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CHAPTER L—CONTINUE
[ wished not to speak of Ropert to his

i the subject. The |

ated.

sister, and avol
question, therefore, was simply re
Luey inquired if it wero not g weible to
Jand our passengers without bringing
up, and aring the truth on the sub-
jeot, she T¢
Jand. Room was taken aceordingiy
the sloop, as soon as high enou
rounded-to, and the boat lowered.

wewed her entreaties not to

portmenteau of Post was placed In it,
and the Drewetts were told that every-
thing was ready to put them ashore.

“ Surely we are not part thu
exclaimed the old lady. * You intend
to land, Luey, if not to accompany us to
Ballston ? The waters might prove of
service to Miss Wallingford.”

“ Doctor Post thinks not, but advises
us to return tranquilly down the river.
We may yet go as far a8 Sandy Hook, or
even into the Sound, Itall depe nds on,
dear Grace's strength and inelinations,”

Protestations of regret and disaj point~ |
ment followed, far eve rybody appeared |
to think much of Lucy, and very littie |
of my poor sister. Some attempts were |
even made at persuasion ; but the quiet ‘
firmness of Lucy soon convinced her |
friends that she was not to be diverted |
from her purpose. Mr. Hardinge too, |

and behind it, again, & small uruhnrd,“
containing about & hundred trees, on
which the fruit begsn to show itself in
abundance, lay against the sort of am-
phitheatre that almost enclosed this

| little nook against the intrusion and

sight of the rest of the world, There |
were also half s dozen huge cherry-
trees, from which the fruit had pot yet
altogether disappeared, near the house,
to which they served the double pur-
pose of orngment and shade, The out-
houses seemed to be as old as the

dwelling, snd were in quite as good

order.
As we drew near the shore, I direct-

ed Neb to coase sculling, and sat gazir

at this picture of retirement, and, appar-
ently, of eontent, while the boat drew
beach, under the
eived.

toward the grave
mpetus already re
“This is a hermitage 1 think I could
stand, Mi said Marble, whose look
had not been off the spot since the mo-
ment we left the sloop’s side. “This is
what I should call & human hermitage,
and none of your outjand out solitudes.
Room for pigs and poultry ; a nice
gravelly beach for your boat ; good fish- |
ing in the offing, I'll answer for it;
snug shoulder-of-mutton sort of a house

trees as big as a two-decker's ] r
masts ; and company within hail, should |
a fellow happen to take it into his head |
that he was getting melamcholy. This
is jast the spot I would like to fetch-up |
in, when it became time to go into deck. 1

The old woman gazed at Marble like ‘

one who scarce knew what to make of |
such an animal ; and yet her look was
mild an indulgent. |

“1 account for the boatmen's prefer-
ring other places to this,” she said, “by
the circumstance that there is no tavern
here ; while there is one two miles
abuve, and another two miles below us.”

“Your remark that there is no tavern
here, reminds me of the necessity ol
apologizing for coming so bodly to your
door,” I answered ; “but we sailors mean
no impertinence though we are so often
guilty of it in landing

“You are heartily welcome. 1 am
glad to see them that understood how to
treat an old woman kindly, and know how
to pity and pardon them that do not.
At any time of llife we get to learn the
value of fair words and good treatment,
for it’s only a short time it will be iu
our power to show either to our fellow-
creatures.”

“Your favorable disposition to your
fellows comes from living all your days
in & spot as sweet as this."”

“l would much rather think it comes
from God. He slone is the sour of
all that is good within us.”

“Yet & spot like this must have its in-
fluence on a character. 1 dare say you
have lived long 1n this very nDouse,
which, old as you profess to be,
seems to be much older than your
self. It has probably Yeeun your abode
ever since your marrisge ?"’

“And long before, sir. I was born ia

craving, covetous creatures Ijnever be-
fore laid eyes on ! I hope I may trust
you 2"

“Depend on us, mother,” eried Marble
giving the old woman a cordial squeeze
of the hand, “My heart is in this
business, for my mind was hall made up,
ut first sight, to own this spot myself-
by houeet purchase, you'll undergtand
me, and not by any of your land-shark
tricks—and, such being the case, you
can eusily think I'm not inclined to let
this Mr, Tasse! have it."”

