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The Yiolef,

Horo sho §s again, thu Jeur,
Swootest vortal of the year,
fn bur Nittlo purple bood
Brightening the havdsomo wood.

We who, sotacthing worn with care.
‘Lake the road, tind uvaware
Joy that hcartens, hope that thrills,
Love our cup of lifa that tills,

Sinco in spriug's remenbered nooke,
Litting faiu fawmiliar looks,
Onco agatn with curtsylog graco,
In tho samo doar lowly placo,
Qe His raauual afpn hath sot

1u the tender violet.
Margarot E. Savgster, fo * Horper's
Mageztno."* .
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Tim....
PDaly’s—=
oy [Qepentance

When the story wap told to mo 1
thought it infinitoly sad and pathetic.
1 wish I could toll it as I heard i, but
having soaut skl as a narrator, I fear
I cannot. I can only set down tho
faole ay thoy hsppened, and in my
balting worde they will read, I fonr,
but badly and oarely; andif in the
reading Will be found no trace at all
of the tears which awoke in me for
this little human tragedy, I am sorry,
wmore sorry than I can say, for my
want of skill. Indeod, I would need
to write of it with a pen stoeped in
ieara It is the story of a hard and
fulile repentange—futilo, in that
amenda could never be made to those
who had been sinned againat; but
surely, surely not futlle, inasmuch as
no hour of human pain is ever wasted
that ie 1aid before our Liord, but rather
is gathered by him ia Hig pitifal
hauds, to be given back one day ag &
harvest of joy.

 Whisht, achora, whisht! sure I
kpow you never meant to hurt me or
the child.” The woman, obildishly
young and slight, who spoke, was half
eitting, helf lying, in a low rnsh-bot-
tomed ohair, 1n the poor kitchen of a
small Irish farmbouss Her small,

ratty face waa marked with premature
ﬁnu of pain and oare, aud now it was
paler than usual, for across eyebrow
and ohoek extended a livid, dark
bruise, a8 if from the blow of a heavy
fiet, and over the pathetis, drooping
mouth there was & orusl, jsgged out,
this evidently oaused by a fall against
eomething with a sharp, projeoting
point. By her gide, in & waltled
oradle, Isy's puny, emall baby, about
@ year old, with ite small blue fingers,
olawlike in their leauness, clutched
olosely, snd with such a gray shade
over iln ploched festures that one
wight have thougbt it dying. The
young ausband aud father wae osst
Jdown before his wife in an atiitude
bespeaking utter t, and hig
{ace was hidden in_her lap; but over
the nut-brown hair her thin hands
went sofily, with oaressing, tender
strokings, and as the greal heart.
breaking sobs burst from him, the
teats rolled one after suother down her
wan little face, while her low, soft
woice went on tenderly, * Whisht,
alanna machies, whieht! suro it's
breakin' my hesrt yeare! Bure, bow
oan I bear it at all, at all, to listen to
yo sobbin’ like that " .

All the weary months of unkind.
ness and neglest wera forgotten, snd
she only remembered that her Jim
was “in sore trouble—Jim Daly thet
conrted her, her husbwund, and her
baby's father ; not Jim Daly the good
fellow at the public-houss, who would
go from it on a morning with his doge,
the young muguh consantiog, for &
hant on the lord’s Isnd.  Alwaya resdy
o tako a trest or stand oo ; always
he firat in every acheme of convivia-
lity, drowning hestt and mind and
conesience in cheap snd bad whiskey;
while at home, ou the little hiliside
farm, orops were Yoiting, haggard
lying smpty, land untillud, snd poverty
and hunger threatening the little home,
and day sfter day the meek, uncom-
plairing young wife was growing thin-
and psler, and helines deepening
ber face wheve no linea should be,
Three years had gone by eince the
od?ng that ;w&ed In:t the gate
of » happy future for those two ye!
things, who loved exoh ather trn{y.‘:;g
almost sinoe tbat wedding day Jim
Daly had been going steadily down-
hill. Not that he was vicious at ail ;
he was only young and gay and good-
natured, snd so sought after for thoss
thinga, and he haa a fine baritone
voioe thst could roll out * Colleen
dhas oruitheen na mo” with 1ste
power end tenderoess, and when the
rare ap..its who heid their merry.
makings in the Widow Doolan’s public-
house mghtly would come seeking o
draw him thither with many flatter-
ing words, he was not strong onon%h
{0 reeist the temptation; and the

