Gerald-
'lis a mighty sacret entirelv, an' shure divil a
wan oughit to lnow it afore yerself, me darlin'
chtild. Wlat wul Vou say if Kitty an' I wor
on Father Joh'în's list tihis Sh-ove ?"

I 'd say thait I dance nt your wetdding, Tade,
and wish you all sorts of good Iluek."

"Well, 'tis as iltrue as Gospel, sir. We set-
tid it last iigit t lithe dance, an' ouil( Mat is

qunite ctnvanient• to the mtch ; so, plaze God,
this :Sirove we'll be axint' Yoi down to the ived-
dite', lNastler erld."

"A nd so vol're ttri ing god Ioy and mind-
ing tlie farn at last, Tade ! Yoit're Ieginniring
wvell ait ai vrte.

"Oi bigr, lave tliai to mlie, 11-asllier Gerald.
I'd woi-k the shin-hones down off o' ie for tie

saine Kitty. Mv Iandîl Io vou, tiav the little spot
e' land catn grow goold guinets, Vn the bye
titit'll kntock 'em out av il."

And, as if te show low true his hoast was, lie

lrove the spade with sutich force thit it shtivered
in thte grountidi. Wlen Gerald left him, lie wra'

estill delvinîg awvy as if thl guinieas were follow-
iing every spadestroke.

Yet, wlien Geraid lid fimished a lasty I reak-

fast, and bid n cheierful gooI-byve to the servants,
he found(l the ubiquitous Tade Ryan ils active

aibout the post-chaise ind the Iliggage ns lie was

a while ago about the guiieras, mnd hlis lonest

face wVas eue of lthe last Gerald stw, as iinid the

celers and blessings of the villagers, the old

chaise ramîîbled awiiy froin Kilshtelanit.

-satiteet. (VTo be conttited.)
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Whait*s thle uise of alwayNs fro ttinge
t tthe trials e Shan andi

Ever strewni iloni; our pathway?
Travel on, and Iever mtdi.

Travel onwanrd, wvorkinig. hloping,
Caist it linigering look ,beitindt

A. the trials once encioitered;
Look haand ind never mîind,

Andi If thoseC who miiglthtf erend Yole
wbomr thie tics (.f natulre id
Shnuld refuse te do their dity,
Look to leaven and neer inidtîci.

ri teily words are often spo.ken
When the feelings tre lilnkid

iTake them for thtetr retat vtiis,
Paîs tiein lit aitit never ,suit.

Fate iay threaten, clodtis lay lowerî,
net, ties tay be combinedl

If your truist lin God ts steaidfat
lle will hlpl Youe never indli.


