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CHAPTER XXXII—CONTINUED

“"When I learned,” she said, “that
Miss Barchill would dine alone, I at
once offered to bear her company, bat
she refused, owing | suppose, to her
Renerous consideration for me, She
disliked to eubjsct me to the loneli-
ness which she o courts. And when
I urged her to accede to your requsst,
Mr. Robinson,’ niling aweetly, “she
8aid the meal would be much more
enjoyable to her without societs 3

8he could not continue to associate
with a person of such charscter ns
she now felt Mrs. Phillips to be, nor
could she longer insist upon her
pupil's entertaining much regard for
the lady. So an hour later, when
Mra. Phillips had taken her departure,
and Cora wase about to descend to
her uncle, Miss Barchill requested
her to ask Mr. Robinson to grant her
an interview that evening. The
request was suoch an unusual one
that the girl stared, and she nsked at
lagt a8 if impelled by some unpleas-
ant presentiment :

“ls it something in refersnce to
me ?"

"I would rather not tell you until

glancing significantly at Garald, but
he was looking at his plate,

There was an exclamation fru"nf
Cora, who sat directly opposite -an |
exclamation that sounded like angry J
astonishment at Mrs. Phillips’ state- |
ment, and that brought upon the girl
the wondering looks of har uncle and
Thureton.

Helen was inwardly frightened, and
she was also inwardly chafing that
she had bsen so impradent as o for
got the girl's presence when sghe
spoke. Aopxious to avert a catas |
trophe, she leaned gracefully across
the table, and said, with her moat in
sinuating tone :

“Dearest Cora, you frightened ma
when you exclaimed so suddenly.’

Her tone and manner brought |
about that which she feared. Cora
exasparated by a show of affastion
that she folt was only assumed, and
indignant at the covert disparage
ment of Miss Burchill that the
speech ssemed to imply, and not
haying the governess near to warn
or reprove her by a look, burst out
with angry impetuosity :

"How could you tell such a story
Mre. Phillips ? You know you never
offered to dine with Miss Burchill,

I bave spoken to Mr. Robinson.”

Forced to be satisfied, but by no
maans agiured, Cora descended slow
ly, encountering Gerald as she was
about to enter her uncle's study,

“All over your indignation ?"
said playfully.

Glad of an opportunity to give
entire vent to feclings that she had |
been compelled to restrain somewhat [
in Miss Burchill's presence, she |
answered :

“No, I am not ; and it's justenough
vex aay one, tha way Mues.

he |

to

| Phillips gets round Miss Burohill, |
| She has been up there a whole hour |

begging Miss Burchill's pardon for

| the story she told at dinnertime, and |

saying it was all owing to her habit
of exaggeration. Ugh!' And an|
expression of disgust and a shrug ot ‘
the shoulders evinced to Garald that |
feelings more intense were ot work
than wers shown even in her words.

"Oh, it wae a story, then ?” he
said, still using his playful tone,
though there was a grave earnest-
ness in his eyes.

"Of course it was,” she answered,
with angry astonishment. "Do you
think I would have spoken as I did |
at dinner it I did not know that she
was telling a story ? She just exas

and when I wanted you to help me to
coax her to dine down hers, you said
you guessed she was better off up- |
staite; that she might feel out of
place with uncle and Mr. Thurston.”

"My dear Cora, you forget that |
Miss Barchill and I, being such |
intimate friends as we ure"ftberef
was a peculiar emphasis on the last
words, used especially for Gerald—
“have many conversations which you
do not hear. The one that I have |
repeated has probably bsen such,”
and Helen turned to her plate wi4h|
easy nonchalance.

“I don't believe it,” answered Cora
botly, now so angry that she was
quite regardless of everything but
her own excited feelings. ‘I shall
ask Miss Burchill the moment I get
upstairs.”

But Robinson was now aroused to
a sense of propriety, and also to some
regard for the feelings of his guest,
He commanded Cora to be silent ;
and the meal was finished withouy
any further reference to Miss Bur
chill, On Gerald's face a grim smile
hovered, and more than once his
eyes wandered in mirthful apprecia-
tion to Cora.