oung wife—they were the mereat
ioy snd_gitl—was too gentle in her
elinging love to stay him. So things
bad gone steadily from bad so worse,
and instead of only the nights, much
of the days as well were spent in the
ginshop, and at last the time eeme
when people begsn to shake their heads
over bonoy Jim Dal{ ag & sonfirmed
drunkard, and the d boyish
fase goiting s sodden look, and the
onee frank, oloar ¢yos refased to look
at one either frankly or clearly, put
shufied from under a friend’s gase un-
sasily and painfolly -
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Last, night, howaver, tho olimax had
aomo, when, realiug home after mid-
night, the tender little wife, with her
baby on hur breast, had opemed tho
door for him, and hod atood in ths
dooeway with some word of pain on
har lips, and he feoling hia progress
barred, bub with no eonso of what
stood thore, bad struck out flercely
with hig great fiat, and stricken wifo
and oluld to the ground, And Win
nie’s mouth had cowe with vruol forco
against o projeating eormer of thy
droegor, and g hand kad murked
darkly Ler soft fage, and sho and the
Littlo on wore both brulsed and ijured
by the fall,

Wo have seen how bitter poor Jim’z
ropentance was whon ho oame to him-
aclf out of his drunkon eleep, and i
presence of it ua wife, womanlike for-
ot overything but that ho neoded hor
utmost love and tendorness, Bat il
sbu was forbesring to him out of ber
areat love, hus hittle brown old mothor,
who had been sent for hoatily to her
farm two miles away, spared not atalt
to him what sho called the rough eide
of hor tonguo,

Angd whon tho dootor came from his
hioms aoross tho blue mountains, and
shook his head ominiously over the
baby, and dressing Winnie’s wan face,
gaid that the blow on tho foreliead by
just missing tho templo had esoaped
pewng » deathblow, tho cld woman’s
borror and indiguation againat her
son were great, BEuat tho dootor had
gono now, with u lindly word of choor
at parting to the poor sinuor, and with
an exprogsad hope of pulling the baby
through by oareful attontion and
nursing. Theso it was sure to have,
beosuse Jim Daly's mothor was the
best nurse in ail Tipperary, and, de-
spite the very rough side to her tongue
on oroasion, the gentlest and most
kind-hearted.

Theso two wero alone now, and the
room wag quite silent except for the
man’s oceasional great sobs, and the
low, sweet comforiiag voice of the
woman.

Presently the door opened agaii,
thie time to admit a priest, » hale,
ruddy-faced man of fifty or 80, spusred
and gaitered as if for riding, who
coming to them quiokly with s keon
Jook of concern and pain in his olear
eyes, and drawing a chair closer, Iaid
one large band on Jim's bent head,
while the other went out warmly to
take Winnie's little, cold fingors. *My
poor, poor ohildren!” he sail, and
under that true, loving pity Winnie's
tears began to flow anew. Heo wes
eorely troubled for tbese ; he had bap-
tizod them, had ad. itted both to the
snoraments, had joined their hands in
marriage, snd he had tried vainly w0
stop this poor boy’s easy descent to
evil, and now it had ended so. In the
new sllence he was praying rapidly
aud softly, aeking the Lord to make
this & means of bringing back the
strayed latab to His fold Theu he
spoke sgain ¢

¢ Look up, Jim, my ohild; you
needn’t tell me anything about 1. I
know all, Lok up, sud tell mo you
are going with ma to the altar of God
to kneel there and ask His forgiveneas,
snd promise Him that yon will never
again touch the poison that has 20
oearly made you the murderer of your
wife and ohild. It is His great meroy
that both are spared to you to-day,
and the dootor tells -ne that he hopes
to bring the baby theough ssfely, so
you must chesr up. And it will be &
new lify, will it not, my poor bay, from
thia day, with God'a good help ?"