“It would be almost as sorrowful a
thing to sell this place,” the good womun
answered, her countenance confirming
all she said in words, “as to have iv torn
from me by knaves. 1 have told you
that even my father was born in this
very house. I was his only child; and
when God called him away, which He

did about twelve years after my mar- |

riage, the little farm came to me, ¢
course. Mine it would have been at
this moment, without let or hindrance
of any sort, but for a fault committed in

early youth, AMN! my friends, it is hope- |

| less to do evil, and expect to escape the

| consequence

had a word to say in confirmation of his .‘ What a place l.n smoke a cigar in is | .0 house, as was my father before me.
daughter's decision ; and the travellers | that bench up yonder, under the cherry You are right in ssying that I have
reluctantly prepared to enter the boat. | tree; and grog must have s double | dwelt in it ever sinee my marriage, for 1
After he had assisted his mother over, | flavor ""y]”llﬂbld" of that spring of fresh | dwelt in it long before.”

the sloop's side, Andrew Drewett turned | water ! “This is not very encoursging for my
to me, and in fair, gentleman-like, manly | “You could become the owner of | jyiend here, who took such a fancy to
langusage expressed his sense of the ser- ; this very place, Moses. and then we | your oottage, as we came ashore, as tol
vice 1 had rendered him. After this|should be neighbors, and might visit | wish to own it ; but I scarce think };.-‘

acknowledgment, the first he had made, | each other by water. It cannot be | will venture to purchase, now he knows
1 could do no less than shake his hand ; | much more than #Hity miles from this | how dear it must be to you.” |
and we parted in the manner of those | spot to Clawbonny.” |  “And has your friend no home—no
who have conferred and received a | “I dare say, now, that they would | place in which to put bis family ?”

favor. | think of asking, for a place like this, as “Neither home nor family, my good |
I could perceive that Lucy ‘s color | . #

|

- muoch money as would buy s good, | mother,” answered Marble for himself ;
heightened, and that she looked exceed- |

wholesome ship

2 regular A Number |

and so much the greater reascn, you |

ing gratified, wnile this little scene was | 3 » | will think, why i ought to
in the course ol DeInE woled, Luovugh “No such thing £1.000 or pegin to think of geold th ‘
was unable to comprehend the precise 200 wouald purchase house, and all | as soon as possible. I never had
$OSHOG NaAS wae "'”'_'"“"I““" in her |0, land we can see — some twelvejor | father or mother, to my knowledge ;
hovest and trutkful heart. ",d that in- | ieen acres, at the most. You bave | uor house, nor home of any sort, but

creased color proceed from pleasure at | —oo = 0" 9000 salted aw 1 | ship. T forgot; I was a hermit once,

the handsome manner iin whick Drewett |
acquitted himself of one of the most em- |
barassing of al! our duties—the sdmis-
sion of a deep obligation? or was it in any |
manner connected with her iuterest in

me ! I could not ask, and of course did |
not learn. This scene, however, termin- |
ated our intercourse with the Drewetts, |
for the moment, the boat pulling away |
immediately after. |

2 |
CHAPTER II 1
“Misplaced in life, |

T know not what I econld have been, but |

| wages,

know, Moses, between prize money,
dventures, and other matters.”

“] could hold my bead up unde
of asartainty. I wish the place was a
little nearer Clawbouny, say eight or
ten miles off ; and then 1 do think I
should talk to the people about a
trade.”

“It's quite unuecessary, after all. T|

have quite as snug s cove, near the
creek bluff at Ciawbonny, and will
build a house for you there, you shall
not tell from a ship’s cabin, that would
be more to your faney.”

Wlyn nght of that, too, Miles, and

b

| and set myself up i
whole island to mysel
2,000, | UP all to natur’, and got out of that

that trade, with a

serape as fast as I could. The business

didn’t suit me.””

but I soon gave |

The old woman looked at Marble in- |

| tently. [ could see by her countenance
| that the off-hand, sin

ere, earnest man-
ner of the mate had taken some unusual
hold of her feelings.