Cora hurried from the dining room
in order to eee Miss Burchill, and
Meg. Phillips also hurried out on the
8ame errand. They arrived almost
together, and before Mildred could
recover from her astonishment at
their sudden, and on the part of her
puopil, excited entrance, the girl had
told the whole etory, Mrs. Phillips
standing by with the air of a martye,

Betore the “governess could form
an answer, the widow was saying,
reproachfally :

“You might have spared me, Cora,
for, in the excitement of my conver-
sation with your uncle, I did not
quite think of what I was saying;
aud I knew that if I had not already
spoken to Mildred in the manner that
I described, I ghould do so very
speedily.”

“Bat you had not done so. Mrs.
Phillips,” interposed Mildred, feeling
a3 if her annoyance and disgust of
the speaker had reached a culminat-
ing point, “and ti is no excuse
for an untruth at any tima,”

“You surely are not angry, dear
Milly ? I meant no ha m, and it was
all owing to an unfortunate habit of
exaggeration which I possess.’

"It would be well then.
Phillips, o cure yourself of a habit
which may be the ocoagion of injury
to others,”

Bat the moment that the words
had left Miss Barohill's lips she felt
keen regret. She had spoken so
hastily, out of the vary heat of her
annoyance, and she falt as it ghe had
broken her promise to her dyirg
mother—that promise which bad en
joined upon her so striotly to be kind
and gentle %o any ons whom ghs dig
liked or who had done her an injury,

Mvs. Phillips was erying, but then
a8 Cora remarked, her tears oa ne 80
frequently they lost their effect.

"I am sorry if I have hur you,'
Mildred forced herself to 88y a8
gently as she could, “and I ghall be
frank enough to tell you that your
untruth caused me a good deal of
pain.” She was thinking of Garald,
and wondering whether Mre. Phillips’
avowed habit of slight untruthfal
ness had anything to do with her dis
appointment on the night of the
ride.

“You are an angel, Miss Burchill,
Oh, if I had' only a mother to train
me a8 you have been trained ; but I
had no one, no one, only hargh
Barbara Balk,” Andthewidow threw
herself on her knees by a chair ina
perfect abandon of grief.

That allusion to a mother brought
outall Miss Burchill'seympathy. She
forgot everything but the aff aoting
picture before her, and gha bant
above Helen, as tender and forgiving
as the little widow could wish her to
be.

That interview, however, decided
Miss Burchill on hastening to execute
the plan she had proposed to hersslf.

Mrs.

| account included even Mrs. P

perates me with the way she fawns

| around us, and though I know Miss

Barchill dislikes her as much as I
do, she tries to be gentle and agree-
able, and tries to make me so too,
because she gays it is our duty to be
kind to everybody, no matter how
hard it is for us to like them.”

There was no 8topping Cora now.
She had found a listener who neither
| checked nor reproved her : indeed,
one who seemed to listen eagarly ;
’ and the girl as eagorly detailed every
e Miss Burchill and hergelf |
2red from the widow, and her
hillips’
[cunducb on the night of the ride,
| saying :

"l just think she tried to make |
| Mies Burchill late, so that she could
| B0 with you herself; the way she |
| wanted this done and that done, and
| Miss Buarchill stopped all her own
| preparations to wait upon her : and
| then of course, when she came down |
| and found you had gone with Mrs, |
| Phillips, she couldn't acd ghe
| wouldn't go with uncle. Ugh! haw I

hate Mrs. Phillips. I wish she'd |
| néver come near the house,” |

But Gerald scarcely heard the last |
exclamation. A flood of light had |
been let in suddenly on thoughts
which had annoyed and perplexed
him for weeks.

“Is Miss Burchill in her room
now ?"” he asked.

“Yes ; she wante me to ask uncle to
give her an interview with him this
evening, and I have a teeling that it's
about me. I mean that she wants to
give up teaching me, and perhaps go
away somewhere. I know she is |
dreadfully unhappy, but she wouldn't |
tell me anything about it because I'd |
be unhappy too.”