And g0 Jim lifced bis head, and smd
brokenly :

" uo\{ bless you, Father, for the
kindly word. Yis, I'm comin’ back to
duty with His belp, und I thaok Him
this day and His blessed Bt. Patrick,
that they held my hand. Oh, sure,
Father, to think of me layin’ & hand
on my purty oclleen that 1 love better
nor my lifs, and the Jittle weany ohild
that laughed vp in my face with bis
two blue eyes, and orowed for me to
1ift him out of his oradle ! But with
the help of God, I'm going to make up
to them tor it wan day, Bat, Father,
I won't sty here whers my {amily was
aimays respeoiable and held up their
heads, to have it thrown into my face
overy day that I had nigh murdered
my wifeand obild. Sure 1 could never
rise under suok a shame as shat. Give
we your blessin’, Father, for me and
Wionie uas settled it. 1'm goin’ to
Ansiralia {o begin s new Lfe, and the
wother’s snug, and'il keep Winnie and
the ohild till I send for them, or make
money onough to come for them.”

The priest looked st him gravely,
snd‘ pondered  fow minutes before hia
reply.

"yWell, 1 dox't know but you're
right. God onliﬁhhn you to do whai
is for the best. It will be a complete
breaking of the old evil ties and
{azcinations, it all events, and as you
sy, the mother'll be giad ‘o have
Wiunia and her grandson.”

And & week later, wife and child
being onthe highroad ta aonvalescsnae,
Jim Daly ssiled tor Australia.

This wae in February, and outside
the litlle golden thatehed farmhouse,
the birds were calling to one another,
wildly, olearly, making believe, the
little mad mummers—Dbeoause spring
waa riotoua ia their blood—ibat each
wes not quile visible to the other
under his canopy of interlsod boughs,
bare againet the sky, but that rather
it was June, the oclose leafy
bowers Jet $hrough only a little blue
sky, and » breath of by :y wind, and
2 {lms radiance of gor and green,

and that so they must perforos signal
[ u:h.ooﬂu{ thele whmg:u.

Bomo tn tho thatch wore neat build-
ing, bui those littla weary drones
wore ewaylog to and fra on the bare
boughs, delirioue with the now d(~llghi
that bad como to them, for spring
way here and thero was & subtlo fra-
geonco of her breath ou the air, and
all ovor ¢he land, for the cound of her
faol passing there was a stzange ahr-
ring of unbora things romerhere out
of sigbt, and where oho hud trodden
wero springing suddenly ringy end
oluntery of fams vnowdrops, aud ten-
der, fl me-coloured orosuses, and dou
bie garden pruaroies, aud the dear
red-brown velvet of the wall-flowers
fovely aemimst the dark leaves.

Fobruary sgain—but now far away
from tho mountain sude.  In tho eity,
where no sweot prezaonition of spring
comes with thoso firat days of her
veign, and in tho slume that orouch
migerably atout the statoly cathcdral
of 8t Patriok’s huddlmlf‘ squalidly
arouud ua foet, where the lovely tower
of 1t sonra far away into the bluo
heart of the eky. It is a bluo sky
—blue ag 1t can_ be ovor any spread-
ing range of golemn hills, for poor
Dublin has fow tall factory chimneys
to defilo it will smoke—~and there are
little feathury wispe of whits oloud on
tho blue aky, that lie quite oalm and
motionless, despite the fact that a
bright west wind is flying.

