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The Cl‘y of the
e Child

1GH above Brigid Reilly'shouse,
Stievedhu, the Dark Hill, zos0
threateningly. His shadow

wae over all the bogland, exoept
where the thateh of her house and t' »
yellow of her orops made a patsh of
gold right undor him, He was a big
cloud most days for & wido stretoh of
the bogland. Else there wers no
shadows thoro,except the shadows of
poulders when the sun lay to the east
or tho wost of them, or the shadows of
olouds m the bog-pools, slow-moving,
majestic, like a white flact of ships, or
hurry sIurey:ng i a rough game with
the swa, O¢ 1t might be the shadow
of tzouble or auffe.ing in humon eyes.

Phare were houses on the bog-land,
but they hardly rose lngh onough to
make a shadow ; more tatters of mud
and seraws, they were like deserted
nosts that tho bird has no usoe for.
You went into them bent double, and
when you were in could see nothing
for the sharp smoke that filled your
Jungs and mads your oyes water. Bat
so humble wete they, and so much the
color of the bog, that you Lad to be
quite near them before you saw they
wero houses at all,

The dwellere in these cabins farmed
patches of land, the fields of which
were about the size of & tablecloth, let
alone that the rooks stood up here and
there in them to turn the point of the
finest spade ever made, Poverty there
wag in the bog-land ; famine and fover
came 80 often that quite middle-aged
men and women could remember halt
a score visitations. But poverty, in
the worge sense of 1, was not
koown by Brigid Neilly's hearth.

Brian, her father, had toiled early
and late to make his daughter the
heiress she was. He wae not only a
hard worker, but thrifvy and keen at
a bargain, 50 he had been able to leave
his girl the house and place, the orops
and stock, and the golden guineas in
the bank ; and since Brian went—God
rest him |—nothing had dwindled, be
sare, in Brlgia’s hands.

She was Brisn’s daughter in prac-
tical qualities, But her mother, who
had been taken from sohool to marry
the strong farmer when ho was alteady
grey 8s a badger und.hud ag flmt,
had had her part, too, in the shaping
of her child.

S0 Brigid, though she trafiicked
wiser than many men in the selling
and buying of cattle, and was know-
ledigeable in geeds and orops, and had
new-fangled ideag upon putting man-
ure in tho land, was yet softer than
you could have expeoted of Brian's
daughter. The people_nodded their
heads and sald so when Brigid brought
home Maureen Daly's ohitd from the
other gide of the hill, and, hereelf littlo
more than a slip of & gitl, set up to be
rearing another ‘woman's child.

The ohild of the dead woman wa3
a poor miserable bit of a thing at the
time, five years old, and paie, with
big eyes that looked a8 if the lite had
been frightened out of the goul behind
them. And well it might be, for that
was a famine year, and Maureen Daly
had died of tho fever before her cousin
Brigid bad heard of it and cume with
help to the door. .

he women—and it was surprising
what a number of them could come
flocking togother out of the rgglged
eabing and the miserable bit of village
at the Point—the womin were all
ready to advise Brigid how the child
ghould be reared. 5

They were not cheerful advisers,
howover. .

« You will never resr her, Brigid
Neilly,” eaid old Moll Bharkey, who
Liad buried so many, children that she
was reputed wise in the rearing of
them, and many & one would rather
consult her than the lonely young
dootor who had the dispensary over at
Breagy. 3

“ﬁke my word for it,” she said,
+ you'll never rear her. She has the
hollows behind the ears thet never
come but for death.”

Then the other women all preaged
nearer to look at the ohild, who, with
» ory ag if sho understood, ran to
Brigid and olung sobbing with her face
buried in her friend'alap.

Then Brigid bade them all begone
with an anger that is remembered
agsinst her to this day by meny.
‘And after that she would take no ad-
yice upon the rearing of the obild
from them that_were mothers. And
a3 everyone said, it was the worsh
foolishness for her, & slip of a girl, to
try to do the like without advice.