The great clock in the hall above |
was striking the hour. Cora started.
and with a hastily spoken, “Oh, how |
angry uncle will be for keeping him
80 long!” darted away. Gerald
turned away, also, but it was to send ‘
8 servant to Mies Burchill with the |
request that she would meet him in
the parlor as soon as convenient.

Miss Rarchill blushed when she re.
ceived the mesgage until her cheeks
rivaled the roses of the hothouse |
bouquet which Robingon had sent to
her that evening; but by the tima
she arrived at the parlor door the
blush had gone, and she was pale and
| trembling., Thurston. awaiting her,
| met her almost on the threshold, and
| he was struck at the thin and worn

appearanca of her faca. Montal

suffering was vieible in e ary line,
= I have sought this in , Migs
Burchill,” he gaid 1 ading to a |
seat, "'in order that something which
I think has bssn a mutual misunder
standing may bs explained. I mean
the unfortunaie occurrence of the |
evening of the ride. I waited to hear
from you about it, and I was not a
little gurprised and disappointed at
your silence. Niw, however, I am
convinced tha' you had equal reason |
to expect to hear from me and to be
surprised, and perhaps indignant, at
my silence. I regret it all exceed-
ingly, I assure you, and I beg you to
forgive me. Will vou do go?"”

He extended his hand
a8 he did to Mildred, positively
noble, with a gmile mantling his
bright manly face, her heart went
out to him. She put her hand into
his, while a great glad thrill went
through her whole baing.

“Now tell me,” he said, “how I
came to have'—there was a slight
hesitation, owing to his determina.
tion never to pronounce, if he could
help it, his stepmother's name—
“another, instead of you accompany
me that evening 9"

“I do not know,” ghe answered,
“further than what Mrs, Phillips
told me: that, mistaking her for me,
you ocaught her so quickly into the
wagon there was no chance for her
to rectify immediately the error.
When you discovered it you seemed
to think that I would agscompany Mr,
Robingon, and that you would moet

annoyanc
| had suff

, and looking,

| sure, they're well named
| land's faith—ever green and fresh,

us at the place to which we were all
going."

Thurston's tace looked for & mom.
ent as if it were frozen into the hard
almost oruel, expression in which
it became set as she spoke, and he
dropped her hand, that he had con-
tinued to hold, ae it his own hand
had begome powerless,

"How did she come to be on the
back porch instead of you, when her
place was with the company in the
front ot the house ?" he asked.

“She went to apologizs to you for
my delay.”

"Did you send her to do that, or
did she ask to be permitted to par
form that kind office for you?"' with
a touch of sarcasm in his tones as he
snid the last words.

“S8he asked,” was the reply

"Well, Miss Burchill, her statement
80 far as taking her into the wagon un
der the impression that it was you,

| was correot; the rest of it I regret to

Bay, was untrue, Idid not discover
the mistake until we were some dis
tance from the house. It wag im
poseible for me to turn back on ac

count of the viciousness of the horie, |

and I was led to believe that you had
gone with Mr, Robinson. I was im
patient to meet you to hear the ex
planation which I deemed to be my
right, and when I was disappointed
I looked ¢ onfidently to hearing from
you the next day. Now I know that,
with my usual lmpetuosity, I judged
you wrongly, Mise Burchill Again
forgive me, and assura me that we
are friends, perfect friends, and that
you will let me help you whenever I
can. Will you do so 2"

She bowed assent. Her heart was
too full to allow her to epoak.
It was such a cbange from the doubt
and misunderstanding and unhappi
ness of the past weeks to the certain
ty and bliss of this moment,

“You must le§ me help you,” he re
peated; “and, in order to do that,
you mugt tell me why you are not so
happy in The Castle as you uged to
be. Tell me frankly what your
grievances are.”