It is 8o warm that the window of the
room 10 ono of the moat rquatd tenc-
mont houses of the Coombe 18 a liitle
open, and thelw!ud stenla in softly,
and sways to uud fro tho olean, white
ourlaing ; for this room is poor, but
not equalid and grimed a8 tho othors
are, The two emall beds are covered
with spoblessly white qrilts, and the
woodon dressor behind tho door is
spotless with 1ta fow household uten-
61ls sbining in the leaping firohght ;
and opposite the window i3 a small
altar carefully and nestly tended,
whereou are two pretty statues of the
8acréd Hoart and our Blessed Lady,
and aé the foot of these, no gaudy,
artifioial flowers, but » suowdrop or
two and a yollow oroous, laid lovingly
in u wineglass of water,

It is all very olesn and pure. but
alas ! 18 is & 8ad room now, despite all
that, boosuse—oh, asursly cthe very
saddest thing in all the sad world 1
there is a little obild dying there in
its mother's arms,  And the mother
iy poor little Winnle Daly, far from
Tipperary and the good priest, and
the pleasant neighbours who would
have been neighboura to her, and
bere, in the otuel oity, abe is watching
her one little son dle. He is lying on
bie small bed with his eyea closed—a
little, pretty, fair body of seven—his
bresth coming var{ {aintly, and the
golden ourls, dank with the death
dew, pushed restlossly off his fore.
hesd, with the two gentle little hande
arossed meekly on each other on his
breast. His mother, her fase almost
a9 deaihly in its pallor and emaciation
at his, 18 kneeling by the bed, her
ijollow hair wanderivg over the pillow,

er head bent low beside his, and her
oyes drinking thirstily every change
that passes over the sraall face, where
the geay shadows are growing grayer.
They have lain so for a long $ime witk
no movement disturbing the solomn
sllence, except onoce, when her hand
gaen aut tenderly to gather into it the
little, oold, damp ope. _But sha in aot
alone in ber agony, Two Sisters of
Meroy, in their black serge robes, arn
kneeling ench side of the bed, and
their sad, olear eyes are very tender
and watohful ; they will be ready with
help the moment it is needed, but now
the great beads of the brown roeary
at each onc’s g'rdle are dropping noise-
lessly through the white fiogers, and
their lipa sre moving in prayer. Qae
is strongely besuliful, with u stately,
imperial beauty ; but it is etherealized,
pitituslized to an degree,
and the flowing serge robes tbrow out
that noble face inlo fairer relief than
oould any emgrm’a purple and gold
brooade. Both women are wonder-
fully sweetfaced ; these nuns are al-
ways g0 pilying aud tender, besauwe
their daily and hourly contaet with
human pain and #in snd pusery must
keep. I thiuk, the warm bumsn
sympathies in them alive and throd-
bing always. Now there is a fuint
movement over the ohild's face and
Fwmbs, and the tall, besutiful pun
rizes quiokly, because, well-skilled in
death-bed lore, she scex that the end
osnnot be very far ofl.

His eyes open slowly, and wander
o little ot fieat ; then they come baok
6o rest on his mother’s fave, and rais-
ing oue small hand with diffioulty, he
touches her thin oheek ocaressingly,
and then hia hand falla again, aud he
says weakly, +* Mammy, lift me up.”

* Yes, my poor lamb,” poor Winnie
suswers brokenly, gathenng him up
in her arme and laying the little golden
head on her breast. He closes his
eyea again for & minute, then reopens
them, and his gaze wanlsrs avound
the room aei: secking something, snd
one of the nune understanding, goes
gently and bringe the few spring
flowers to the bedside; this morni
tender Bister Columba had earrl
them to him, knowing what & wonder
snd happiness flowers always were to
the litsle eorippled echild—for Jim's
little 1ad was orippled from that fall in
his babyhood, Hoe lies contentedly &
moment, and then says weakly, the
words dropping with painfal pauses
between each:

“ Mammy, will there—be grean
flelds in beaven—an’ primrosss—ac’
will I beabletoronthen ? Iwoaldn's
g0 to Orumlin last summer with the

boya--kase I was lame—-bu¢ they gat
primroses—an’ gy ras eome,”’