“Hermit !” the good woman repeated
with euriosity ; *I have often heard and

[ read of such people ; but you are not at
| all like them I fancied to be hermit

“Another proof I undertook a business

| mothe:,” he said, in a s

“The eyil you have done, my good
mother,” r turned Marble, endeavoring
to console the poor creature, down
whose cheeks the tears uow lairly began
to run, “the evil you have done, my
good mother, can be no great matter.
If it was & question about a rough tar
like myself, or even of Miles there,
who's a sort of sea-saint, something
might be made of it, I make no doubt;
but your aceount must be pretty much
all eredit, and no debtor.”

“ That is a state that befalls none of
earth, my young friend”—Marble was
young compared to his ecompanion,
though & plump fifty. * My sin was no
less than to break one of
mandmenta,”

I could see thal my mate was a good
deal confounded at this ingenuous admis-
gion; for in his eyes, breaking the com-
mandments was either killing, stealing.
or blaspheming. The other sins of the
decalogue he had come by habit
regard as peccadilloes,

-oatt .1 tatalka

rt of consoling

tone. * You may have fallen into some
oversights, or mistakes; but this break
ing of the commandments is rather
serious sort of work.”

“Yet I broke the fifth ; I forgot to
honor my father and mother. Ne
theless, the Lord has been gracious
for my days have already reached three
score-and ten. Butthis is his goodness,
not any merit of my own |7

“1s it not a proof that the error has

| been forgiven ?"" I ventured to remark
“1f penitence can purchase peace, |

feel o
lief.”
“ Opne never knows! I think this

ain you have earned that re-

| calamity of the mortgage, and the danger

feel A let it | at one time fancied it would be a pretty- | foF which I was not fit. 1 suppose a |
I am no: .yvh:\. I should be - et it | jsh sort of an idee ; but it won't stand | a0 before he sets up hvr‘ a hermit
end. | logarithms, at all. You may build a |9ught to know something of his ances-

as [ to find the quiet
racter of my vessel re-

Glad enough s
and domestic che
stored. Lucy had vanished as soon
it was proper, bug, agreeably to her re-
quest, I got the sloop’s head down
stream and began our retura |
without even thi L
on the then uni

Marble was
submit without inquiry

ments of the ves he

any objections, and
her boat in tow, was 8001 X dow
with the tide t
wind, on her homeward course.
change kept all on deck so busy, t

was some little ime ere 1 1 L

her Ira

possible. I vy hoped she migl fall
asleep, for, hike a1 fant, her exhaustec

physical powers ugt eliel in this Te

source, alme as often as the state «
her mind would permit. Her existence,
although I did not then know it, w

like that of a {lame which i
air, and ‘which is endangered by the

slightest increase of the current tc
which the lam

We succeed

Overslangh without touching, and had

got down among th land el Coeji
man's (Queeman’s as pronounced 'k
is a Duteh, not an Indian e, and
longs to a respectable New York fan
ily), when we were met Dy the new

wind dyir way to a calm,

| natar’. You mq

room that shall have its cabin look, but

you ean’t build one that'l

have a cabin
get carlius, aud tran-
and lockers, and bulkheads all

but where are you to g

soms,
rig your
motion ? What's a cabin without ¢

| Id soon be like the sea i

the n atitudes,

vone & liked in & spot lik

tely turning your bloody

| tors, as one loc

8 to the pedigree of a
horse in order to fin
fit for a racer. Now, as I 1|
w nothing of mine, it is no wonder |
fell into a mistake, It's an awkward
1d lady, for a man to I

out whether he is

Orr

I run of dying withcut a roof to cover
wy head, may be ail traced up Lo that one

act of disobedience, 1 have been a

mother myself—may say [ am a mother

1 t look like 'Squire Van

I'assel’'s mwen, for they seem to me to

n¢ for my gra
ne as was her bl

ddaughter is as dear to
ed mother--and it is

en we loola down, rather than when |

we look up, as it might be, that we get

to understsnd the true virtue of this
idment.”
vore impertinen 18
stigates question, my 1d frier
i led, ¢ I no o
k you in the 10w, wt
ug ¥ o let me kn \ |
hem in your owr t
ell the 1 confiden N |
) a the power to ass
an ¢ wod the tle |
ot .
\g 1 an looked a n
r er spect s g