There was that in his manner of |

respectful yet tender protection
which oféen goes to a woman's heart

| more potently than a handsome face
‘or endearing language.

have no grievances,” she an-
swered, “and the annoyances which
I have felt are too slight to mention.
But I have thought ot seskiog a pos
ition in Boston.
reached an age which demands a

My pupil has now |

more enlarged course of instruction |

than I, perhaps, am competent to
give, and I thought ot placing the
matter beforg Mr. Robinson, and urg
ing him to sehd her to some woman's
collega,

“Have you any reasonable bope of
cbtaining a position in Boston '

“None, beysnd an application to
some of the people who were here
lagt summer, I have many of their
carde, and I have been invited cor.
dially to vieit them whenever |
should go to Boston.”

"I cannot say that I quite approve
ot your plan, Miss Burchill. Calling
upon people to ask their aid in secur.
ing a position is a difforent thing
from vigiting them socially, and I am
afraid your sensitiveness would suffer
severely. I would suggest that you
remain another year with your pres-
ent charge. You are competent, I
think, to teach even the mature age
of fitteen, and during that time I will
exert myselt to obtain for you asuit-
able position. Do you congent "

Even it she had felt utterly disin-
clined to agree to the propoeal, the
earnestpersuasivenessof his voiceand
mannermusthaveovercome herdis'n
clination. As it was, she murmured
a brief reply, but it quite gratifie
bim, for he smiled and said :

a

. i thar's ta .
“I feel ns if you were conterring d;u)mg mo.(iver 8 F(lll;:lutl. mute signs |
Some obligation on me by consenting | ©f Worry and anxiety borne in secret,

tio stay, and now with your permis
gion, I shall tell Mr. Robingon that
the necessity for which you sought

: e A : : :
an interview with him has been ob. | those loving eyes, ah, t

viated.”
He led her to the door, and with a
kind good-night, held it open for ber,

| while she passad out, teeling strange-

ly contented and happy.
TO BE CONTINUED
st s

DONALD O’BRIEN

-

By Rev, Aloysius J, Hogan, 8, J

" Come into the Rarden Margaret,
and belp me gather thege greens ;
like Ire-
ever growing."

The mother was calling to her
daughter in the kitohen. The neatly
decorated cottage lay hidden in the
beautiful valley of the Shannon, the
straw-thatched roof and the little
windows with their curtaing of Irish
lace, and the harvast fields that
rippled away far to the east on the
evening's breeze—all told of peace
and quiet. The Irish mother was
standing in the doorway waiting for
her daughter, but her look was sad
and her heart was sad ; ves, her heart
was bresking. Ah, what mother
heart would not break when the very
lite of her life, her darliug boy, is
slowly wandering away, is suraly
neglecting the lessons he learned at
her knees in childhood’s joyous
bours ?

“Donald never seems to think
about Sunday,” she half muttered to
herself and tears filled her oyes.

Footsteps approached, so
hastily dried her tears with
corner of the little linen apron,

" Come, Mother machres, else it
will be too dark,” and, M wrgaret
twining her arm ‘vound her mother's
whaist, the two chatted like two old
cronies as they walked into the
garden.

It was an hour or so after sunge} $
the gorgeous paintings on the wesl-

she
the

[}

| IX

|
}

| 8Bame

ern sky were just beginning to pale
into the delicate tinte of twilight,
The tali pines on the hill crest stood
silhouetted ageingt the sky, like
glants of old mourning the depart.
ing king of day. Donald, who had
been working all day on the farm,
oame out of the wheat fleld and oross.
ing the farrows, paused at the white
fence lining the rond, He was a
broad-shouldered lad of twenty, a
true gon of Erin, with the laughing

eyes, 8o characteristic of the Irigh.
His handsome fentures, bronzed by
the daily sun's flery face, seemed
even then more beautiful in the
evening's mellow light. He stooped
snd proceeded to sinker with a
ploughsbare that was standiog
against the fencs, The youngest son
and the best beloved, Donald wae |
saddening his poor mother's heart by
his carelessness in religious matters.
Bad? Oh, no, God forbid that such
& thought should enter your mind!
Only negligent, careless. His mind
was too much absorbed in the new |
ideal, mouey.