‘However, things didn't tarn out s
the woaen prophese” b all, an
Brigid roared the obld. 1t _was &
thing would have surprised old Brisn
%o sce the good milk and eggs she put
into the starved litile body.
like a mother to the child ; and 88
time went by you couldn't have known
her for Maureen Daly's baby, that had
been dwiny from the bisth. i

Brigid and little Mouroen, 88 time
went by, made an odd pair. Maureen
was like a soft white kitten with her
whita face and pale old hair and
great oyes. Drigid, oo @ other hand,
though handsome, was aomethiqu
the looke of Slievedba himeelf, That
is to sy, she was dark, sud oftea

d | and to wateh Uon

rnoody-looking, there was a grandeur
about her head and her walk that
wado pretty girle commion beside her.

Them thet knew hor best 2aid
Brigid had nover any mean listle ways
in her. Bhe could forgive anything
but a He ond deceitfulnes, If shie
was a trifle hard at times she waa juat,
and once ehe wags your friond it took
a deal 10 shake hor. She kaew there
was plenty of ovil dealing and doing
oven 1 the little lonely world about
her ; but she was not suepicions, for
all that, and if sho hked you it would
be easy to deceive her.

She was not one to love by halves,
and she loved little Maurcen entioly.
8he was of the lonely natured ones
that have vever given away ther
foolings in bits hore and there, and 80
have a deal to givo when the time
comes. She loved Maureen like a
mother long childless.

« Brigid, cluld,” eaid tho priest to
her once, * how will it go with Mau-
reon when you bring homo & husband
and bave children of your own ?”

«['vo never yet seen the man
1'd put master over me,” soid
Brigid; *‘but if it ehould come 8o,
Maureen won't be the loser, Father.”

She waa capable of any rashnoes of
genorosity to Maureen in those days.
After the priest had spoken with her
be weut away and said that the boys
might a8 well givo up cooking their
caps ot Brigid, Better by far, he
gaid, wait till Maureon was marriage
able and send the matohmaker to
Brigid for her, But though he said it
with a twinkling eye, and was ever a
mau for a Joke, people sald there was
gensgo in it

Yeara went, and Maurcen was grow-
ing a big slip of a gir], and Brigid no
longer na young ag sho had Leen. In
those parte where a man keeps young
while he ie unmarried and & girl is
old at twenty-five, Brigid began to be
looked upon ag an old maid, Little
by httle the matohmakers had grown
tired of her rebuffs, and the lads
betaken themselves to mors willing
sweethearte. It soemed like enough
tbat there would be no marrisge made
under Brigid's roof tall little Maureen'’s
turncame, For no ona ever supposed
that Brigid would have paesed by all
the straight, handsome 1ads, with no
reproach to them out their poverty,
to take up at last with Tom Dwyer.

8till, stranger things have happen-
od, and Tom Dwyer's porsistence
knew no bounds. He was a little,
olderly, ugly fellow, and the only
thing that could be gaid for him was
that he wasn's a fortune-hunter, for
ho was well off himsel and could
have had his pek of the rich farmers’
daughters over Omagh side. But
Brigid never looked his way nor gave
him the kind word, so it ssemed like
enough he'd have his perseverance for
nothing.

When Msurcen was fifteen and
a pretty alip of a thing, a8 white and
soft, a8 bogootton, what should Brigid
do but send her to boarding-school at
the Convent at Omagh.

« You got on yourself -without the
book-learnlng, Brigid Neilly, said Mary
Laverty to her, and ehe gtood for the
opinion of tho neighbours.  ** What
is she that she skould be better than

ou?”

« 1 know the more what the want
of it is,” Brigid angwered, more pat-
iontly than she was used to,

« What'll you do with her after ?”
said Mary Laverty sgain. You
make her too good for her place.”

 Then her place must come up to
het,” said Bngid, and the eaying was
a datk one to the neighbours, but they
got uothing more for anawer.

It was while Maurcen was at the
Oonvent that Con Heffernan eame
into Brigid'a life, He was the son of
a farmer from the Finn Valley, and
nephow to Molsheen Beffornan, who,
dying the fall of the year, left ber
little place to the boy she had never
seen, It wagn't much of s place; &
little oabin with two windows upon
the flank of Blievedhu, snd looking
into Brigid'a kitchen chimney ; a fow
fields all heather and bog-cotton. But
the place was the woman's own to
Jeave, and tkse little fields might come
to something in the hands of & sieap-
ping lad like Oon.

o came into_the bogland like a
bit of sunshine, He had travelled about
to places where there are 1no mount-
aing up in the eky, and the ory of the
ges is never heard. Lonesome it
would be to them who opened their
©oyes on the mountains and beard first

o gea-song ; but if it wasn't in your
blood to care for these thinge, 1w be
the country like a garden, that Con
Heffernan tatked about, would be Like-
fier to make you biight and Iaughing
a5 Con was.