won i
\
n as
happened ishmen
my gre
therelore N an ola woman,
1wr whole e ; for mine is not a time
of life to slead any. T days of
te heads are numbered ; and,
ot for K , the blow would not be
1 £ d on me. You must know

by origin—come of the
uders of the colony and
Juzers by name. It's like,
d the good woman, hesitat

ar 1kees by birth
say | am,” 1 answered,
English extraction. My
of New York, but it does

ck quite as far as the tir

jod’s com- |

tu | walk from our place

Amsterdam, than it would now be tnl

visit Jerusalem. Indeed, it is getting
| rather discreditable to a man of the |
world not to have seen the Pyramids, the |
| Red Sea, and the Jordan. [
| %My father loved it not the less, |
| though he never saw the land of his |
| ancestors,” resumed the old woman,

“ Notwithstanding the jealousy of the
| Yankees, among us Dutch, and the |
: mutual dislike, many of the former came |

amomng us to scek their fortunes, They

are not a home-staying people, it would
| seem ; and 1 cannot deny that cases |
have happesed in which they have been |
| kuown to get away the farms of some of
the Netherlands stock, in » way that it
would have been bettered not to have
happened."”

* You speak considerately, my dear
woman,” 1 remarked, * and like one
that has charity for all human failing.”

“.] ought to do so for my own sins, |
| and I ougnt to do so to them of New |

KEngland : for my own husband was of |
| that race,”
| %Ay, now the story is comieg round
| regularly, Miles,” said Marble, nodding

his head in approbation. “ It will |
; touch or love mext, and, if treuble do |
| not follow, set me down as an ill-nat'red |
| old bachelor. Love in a man’s heart is |

§ : %

like getling
| ballast, into a ship's hold.
| “ I must confess to it,” continued our |
[ hostess, smiling in spite of her real sor-
rows—sorrows that were revived by
| thus recalling the events of her early |
[ life. * A young man of Yamkee birth |
| came among us as & schoolmaster when ‘
was only fifteen. Oar people were
'; anxious enough to have us all taught to |
read English, for many had found the |
disadvantage of beivg igonorant of the |
language of their rolers, and of the |
laws, 1 was sent to George Wetmore's |
| school, like most of the other young

¥ of the neighborhood, and re-|
mained bi for three years. If
| yon were on the hill ahove the orchard
yon , you might see tse school-house

at this moment; for it is only a short
d a walk that I

ir times a day for just three

made f

One can see how the land lies now,”
eried Marble, lighting a cigar, for he
thought no #pelo necessary for smok
ing under a Dateh roof. * The master
taught bis scholar something mere than
he found in his spelling-book, or the
catechism. We'll take your word about

. | the school-hcuse, seeing it is out of

view.'
* It was out of sight, truly, and that
may have heen the reason my parents
took it #0 hard when George Wetmore
| asked their leave to marry me. This was
not done until he had walked home with
| me, or as near home as the brow of yon
| hill, for a whole twelvemonth, and had
served a servitude almost as long and as
patient as that of Jacob for Rachel.”
“ Well, mother, how did the old
Sasttan ¢ - 188

pex receive th Gue

| good-natured parents, I hope, for |

| George's sake.”

“ Rather say like the children of H¢
land, judging of the children of Ne
England. They would hear of
| but wished me to marry my own cousin,
Petrus Storm, who. was not greatly be-

loved, ¢ 1 in his own family."”
*Of cours 1 down anchor, and s~id
1 neve 1d quit the rings of
‘If I r understand 1 ir, 1
d v flerent i
privatels arried o (
¢ ] longer,
up b d of t
young ¢ n ay frox is
\ u T 1cthe
Aft tir As I y lor
0 v t [ 141 live )
lit ‘ river I ¢ rst
r1 1 7 parents
r t \ to &y
v 1 108t 1 W at for
we v 1 1 to le I+ secret
4 ts N
the ment for breakio
comr ment.’
s that, Miles ?” demanded

Moses. * Isit agin the commandments
for a married woms ;

“Certaioly not, my friend, thoughitisa
breach of the commandments not to honor
yur parents. This good w

1 to have ason ?

yman allodes
to her marrying contrary to the wishes
of her father and mother.”