As soon a8 the mother saw her son
Sturting across the ficld, she called
to him and leaving Margaret and the
Rreens hurcled forward to meet him
and to receive his affactionate em
brace. Tenderly ho s yoped to kiss
her and then clagping her in hig |
étrong arms accompanied her into
the cozy room, brightened by the
ruddy glow from the peat fire on the
hearth, whose ever present warméh |
is a flgure of the love-fire in the
Irish heart. There on the wall greet-
ing the visitor at his entrance was |
the large picture of Jesus and Mary,
their throne since the house was
built ; and there was the table all |
prepared fog the evening meal —for
Margaret had been beforehand—the
dainty, white table cover, the polished
china dishes and the ohairs drawn
close to the board. The mother
lighted the el lamp and get it on
tbe table.

" Let's wait & moment or 8o for
Brian,” said the mother kindly.

" Yee, he ought to be here, now,"
replied Donald. “ Where has he
gone ?"

“He loft almost immediately after
dinner to attend the epecial services
in the village church.”

"' Oh, sure enough, and didn’t I gee |
the crowds moyv ing along that way ?

'Did you go this m rning, Don
ald ?” And the mothar looked plead- |
ingly at her darling lad.

* No, mother, I dida't bave time, |
and besides— ——"

" You'll break my heart, Donald
with your carelessness. God will |
never bless your work. Sure I
remember well——"

" Don't be foolish, mother dear,” |
he gnid, as he kissed her.

Just then a s%ep was heard on the
gravel path outside, the noive of the
falling latch, and a cuesucked'form.
stood in the doorway

" Good evening, mother, and Don- |
ald and Margaret, how are you ?"

Margaret curtsied and her bewitch- |
ing Irish smile gave reply, and Don- [
ald:

" Fine, but hungry as oan be: sor
let's enjoy our supper.” ’

Brian invoking a blessing from the |
Lord of all sat down opposite hisg |
brother. A man of twenty-five he
wore the habit of the cleric, having
been a student at the seminary for
the past five years—and in another
year the sacred oils would be upon
his hands and he would be a conge-
crated priest of Goad, Strong in his
faith he was unable to understand
the attitude of his younger brother
in matters religious. Sitting there
his gaze strayed from brother to
1other and he could not but notice
the streaks of gilver that marked his

of age thai never should have had
place there.

And then that ead, anxious look in
hese things
had burned into his very goulk Then
his eyes rested on Donald, strong,
affectionate Donald: he could not |
help admiring those handsome |
features, that honest face and u()b!nf
brow, but deep within Brian 8 heart |
was the torturing thought that this
lad was the cause of his |

| mother's premature ageing

|

at the

" Donald, were you
Sacrifice thig morniog ?
"N, Brian ~and I w
. "“And whynot?’ Th

tone,

The mother losksd anxiously at
Margaret as if conscious of the ap-
proaching storm.

" For my own raagsone.”
ald's lips tightened,

"“It's my buciness to know
reasons, Donald,” gaid Brian.
you're too dear to—"

“Then find out for yourself, for
I'll not tell you.”

"I will ind out. For no brother
of mine will evar go ag iray, while 1
can raise a finger to help him and
besides—’

This assumption on Brian's part
was too much for the younger man,
In fact, he was not in the best of
humor, anyhow; so at this last re
mark he leapad from the table with
An angry gesture, and made for the
door. Mother and daughter were
almost paralyzed with fright and
tears wers their only relief,

" Enough of that rot,” he ocried
deflantly, “and never let me hear
you speaking to me again. I'm
through with you"—and his quick,
pounding step on the gravel path be-
trayed only too well his state of
mind.