Ho got in to dig old Molsheen’s
ficlds a8 if he had a lifetime to do it
in, instead of getting the land ready
for the potatoos this side of Chri
It wan & mild,
the storms dels;

brighter autumn, and
od longet than usual ;
Heffernan at the
digging, you'd think he had the year
before him. i
Sing he would st his work, 8
thing unknown SoDg the ssd-faced
peopla thereabouts ; and his hexet was
more in the singing than in tho dig-
ing.  1f but the smallest ohild went
gly ‘the zoad he'd be striding over for &
Dbit of » talk, and &reuenﬂy the neigh-
bours found out what & pleasant isd
he was, and one of another wonld
come discoursing him for half sn hour
or s0—and a plessant half-hour in the

of | shelter of & sunny ditok, with » smoke,

for as long s he had &

‘isefnl he'd
share it with another. y Father

Dan shook his hoad at his new par-
ishionor.

« You're not used to our land, Con,”
he eaid. It takes more patienco
than a young ohild. Go on ag you're
going, my lad, and you won's 8eo 8
potato tho year.”

“Dlonty of time, Father,” COon
would respond with hig winning smile.
w Tl put the comether over them os
eoon a3 1 set to work in earnost.”

Tia walked into Brigid Neilly's kit-
chen one day to beg a 80d_of turf for
a light for hiz pipe,  Brigid answered
him shortly, for she wasn't under
Molsheen's farm not to know the way
the lad was idling his time. But
Gon’s oyes were full of admiration as
ho looked at her churning, and her
round nrma, brown and beautiful, bare
above the slbow.

Hoe bent to the smoudering turf to
blow it into a glow.  As he lifted his
head, he smiled at Brigid, whoso
grave oyet Woro upon him. Jt was
his way to amile roguishly at women ;
but somothing went through Brigid
liko & ehook. Her arms for a wo-
ment jerked at the churning and
stopped. Then she went on again,
bus the long lashes lay over her eyes,
aud the waves of colour ware throb
bing from her heart over hor bozom
and neok and into her quiet face.

1t was the beginning of Brigid’s

infatuation for Con Heffernan that
got all the wiso women wagging their
heads, and troubled Father Dan, who
knew all Brigid’s thoughts, and bhow
gimpls she was under her cleverness,
and how generous in giving her love.
He was sorrowful, but he et Brigid go
her way, and Con Heffernan was walk-
ing Brigid's fields like & master, and
Molsheen'’s land was left with the
spade sticking in tho bit of it that was
turned to show Oon Heffernan's in-
duatry.
There weve things said, bo sure, and
many a laugh over Brigids infatuation
for & boy ten years her junior. Bat
Brigid heard none of them, and went
abous handeomer than ever, as if &
lifo had come into her beauty and
made it glow and barn.

Tho most ill-natured couldn’t say
she was to be married for hor money.
Liet alone thet a ohild could see Ton
Heffornan had no craft in him, it was
plain that Le doted on Brigid. Some-
thing cama over him in these days
that made Father Dan, quietly ob
servant, whisper to himeelf that may-
be Brigid was going to make & man 0
the lad. There was that in Oon's
careless blue eyes when he looked at
her that said ho knew he wasn't good
enough for her,  * Nor you wouldn't
bs, Com, my boy,” said the riest
under his breath, after he had sur-
prised that look, ** not if you were a
thousand times tho man you are.”
8till, he knew that the humility was
a gocd sign.

Con was for having the wedding at
Kaster, hut Brigid in this one thing
stood out against him. Maureen was
to come home at the mideummar, and
she must have time to get used fo the
ohange before they were married.

« She has nlways been the first,”
gaid Brigid simply, and her eyes had
the pity of a woman's when Ler young
ohild is pushed vut of placa by & Iater

o, R

w {t is always Maurcen, Maureen,”
said Con Heffernan, half 1aughing and
half vexed. * You love her better
thun me, collen oge.”