“ Indeed I do, sir, and dearly have I
been punished for it, In a few weeks I
returned home, and was followed by the
d news of th
e grief of
et from 1

» death of my first-born.
ese tidings drew t

and nature spoke s(

ders. f my poor parents
friend 2 He is siler 1, took George home,
f New England 2 1w a i troated him ss it
hart his feeling for my \ eir own child., Bat
tory wil ar a little hard, perhaps, | Was too te ; had it happened
3 loy home."” weeks ¢ ier, my own precious babe
Never yd me, mother, but rouse | might have been saved to me.”
b a8 ke entered cargo,” said * You cannot knov mother ; we
larble s usual bitter way when | all die when our tim 3.
uding is own birth., * There' * His time had no The miser-
I t breathing that ome can | able wreteh to whom George trusted
ak mor elv beforeon such matters, | the boy, exposed him among strangers
Mos larble.” save herself trouble, and to obtair
i far that's a hard name,” re 220 at as cheap a rate as possible—"
turned t roman, slightly smiling ¢ Hold !” T interruj th
i A snot a heart parents | name of heaven, my iy
ere L and you may Leard | what year did this oceur ?'
how fcre the Revolt Marble looked at me in astonishment,
n t Juteh the gh he clearly had glimpses of the
Near uei 8, they no et of my question.
( Yankees said tl It w ul nth of June, 1
1 d the Dutch said t s thirty long g vears, | supposed
¢ we aves, Now, as ¥ 1 my child had actually died, a hen the
y 8 e, 1 as born before the | mere force of conscience told
volut vhen King George was | truth, The wretehed woman eould not
( e and ¥ the e carry the secret w Ay
i after the | and she for e e
t was o | revelat
> elr lang K€ CONTINUEI
! father him -~
< zoverns The * Adeste Fidele
\ eard bin fav ) AS ¢
5 i ‘ - . : ;
he las A the { Mass :
morning 2 : ;
" ¢ s 1l mor ole e Ja .
1he itt t I'he thorslk \
i hat ? A ( } | as hee ascribed te
i 105 r | Bor nture, the great Fra :
; . . ' ( ar | St
1 t
: ki il \quinas, but n trace of such a
St s ple | is found in St. Bonaventure's work
i s E It is probably frem a French or Germa
I'he old woman regarded Marble with | source, The present musical setting

more respect after this declaration ;

day, a travelled man wa

highly esteemed among us, In her eyes,

had its origin in 1797, and is popularly
8

hink the place is theirs already. Such | it was a greater exploit to have seen | i T,ondon at that time.

| GL m v \
CHRISTMAS AT KILLE- |
ARY
By | 1cMAHON

Christmas bells and Christmas greet-
ings—the air was full of them, eveu in
quiet Killeary. Sir Maurice Delaney
shivered impatiently as the joy bells
from the church—where the singers
were practicing vigorously—clashed
forth, and, in the distance, Mickey
Dolan, st work in the avenue, accosted
the conchman as he passed with the ac
customed * A merry Christmas to ye,
arry "

Sir Maurice was nobt & sour or un-
Christian man—the very opposite, us
any of the people on his estate would
tell you heartily, but Christmas time,
of all the year, was most hateful to him.
t had pot always been so. Time was,
only a few years back, when he had
been as cheery and as ready to wish * A
happy Cnristmas ' to one and all as
his daughter, Terry. How gay she used
to make the old oak hall with garlands
of ivy and shining holly and mistletoe,
how she used to trip forth daily, carry-
ing good thimgs to the poor who loved
the ground she walked on, more of her
interest in every detail of their simple |
lives and for her bright sweet ways thaw
for her gifts. And then what quiet
evenings they had spent together, she
singing to him in her dead mother's
voice, or sitting on the rug at his feet
for a chat, with only the glow of the
wood fire for light and only Pat, her |
faithful Irish terrier, for other com-

pany.

He had come out to get away from |
the memory of it all, but it had followed
him persistently. [

“ Good evening,” Mickey,” he said,
as he came up the man.

T'hen, kindly, * How are all at home?”

“ Well, sir, thankin' you kindly.
Kitty, my eldest, is goin’ to be msarried
yrrow,” volunteered Mickey.