Long into the night the sad mother
watched by the cottage window for
her boy's return. The buraing peat
on the hearth refused its ruddy light
and goon fell away to ashes, the goft
light of the lamp hecame naught but
a series of fluttering flares and then
died out, but still the love-fire in the

Holy

(8
in a sterner

and Don-

your
“for

| Sorrows,

| long looked for

| answer the o'arion o

heart of the Irigh m
steadily, as
the path lead

other burned
her longing gaze held
ing from the highway,
In the early hours of the morning,
Juet as the first signs of dawn were
streaking the east, he cams, Not a
word paseed between mother and
8on, only along,affactionate embraoge,
& lingering kiss ; then boih were off
to their rest,

Never again was the unfortunate
subject broached. The next day
Brian returned to the seminary for
bis final preparations without, how-
ever, finding an opp rbunity of bid-
ding farewell to Donald. The mother
stood a% the doorway until the
traveler's figure was losgt over the
brow of the hill; then she touched

the neat lace-bordered apron to her |

eyes, and entering the house knelt
before her little ghrine and there be
fore the sanctuary, found in many
Irish Catholic homes from time im
memorial, her troubled heart found
consolatioa in converse with the
sorrowful Mother of the Man

The early roses were just peeping
forth from their dewy beds and the
Rrass was carpeting the flelds and
lawns for summer's advent when the
letter came Day
after day the mother had walke d
down to the little thicket fence out
8ide the house to meet the mail man,
but to-day as he handed her the |
precious packet her heart ¢ aped for |
joy. She hurried into the living
room and tearing opsn the seal,
while Margaret stood over her listen-
ing with tears of joy, she read alond :

"My derling Mother .

" Saturday morning 1 shall be |
8 consecrated priest of God. Oh,
dearest mother, how can I describe
my feeling to you? And how can |
ever thank you, who by your loving |
sacrifices and eelf-denial have made

[ it possible for me to receive this in-

effable grace that should raise priest-
ly hands to God? ., , , . |
" And best of ali, mother, I shall

| 88y my first Holy Mass in our little

village church on Sundsy morning
next, where ever since childhood wae
have knelt at your side. I am too
happy to write more, Only wait till
Suaday
" Your affactionate son,
"BRIAN

“P. 8.«Please try to persnade
Donald to attend my flest Mass,
Have Father Daniel, his old friend, |

| talk with him.”

That evening when Donald came
trudging iato the kitchen and kissed
his mother, she told him all the
happy news. Ha merely smiled and
when she lovingly asked him to come
to the Mage on Sunday he purposely
made no answer and tears filled the |
poor mother's eyes.

What a scene the little villaga |
chapel presented on that bright San- |
day morning : the altar decorated |

| by loving hands with nature's firat |

fragrant blossome, the sanctuary
illamined with many candles and |
lampe. It seemed like Heaven to |
the little mother kneeling there in
rapi devotion. When her son, her
own child, cams upon the altar
dressed in beautitul white vestments
of the feast, and began the words of
the Holy Mass, she seemed a8 one
who dwells in the land of sweet
vision. I

But, oh, what happiness filled that
mother's heart when from those self. [
same hands that had clasped around |
her neck in babyhood she received |
her Lord and her God. Surely her |
cup of joy was tull, her heart wns‘
8imply bursting with happiness.
There was present only onej
shadow : Donald, her boy, was not |
there. She bravely swallowed the |
lump that rose in her throat at the |
thought. After the Mass at tbu’
joyous family gathering in the little
white-washed cottage where hospital \’
ity wae everywhere visible the wholas [
village collectad to walo yme baci their |
“boy” and to" eg:his priestly blessing, ‘
that the ' Soggarth Aroon " might
lay his consecrated hands on the
heads of young and old alike ; but in
all that crowd Brian looked in vain
for bhis brother.

August, the special month of God’'s
mother, with its gloricus " Lady
Day,” bad just come in Il its |
fragrant beauty when the 1 wre of
trumpets re-echoed throughout the
country sounding the tocsin of war |
and calling the sons of the land to
the colors. Two hundred thousand
strong the Irish youth hurried
1. Brian was
quick to volunteer as chaplain for |
one of the Irigh regiments soon to
start for France,

A few monthe had slipped by sinze
his angry words with Brian, when
Donald, after many a sad hour with
himself had decided that he could
no longer remain about the old
homestead, Shame and nnger'
alternated in his mind and finally
he formed his resolution Whither
was he going? Tha’ he would not;
eay, but he promised faithfully to
write home. Sad beyond telling wae
that leave.taking as the youngest
son and the best beloved bade fare.
well to his mother and sister,
ing the farm to them and & few
faithful servants, At the little
whitened fence the mothor slipped a
small cruciflx into the lad's pocket,