+ No," said Brigid, 1 love you
the best, or 1 would not be afraid to
hurt her.”

Maureon know nothing of Con Hef-
fornan till she osme home at mid-
summer, pale as snowdrops in hez
black school-dregs,  Brigid teld her
when they were together in the room
in the thatch which hod been theirs
for more than twelve years. She wag
beautiful s she told_ it, all flushed
with love and joy, and her arma open
for Maureen-to come to her. Iut
Maureen'a blug eyes grew wider and
harder, and dismay covered all her
small face. Instead of going into
Brigid'a loving embrace she turned
away her face—dark and frightened.

 But what is to become of me, Bri-
gid Neilly ? tell me that. What ia to
besome of me 2” she eald, with cold lips

Brigid drew her to her,

“\Vhat isto become of you, Maureen
bawn asthore ?” she oried, ¢ What is
to besome of you? _ Why things will
be s8 they have been. Whisper,
avourneen. 1 have made my will and
it is with the counsellor at Fintona,
and if I die you take half and Con
takes half. You have your right in
this house, Maureen.”

« What talk have you of counsetlors
and willg, Brigid Neilly ?” said Mau-
reen fretfully, * You will brivgin &
gtrange man to the house, and 1 shall
have no place—I shall have no place.”

'And 80 she said for all Brigid's com-
forting, and Brigid watched her with
the eyes of & mother who ia sore ab
heart for her child's jealousy, yet loves
it the more,

Maureen turned a sallen face on
Oon Heffernan when he came in out
of the late sunset, snd the gold of it
on his hair. Con was of the kind
thet is not hn}:py under & frown, and
he set himeclf to win Maurcen’s fav-
our, At first ho went about it ‘sugh.
ing, for Maureen was only » child
But Maurcen urned her face from
him the more,

« He looks at you as if you were
the queen of the world,” she complain}
ed to Brigid, ** and me he treats with
mookax:y. Am 1 a child, {o be Iaugh-

at
After that Brigid spoke to Con
Heffernan that he ehould ity to win

tho child's friendship by greator grav-
ity, and he altored his ways to please
hor. Bu for long he had no roward
for his patience and his gentle ways
with Maureen, oxoopt only the grave
smile of approval with whioh Brigid
watohiod bim at his diffioult task.

Boon it was Soptember, and people
wero beginning to wondor if it was
not timo for Brigid's wedding. Brigid
hergelf bad not forgotien that she had
promiged Con thoy should bo married
about the quarter-day, but of late thoy
had not spoken of it. Oon had fallen
slsnt after a time of urging an im-
mediate marrisge, when to all his
prayors Brigid had answered only:
+ Give mo time, lot Maureen como
round. I couldn’t be happy if she
were unhappy,” and this tiao Con
had noi repronched her with lov-
tng Maureen before him. Perhaps he
knew bstter.

At last the day was fixed, quite
suddenly m the end, for Father Lun
was gomg on a holiday and would
have no ono but himself to do the
marryiug of Brigid.

« Lot Maureen go baok to the con-
vent,” ho bed smd. *¢ A third s not
1n place n the house of a newly-mar-
ried couple, Afterwards, Brigid, child,
what will you do with her ?”

«She will stay here,” said Brigid,
with oyes of améazement. * This is
her home.”

«Send her back to her mother's
people,” sed Father Dan. * Make
what provision you like for her, but
send her back.”

“ AL, eaid Brigid, * You think
the jealousy will be on her, and she
will make a ghadow by my hearth.
But she ig a child, and tho jealousy
will pass.”

 Be said by me, Brigid,” urged the
priest. * Send hor home to her own
people.”

But Brgid shook her head, aud the
priest gaid no more.

Her wedding olcthes were made,
apd her house get in order, when one
night she wakened in the early moon-
light and ‘missed Maureen’s soft breath-
ing from her little bed in its dark
corner. Usually Brigid was & sound
sleeper, because of her industrious
life all the long days in the fields, but
approaching her wedding she was too
happy for euee;x)‘,.I

Bhio called Maurcen once or twice
and received no answer. Then ehe
gprang up in the moonlight and went

¢ | to the bedside ; but there was no one

there.