And 1t {g tho nun who anawers. for
thre mother's agonized whito lips oaly
sty dimly. - Yes, Jimray, darling
ttly obild, thore will be groon flslds
m heaven, and primroses; and you
will run and sing, and oue dear Lord
will bo there, and Bis Blessod Mothor,
aud o will smile 0 sco you pluying
about M fect”

Then sho hifts the great oruoitix of
ber rogary, and lays b for & moment
1ganrt tho wan baby'a Lipa thut sonlo
xently ou ber, and tho white oyelds
fall over the pansy eyes, and gradually
the soft sleep passes imperceptibly.
painlessly inta dosth  And oud nun
takes hira out of bis mothoer's arme,
and lays ham down softly on the pil-
lows and smoothes tho hittle fair hmbs
and passes o loving hand over the
trensparent ¢yoltds, und the other nun
gathers poor Winnie into ber tonder
armg, with ewoot comforting words
that will suroly holp her by and by,
but now aro unhoeded, becauss God
has meroifully givon her s ahort -
sonaibility  And the nun turng to the
other, with o eweet, soft fluttering
sigh stirring hor wistful mouth, and
saye, ** Poor datling! tho separation
will not be for long. Qur doar Lord
will very soon tay hor baby oneo moro
in hor arms,”

A fortmght later a bronzad and
beurded man landed on the quay of
Dabhin. It was Jimn Daly—a new,
grave, stroug Jiun Daly, coming home
now comparatively a wealthy man,
yxth monoy earned by steady industry
in tho gold ficlds, Thoro he had
worked stoadily for three years with
alwaye tho object coloring his hfe of
atouing for tho past, aad making fair
tho {uture to wife and child and mo-
thor, and the objest had been strong
enough to keep him apart from the
8in sud riolousness, aud drunkenness
of the camp, He would have been
persuagive tonguad, indeed, among the
wild lives who oould have persusded
Jim Daly to joiu in & caroueal, But
the worat living among the disgers
knew how to come to him for help
and advico when they needed it; and
many & gontle, kindly act was done by
bim in Vis quiet, unobtrusive manner,
with no oonsciousness in his own
wind that he was doing more than
any othet man would have done.

He had never written Lome in all
those years, though the thought of
those boloved ones was alwaye with
him—at getting up snd lying down,
in his dreams and daring the hours of
the working day. At fiest times were
hard with him, and for three yesrs it
was s dreary struggle for existence ;
and he oculd not bear to write while
everay day bis feet were elipping baok-
ward. Thon oawo the rush to the
goldflelds, and ke coming ou a luoky
vein, found Limeelf steadily making a
“pile” snd so determined that when
a cortain.sum was awarded he would
turn his steps homeward ; and beosuse
postal arrangements in those deys
wore 80 precarious, and the time ooou-
pied in transit of & letter s0 long, be
bad then given up the thought of
writing at all, watohing esgerly the
days drifting by that were bringing
him each day nearer home. 1In his
vundering life no letter had ever
reached him, but he never doubled
that they were all quite aafe; in that
litle peaceful hillside villaga and
oluster of farmsteads, life passed so
jonooently and wafely ; the people were
poor, but the Jandlord was Jenient and
they mausged 20 pay the rent he asked
without the starvation and misery that
existed on other esistes; snd apart
from the pain and destitution and sin
of the towns, the little colony seemed
also to be exempt from disease, and
the little grave-yard was long in Glling
“i: the funerals were seldom, unless
when sometimes an ord man or woman
oame to a pattiarchal age, wen! out
gladly to lay their woary old bones
under the long grasses and the green
gorrel and the daisy stars,

T'his had all been in his day, and he
did oot know st all how things had
ohanged.  First, after ho sniled,
thiogs hed goue fairly ; Winanie bad
gtown strong again, and even when