" This will bring you home, Don
ald darling,” ghe said. Aghe reached
the brow of the hill he turned and
waved a long farewell to that Irish
mother standing there,

Night, dark, impenetrable
hangs like a pall over the great me-
tropolis. The trees in the park are
all stripped of their goregous autumn
coloring, while a ohill, frosty air
greets Donald as he hurries along.
The snow flakes are falling silently
and steadily covering the streets
with garment of white. Silence
reigne supreme save for the soft
crunching sound as the traveler

a
ol

to

leav-

night,

of |

| for her babe.

| escape military service.

| cause my darling sister to h
| proud of me.

| 1

 firet Friday and I haven't migsed one

| the rectory Fatber Ba

| €Blve

Passes on. Here and there through
the brilliantly lighted windows Don-
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side, and the golden grain waving
gracefully in the breeze. And his |
mother, the idol of his childhood
days, he sees as in a far off vision,
standing at the little white fence |
awaiting his return. Three years
| bave passed gince he saw her thue, |
but the yearning in his breast is
| 8tronger than ever, and the memory

Oh how it tears his heart |

He had prospere d; yes, he had
been more than sucoessful, By sheer
grit and enduring toil he had won
his way to the bead clerkship in the
| well-known firm ot Horgan and Son,
Bankers nud Brokere. He is not a
mere employee; he is n personal
friend and confidant of the head of
the firm. But why should
thoughts be troubling him to-ni
True, he had often pictured these
Bcenes to himself but never before
had they affected him go. Why, then, |
was he 8o sad awd thoughtful ?

That very morning Mr, Charles
Horgan, the President, had called
{ Donald into his private off e and
had been closeted with his [
over three hours. Urgent
demanded that one of
| be present in Lon¢
Bankers’ Convention would Don
ald go? It would give him an
opportunity of crossing over to the |
Iand of his dreams—and his mother |
| Would he take the commission? He

FOY, KNOX & MONAHA
| BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, NOTARIES Rte
Knox T. Louis Monsbas

Middleton George Keogh
Cable Address i

| A.E
| E L

M
Offic Continental Lif Build
CORNER BAY AND RICHMONI
'ORON

Telephones [ Main 461

ain 462
en

STRENTS

&

DAY, FERGUSON

BARRISTERS

Cf
B
B James E. Day

John M. Ferguson
Joseph P. Walsh

Reilily Lunney & Lany

¥
BARRIST SOLICITORS, NOTARIES
CALGARY, ALBERTA

28 AorLaiD® By, Weer
FORONTO, CANADA

IRS,

he
hiet for |
business
tbe firm ghould
don at the coming

ARCHITECTS

WATT & BLACKW ELL

Members Ontario Aesociation
ARCHITECTS

Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambery
LONDON, ONT.
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DENTISTS

| was to answer on the morrow,

DR. BRUCE E. EAID
Dominion Bank Chambe

Phone 5808

Room 5,
"I'm not so sure, Father, that I | cor Richmond
want to go. You see I left the old
country ia an angry mood and even |
material success would never be a |
| sufficient excuse for my going back.| ., \ ’
Sure I long to fly to that dear old| Mt ]CF()HL: S
land, but my dear old Irish mother
| would feel that I had not loved the
old home well enough tha she and |
my dead father, God rest him, had
toiled to keep over us children and
that was the reason of my going
away, that the old homestead had
not been good enough for msa; bat
that now I was coming back with |
| money in my pocket to show—oh, |
no, Father, I could never go back
| now,” 1
Isn't it strange how Erin's sons |
will journey to other lands, will pros-
per and be happy, but their hearts
are always in Ireland ? The love
for home seems to haunt them |
wherever they roam, and there is |
always a hunger of the heart for the
land of their birth. In this wide
world there is nothing so enduring,
80 eternal as the Irishman’s love for
Ireland, save the Irisk mother's love
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" Bat there's still another reason,
Father. You remembar the time
when first I came to you and told
you my story ?"