_Bhe went down tho ladder mto the
kitohen. Shep, the collie dog, lay in
the do rway ag if on guard, and the
place was full of moonlight from the
open door. Brigid ran down the
pathway from the gate calling Mau-
reen's name, but there was no answer.
A sudden great terror loapt into her
heart. Could the child have wandered
away from hes into the world of wkioh
gho knew go little 2 And. if so, where
shonld she look for her? As she
gazod fmntiuau{wup and down the
bare patohea of bog the dog tugged at
her akirt.

o ALY gighed Brigid, with a groat
relief, * you know where shieis. Take
me to her, good dog ; good old Shep.”

Tho dog looked up at bor and then
led the way. Brigid followed. It
ook lier through the stackyard and
down the rutty boreen to a group of
hazel-trees in the middle of a little
field overhanging a holy weli. Far
off Brigid saw the glmmer of some-
thing white and guessed it to be

Maureen, Her feet weni on the
quicker.
But a8 ¢he came nearer she saw

there wore two people. With & great
throb of fear that made her stop &
minute she saw that Maureon had
flung berself on the neck of a man.
She could see the girl's face lifted in
the moonlight, but the mez was half
turned away, and he looked as though
his eyes were on the ground,

Brigid was for rushing forward to
soatoh her lamb from the wolf who
had led her into deceit sud stolen
meetinga by night, but a8 she would
have smvpriced the pair, Maureens
voice broke out in words that turned
Brigid's heart fo stone.

+ You think too much of her, Con

Heffernan,” the voice complained.
«You think too rauoh of her and too
little of me, She is old and we are
young, It is we should be happy and
not hee.”
-« Whisht, Maureen, darling,” said
the man, * Bhe is as muoh too good
for me ns the saints above, But her
heart is in me. Are we going to
break her heart 2"

Brigid listened to Con’s struggle to
be true to her without hearing.
Maureen's werds had seomed to kill
something in her suddenly, It was
enough for her to seo them there.
Con’s arms tight around Maureen,
Con’s lips upon her bair. Aa she
tarned snd went back Con's voice
followed hor, but she heard withcut
knowing what he said,

« Qome, asthoreen,” he was saying.
«Iot me take you home. ‘'Tis no
thing for & little girl to be out like
this, snd 1'd no "i‘;& to be listenin’
to you when you asked me to oome."”

Brigid Iay a'\ night cold as & stone.

When the dsy came she stood by
Maureen's bed and bade her go to her
mother’s people.

« Go,” she said bitterly, “*and never
darken my door sgain, If you were
starving I'would keep a crust from
you; if you were dying of thirst I
‘would keep water from: you: Go,
‘while you aze ssfe ftom me.”

Bhe went out of her house and
stayed away all: evening;.snd when

gho came back Maurcen was gono. 4
day or two later all the neighbors
know Maurcen had gone to lher
motber's peoplo and that Gon Heffer-
nan had followed her. Then there
wag pity for Brigd; but tbo firat
comors with eurlous sympathy found
the door ahut in thew faces, Irven
Fatior Dan, who loved Brigld liko a
father, foll mlent before her white
faco. - Botter let hor be,” said he
to himeci, as ho turned from her door
with his head on his breast * Only
God oan heal such a wound.”

But sensations were not over. Be-
fore Father Dan could start on his
holiday, Tom Dwyer was with him on
a business which made the priest stare
with surprise and dismay, DBrigid's
wedding day was fixed. There was
to be no alteration ex sept in the hride-
groora, Father Dan implored Brigid
to wait-—not to marry n & roment of
aoger and despair, 3rigid tooked at
him with a set face ard again ho fell
silent. On & wet aitumn i

or's house, They camo
for hours, ate and drank,
prayed, departed, and camo again.
Then through the fover of the milk
and the orying of hot lamb in tho rain,
Brigid Dwyer heard what someone
was gaying, that Maureen Heflornan
wag like to die, and the ohild pining
to death for tho want of the broagt-