“ Ah, that's the little girl with the
curly hair. I hope he's a good fellow
Mickey.”

“Well, your honor,” Mickey scratched
h's tead, ne’'s not the one 1A ovave
chosen lor her meself. But there
they're that foolish about each other !
And I'd rather see Kitty happy nor any-
thin’ else,”

“ 80 you've given in,” said Sir Maur-
ice, the loneliness in bis heart deepen-
ing as he reflacted that he might be a
happier man today if he had put
Terry's happiness first, and * given in,”
instead of king her choose between

her young Eoglish husband and her

father.

 Besides, sir,’ went on the man,

with respectful talkativeness. * I re-

membered that Our Blessed Lord came
| to bring * Peace on earth,’” aud to teach

us to forgive as we hope to be forgiven
| as Miss Terry, (God bless her !) said to
me one Christmas time when I was
angry with some one. May I make so
bold, your honor,” hesitating with the
inborn delicacy of the Irish peasant,
knowing, as every one did, something of
the state of affairs,” as to ask how Mis
Terry is ?”

“ Very well, thank you, Mickey ; ver

well,” answered his master hastily, pas
sing on his way. He wondered, what
this man would think of him if he I
that Terry’s address even was unkn 1
r father. And her fathex
v ofte ondere lid she
1 heaven, of arshnes
1 d lef car
1 i ears
In his bitter A (
rat t ) ¢ ‘ A
Delane nld 0 lowe
wersell ) ¢ y )
whose 1 depended )
X 3 Al ergy cestors
1 wi vas 1 eve prof
na e A [ for He i
rn up, unre A ¢ now
“3 to 1 I 1l thi
ed seasor y over he told hir f
ercely as he pursued lonel 1
“ There, at any rate, nothing will r
ind me.
Perhaps. down in his heart, there
was the ot that Terry was ir

in London, and t
he might
¢t her, His mind once made up, he

KEngland,

by some strange chance

could not get away fast enough from
memory-haunted Killeary. He was off
next morping, beftore his bewildered

servants halt reslized that he was going

and by night was established in a
hotel 11 ne ol the western suburbs ot
London,

* What is my little girl erying for
asked Terry Stanley, bringing her owr
tear-filled eyes down from the bi

ig phot
ograph on the wall before her to the
little troubled face of the miniature
Terry

w0

wer Knee,

you'r ryin'  mammie,”
1ild * Kverybody
glad at Kismae, daddy says

Aud daddy's right, of conrse, dar
taking the little oue to her knea
ind kissing the )y face framed in ity

earlet colleen bawn hoo * With you

and to 1 I am glad al
wars—all the yoar round but
jus L thinking of
the time when 1 and 1 spent
Christmas together at Killeary—dear
ld Killeary nat 1I'Vé never seen,
lery t w88 i green, real
lovely green, nc ay-colored, and the

11 shine and shade
:ht and the sea murmurs

Her blue-grey
softeved as Irish

eyes darkened and

Ves € vont, to « at thought of the
nd w re they first saw the light
‘ Lovely ! lovel bresthed little
Terry, gazing up at her mother as if she
AW 1
“ A shaggy head w ushed between
er a shaggy SCTA| Perry's
arm impatiently, Irish eyes
he Refused It
Here I ) d the
erk the re A e Lady 1
I have hea fore ; pray
’ ur a » ursell
eslm; what ' # CAMPANA'S
ITALIAN B ' This was a sag
fous womer uldn't be put off

h an interior substitut she insisted

on having the best toilet preparation on

attributed to Vincent Novello, who was | the market,
the organist at the Portugnese legation |

E. G.West & Co,, Wholasale Druggists,
| 80 George 3t., Toronto,

faithful speaking eyes, looked up as if
to say, * 1 have seen it all—I think, too,
of the days at Killeary—before she was
born 1"

Pat loved his little rival, but always
asserted his, as he thought, prior right.
“ Yes ; you remember, don't you Pat?
asked his mistress tenderly, stroking
his rough head. * The long ramble
through the woods among the ferns and
where the primroses shone in the damy
mossy ditches, or across the mountair
where the purple heather bloomed an
the golden gorse flamed agaiust (he
pale-blue sky ; the dear old people we
went to see and who were always gl
to see us and would have made us have
hot griddle |bread and tea; and the
warm wat in frout of the big fire in the
oak hall ; and the dear oMl master w
used to talk to you ! You remewmber

all, I know you do !”