"Indeed I do, t'was about three
years ago come November,"”

" Well, just at that time the Irish
lads were enlisting for the war, tens
of thousands of them. The thought
never etruck me ther, but now the
more I ponder over it the more it Open Day and Night
looks as though I fled Ireland to 389 Burwell St. Phone 3971
God knows, |

Facher, such a thought never entered J A T T O AT T AR

my mind but others would say that, ‘
The neighbors, God love them, as |
they passed mo in their black clothes |
of eacrifice 'would look on me with |
soorn if I went back now. Their |
own sons dead in Flanders, and I— |
No a thousand times no, I'll never |
go back unless as a true hero I
never bring the blush of shame to |
my dear old cheek, nor |
ang her
all be The Electric Blower is the best machine
ow, ther, it you'll || for supplying wi d to P
stor Confesgion | i o
| e I

|

Church Organ
Blowers

Manufactured in Toronto

motoer's

head. But so they'll

1be Organs,
MOREI
TORONTO, ONT.

bear my little

in

I'll be grateful, for to norrow's the
410 Spadina Ave

l
|
|
F
!
f

gince I landed in Now York.
As the young man pass d out

(‘l’ | o i
ciay mused

" What a wonderful race the Irish
are!”

"And really, Donald,
consider your refi
how much it menr
sell, besides y DO,
forbid that I should ever try
you. I fully appreciat your
reagons, having heard your stor
and I respsct thew. Good
Donald !”

won't
You
and

Loy,

you |
know
your

Real Help
For Tired Feet

A busy day and on )
time — a long
hike in the country
y n—all these

but God

ur feet most of
tiresome trip or a
new shoes to break
mean tired feet Soothe
day | and rest them by applying a few drops
of Absorbine, Jr. Or, if you are very
tired and your feet burn, ache or swell
soak them in ¢ of Absorbine
Jr., and water, will be prompt
and lasting,
You will like the “‘feel’’ of this clean
ragrant and antiseptic liniment. It
enetrates quickly, leaves no greasy
esidue, and is intenae ly refreshing,
)nly & few drops needed to do the work
as Absorbine, Jr., is highly concen
trated. i
You will find of uses for
Absorbine, Jr. as a dependable first-aid
I shall bid farewell, and——" but iu-l‘ remedy and regular toilet adjunct ; to
could say no more. reduce in!hnmnulm'_\' conditions-spraing
The tears welled up in the big | Wrenches, painful, swallen T
banker's eyes, as he grasped Don “)Hf‘»‘f pain anywhere i]f’, Ui,
ald's hand a knowing clasp, and I”]_:;;‘:,t\_l, ,:'I'_);'l'i :]‘l't;;l“;'ur!“'h“‘” cuts,
then the lad softly closed the office Absorbine, ',,._‘ 1.9 ‘;‘ bottle at drug-
door, gists or postpaid. iberal trial bottle
The surging crowds in Ray attire | mailed for 10¢. in stamps,
line the streets through which the W. F. YOUNG, IN(
khaki-clad ocolumas are passing. [ 299 Lymans Bldg. Montreal, Can,
Louder and louder grows the blare of
the oncoming bands: the crowds
press oloser to the ropes and crane |
their necks to catch a ghimpse of the
oncoming herces. Hark, the loud
hurrahs and shouts arige tar down
the avenue; it becomes a fearful din;
the cheers are echoing from thous
ands and thousands of throats, Buf
amidet all this enthusiasm thcrul

to d t

|
|
|
| the

solution

Relief

|
: |
" May I trespass on your time for ‘
a moment longer, Mr. Horgan I'm |
more than grateful for all the kind I
ness that ['ve received at the hands |
of the comp :ny, and especially from '
you personally, but I must go. You |
know why. Yes I must g2, and in- ‘
deed I made up my mind long ago; |
in fact I enlisted in the Sixty. ninth
three months ago and in two weeks

f
I
r
(
dozens

ins. y
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