Brigid Dw
and went

milk,

Slie stood up from tho corner where
ghe was sitting and drow hor shawl
about hor head, Lefore they knew
sho had gono cut from amongat them.
Her husband caught her up as she
wont. For a moment he thought her
mind had given way. Then, 88 he
looked in her face, he eaw the strange
hope that had broken over it

« Go baok,” ghe said, * and stay
with him, 1 go to feed Maureen’s
ohild; and as 1 do to her may the
Mother of God do to me and mine ”

She stood at tho door of the wrotched
cabin where a gaunt man, the ghost
of Con Heff: orouched by the

whon the rain beataga net the windows
of the mountam chogel and the liwtle
crops of the poor peoplo were washed
out of the earth, Tom Dwyer aud
Brigid Neilly woro made man and
wife.

One condition Brigid had mado was
that Tom Dwyer should come to her
Liouse, not sho to his, ond so it was.
They settled down together, and
things went or_well enough to all
ghowing. Only Brigid's husband and
the priest guessed at the tragedy be-
hind Brigid’s set face.

Con Heffornan and his young wife
were living up there in the cabin that
Jooked down on Brigid's thatoh, Tom
Duwyer often cast an eye that way and
noticod that things looked poorer than

ever. Rumors ocame to bim that the
young ocouple wero not happy and
tWere very poor. Maureen hadn't the
health for the hard life and poverty,
and though you might see Con work-
ing day after dayin the web bits of
fields, it was plain that the man
wagn'c making much out of it. He
Tost his brigk and his b

looks little by little. Maureen wailsd
and complained incessantly, till the
heart would have been taken out of &
better man than poor Con.

If Brigid knew these things, she
made no uiEn. Bhe went her old way,
managiug her place, and buying and
gelling her cattle ag of old, not as it
her man had lifted anything of a
burden off her. And, indeed, Tom
bad his own affairs to look to.

In the year that followed their max-
riage things did well with them—as
well ag they did badly up at Molsheen's
farm. No one noticed except Tom,
and maybe the priest, that the light
had gone from Brigid's eye, and the
coloar from her cheek, ~ But Tom
knew it all ; hia love taught him.

Ho was a litilo, ugly follow was
Tom Dwyer, yet when you knew him
you forgot the plainnese of his looks,
for his heart was sound as » nub.
Patient he was with Brigid, waiting
and hoping for her heart to come to
him., Yet if she noticed his kindness
and his oare for her, she never made
him a sign.

1t was noar hand the time that
Brigid was expeoting her baby when
Tom Dwyer first mentioned Con Hef-
fornan’s name to his wife,

«There's sickness and poveriy up
there, he eaid, nodding his head to-
wards the cabin above them, * an’ the
woman near her time like yourself,
Brigid asthore.”

Brigid looked over her flourishing
fields and laughed.

« What of it, Tom Dwyer?" she
agked.

« Bhe's your own flesh and blood,
asthoreen,” gaid the man timidly,

w] gaid I'd seo her hungey and
thirsty,” said Brigid, 1 won'%t go
back of my word.”

«'Pig not the heart of you that's
speakin’, Brigid, my woman,” said

om Dwyer. “ We can gpare them

embers, nnd in the corner Mau-2en
lay silent with the child oreeping and
crying against her. Qon Heffernan
stood up and his face was humble.

«If you come in friondship, Brigid
Dwyer, you aro woloome,” he 8aid; “if
you come in hatred your vengeauce is
here bofore you.”

« My ohild is dead,” she answered,
wand he sends mo to give his milk to
your ohild.”

‘A she gaid it her eyes looked at the
man with indifference, hardly seeing
him, indeed. Her heart was with her
dead lamb out in the rain, and what
elgo thore was was turning to the dead
ohild's father.

She still stood at the throshold of
the house, and on her face the bright-
ness grow. X

& God ave all here I she paid, with
the familiar Irish greeting. Then she
went to Maurean’s side, and took up
the orying babi. Hungrily, hungrily
she hold it to her breast, and as the
child fod, her faco grew almost happy.
She heard no more the orying of her
Ismb in the rsin; and softly, softly
with the milk her teara bagan to flow.

So Brigid Dwyer took the ohild of
the man and woman who had betrayed
her and fostered it. And the child's
mother came back to lifein time, be-
ocause of the esso and comfort that
Brigid Dwyer brought het. But when
sho was well, and the ohild weaned,
Brigid gave her the half of her farm
and went away to live with her hus-
band the other side of the monntain.