Pat did, and said so as plaiol
clear sad eyes and pensively wag
tail could speak,

“ 1 want to see it | I want to see it
cried little Terry impatiently, * O
mammie, can't we all go to Killeawy {
Kismas ?"’

“ No, darling ; Um afraid not,
answered, It was the unspoken I
of her nwn heart

“ Why 7' with childish insiste
“ Doesn't grandfader want us ?’

“ Yes ; some day, but not now, dea

“ He looks kind and goo medita
the little one, critically considering
the big portrait. * If he knew we w
very much to go I'm sure he'd asl
If I could only see grandlader I v
ask him mineself !"

* What is all this that Miss lu
ance is geing to do ?" asked
voice at the door, and Jack
crossed to the fireside and stood loc

| down from his goodly height «

pretty picture. In a moment
eves had noted the teardrop
wife's lopg, dark lashes, *
ling,” he said, slipping
round the top of bher chair
ing up the lovely face to I
slip)ea

to the rug with Pat, knowing fu

hat when daddy wanted her
everything else must go.

Terry looked up into her hus
brave, young face—that str
clever face that was all the w
her. “I'Il tell you, Jack,”
swered. Then she picked 1
Terry from the rug, and carry
ofl to the waiting nurse, despatched he
for her daily walk with Pat and Ja
attendance.

A moment later she came ba nt
the room, a slender figure in dal
gown that matched her eyes, and w
straight to her husband’s side.

“ My little Irish girl is homesick ¢
said tenderly, drawing her down beside
him on the ¢

“You always understand, Jack,” she
answered leaning her head against him
eontentedly, * Something reminded me
of Killeary this mormisg, snd I felt tha
if ouly you aud Terry and 1 could spen
Christmss in the dear old home wit
poor father,

Viigs imporinoee

uech.

y oup of happiness woul

be full’
W like to write ag
lear L. 1 do aot mind
n wart tr 1 nore I'he
be no fear of r fathe aputi
cenary tiv an | de
fe as she should be provided
I or Wl etter
" i Iy
J I ha ¢ s
¢ es T (
« i not a L
Aud C i
ea interruy 1
1Y . t
1 ferent, and
come ef eve el
hopefully, * and I 1 te
i and are t and
fore you, for And I w
him, too, of the old days, and
is lovely (poor father) he w
back a ’
Meanwhile, little Terry proces

her way, talking alternately

Téacher Cured
of Barber’s itch

Tells of Cures Among His Pupils
That Were Remarkable

Raw, Inflamed, Itching Skin is
Soothed and Healed by

Dr. Chase’s Ointment

Barber' Itsch is a form of Ring
which, when once started E] 1
r and unsightly, and most 1
cenlt to cure. Barbers often refu

annoyit

iaving this disease,
i on to other cus
tomers.
But you can care Barber's Itch ar
| keep the kin wonderfully soit a

healthy by applying Dr. O
ment. Just read what this te
to say abouat the healing power of |

hase's Oi

Chase's Ointment.

Mr. Chas. C. Poirier, Upper Ca

quet, N. B., writes :—"Two years aj

while tea ng at Shippegan t
Barber's Itck A friend told !
Chase's Ointment would cure n i
had him, When I went for a box I

thought it dear, but when 1 found how
good it wes I thou

“Not only was I ecured by that sing

ht it cheap.

box, but it also cured two of my pupi

nd this too quickly to be believe

One of them, a girl inning §o
p the ehin, whieh v had trie
in vain to cure. The other had a sore
( he enr water running out of it a

the time. 1 can certify to the cure

50 08

€ es.
Wherever there is itehi
you ¢an apy

Dr. Chase's Ointment with positive

that refuses to hes

assurance that the results will be et
| tirely satistactory. The soothing, he al
| ing power of this great ointmont is truly
wonderful.
| IKdmanson, Bates & Co., Limited, Tox
l outo.

60a. a box, at all dealers or
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