——— -

Indlan Famino Conditions in Manitoha.

A correspondent of The Weekly Sun
sometime sinoe deelared tLat the Qali-
cians losated in the Northwest were
doing well, and were in & {air way to
besome comfortably well off. A cor-
respondent of the Winnipeg Nor
Weuter now tells a very different story.
He saya: Your correspondent hag
juat intetviewed & gentleman who has
returned from the Galician colony
north of Yorkion, and his tale of
guffering bad better be told in his own

words ¢

I have lately roturned from a tri
to the Oalician colony at Crcok
TLiake, north of here, and if I had not
seen with my own eyes the miaer{
that these poor people are living in
ghould not have beleved it possible
that in our prosperous Dominion such
squalor and poverty exigted, It is
puinful to note the emaciatad forms
of litsle children, and more painful
still to look at is the glassy eya of de-
spsir and haunted oxpresgion display-
od on the countenances of their mo-
thers, but suoh a sight it has been my
misfortune to look upon,

«The first house (if it could be
oalled such) that I visited, contained
» man, his wifo and five children, all
living together in one room 10 foet
long by about the same wide. Thero
was no bed, bedding, or farniture of

desoription wk in the house

something for the sake of the childh
that are comin’.”

But Brigid turned on him in a

her sight that dared to name the
woman's child to her, and vowed again
that she would see Maurcon begging
for life, and laugh tc refuse it to her.
Tom Dwyer was {rightened for her,
and gaid no more.

Brigid's ohild oame into the world,
a weak, ailing little thing, that did
nothing but ory. But when it was
born, Brigid seemed like a new woman.
She lay with it against her breast,
hush-o-ing to it, and with eo soft and
happy » emilo on her face that they
trembled to tell her the child bad no
strength to live, For a little whils
she held her heaven of happiness;
then it seemed to drift from her, and
a3 the knowledge came to her, it was
as though someons was cutting bits of
hor heart away with s knife. Yet,
through all the faar and the avguish,
her sound health brought herself back
to life and strength,

It wa.. after those hours when Brigid
had watohed the ohild dying, and
prayod hard for God to take it, that
she turned to her husband and gave
him ihe first kiss of her own will
Hg had beon more than woman-tender
to her, and in that hour, for the first
time, the two hoarts met above the
-oradle of the doad ohild,

But all night, in the wind and the
rin, Brigid heard her lamb orying
outside in the night for the warm
breast he had turned from; and the
pain of the milk made hor like one
with a fever

In the morning those that: flock to-

gother whers thereis & death oame into

1

white fary, and bade him go out of | P

y p
and the woman was olad in the long
cheraise and serge rug peculiar to the
eople. The childron were, without
exoeption, olad in ouly one meagre
linen garment apicoe. The food of
the femily oonsisted only of snow
water and bread mede from XXX
flour. The second house visited by
me was built of s0d and was about 10.
foot by 16, The back wall is about
four feet high and it possesses ons
window. In this palstisl residence
livo three families, all in one room,
whioh is all that the house (?) con-
taing, six adalts and eight chldren,
No bedding or farniture of any dee-
cription whatever ocould be detested
around the place. The woman and
ohildren were olthed exasily like
<hose of the fitat house I visited.

+ Bat why prolong the agony of de-

soription? 1 ocould mention dozens
of similar cases, but refesin from do-
ing £0.”

n the House of Commons on Mon
day, in reply to & question by Mr.
Davin, Mr. Sifton_asid that in his
opinion it was quite impossible the
above report could be correst. He
would, however, take immediate steps
1o have the matter inquired into,

et et

Free and oasy expeotoration immedi.
:tely relieves il:In_d the ugout :s‘d
ungs from viscid ph)ﬁ:n, and a modis
cine that promotes & is the hest
medicine to use for coughs, colds, inflam.
mation of the lungs and affections of
$he throat aud chest. This 1 precisely
what Bicklo's Anti-Consumptive Sym‘,i

ia a specific for and wherever used
has _given unbonuded satistactions
like it becauss it is pleasant,

adults like it because it relieves and
cures the diseases