{a silonce graw obstinate, no shadow
of doubt orossed her mind ; she was
80 sure he loved her, and she knew he
would come bsck to her some day.
The first cloud on the sky came when
she baby developed some disease of the
hip, the result of the fall, and it
rofused to yield to all the dootor’s
treatment ; indeed it became worse
with time, and as the vears slipped by,
the ailing, puny baby grew into »
delicate, gentle ohild, fair and wise
and grave, but orippled hopelesely.
Then, the fourth year afior Jim went,
there came a bad aeason, orops failed,
and the cow diod ; and then, fast on
these troubles, the kind old landlord
died, and his plase was taken by s
schoo! boy at Eton, and, alas! the
sgenoy of his eataten was placed in the
hands of a certain J, P. and . L,
tales of whoee evictions on the estates
already under his oharge had made
those wimple peasants shiver by their
firesides in the winter evonings.
Then ¢o0 this peasefol mountain colony
came raising of rents like a thunder-
olap, followed soon by writs, and then
$he shcriff and the dreaded evicting
parties. And one of the firet 1o go was
old Mrs. Daly; snd when she saw
the little b.own house whereto her
young husband, dead those twenty
yoars, had brought her ss a brids,
where her children were born, an
from whoes doors ons after the other
the little frall things dead at birth, had
bean carried, till at last her sirong

bearty Jux camo-~when she saw the
golden thatol of it given to the flames,
tho honost, proud old heart broke, and
from the house of a kiudly noighbor,
where neightors’ hands ¢srried hoer
gontly, shio alzo went out, o fuw duye
lator, to jolnn her husbsnd and babes in
ihe ohurohyard houce, wheuce none
should seek 1o cviot thewa,  And
tho tronbles thickened, and famino
and f{cver and death camic; and the
gond  riest dioa toa—ol a broken
beart, ey eard. And eo iho last
friond wag gone—for the poeople, with
pain aud  death shadowing overy
hearthetone, woro overwhelmed with
their own troublea—aund poor Winute
and the littlo orippled son dnfted to
the oity.

And ar U times oll those thiogs
were happening. Jim Daly used to
stand at tho Jdoor of his tent in the
ovening, gozing gravaly away weat
ward, g soul's eyes fized on a fairer

He said, * Ood's will be done,”
mooha oally, bat I think his hears
wag brokon; no othor words came
froma his lipg exoept over and over
again, * Wile aud oaild | wifo and
ohild t Al littlo eripplod eon ! My
littlo oripplod son I

e
FIRESIDE FUN,

¢« Mawmus, I desa you'll kiave Lo tuen
the hose on me.” “ Why, dear?”’
*’laugo L'vv dot my ’cockings on
wrong »ide out.”

*¢ Any srpugement 1o this town to-
pight ?” asbed tho stranger. I
fanoy there's going to be leaturs,” ro-
plhied tho groeer; “I've besn eollin’
eges all duy.”

Beginming of the Yoar,—Firat Imp :
“The old man ecema to hi pratty
buay thess times” S.cond Iwp:
“ Yoz, Tz w the time he gots in

ve- on than that carap, or thog
sunset p that passed

beforo tho eyes of s body. He saw
the loug, green grassos in the pastures
at his home in Inmskeon. And he
saw Winnie—bis darlivg colleon—
comiug from the little houge-door with
he wooden pail undor hor arm for the
mitking, and sho was langhing and
singing, and her stop wag light; and
by Dor slde the little son with oheeks
liko spples in Aagust, and his violot
oyea dancing with pleasure, and the
Iittlefoet trotting, hureying, stumbling,
and tho fat baby hand clutchiug at
tho mothor's apron, till, with a
sudden, teader Jaugh she swung him
in her arms to a throno on her
oot Laraf o shouted 80
merrily that Ouslas, the grest gentle
whito cow, turned about, and ceased
for s moment her plasid chewing of
the eud, to gaze in some alarm at the
approaching despollers of her milk,

Oh, how bitterly sad that dream
geems to me, knowing the bitler
veality t That in tho equalid slums of
tho oity, the girl-wife was setling her
feet for death; that the little child,
orippled by tbe drunken father’s blow,
had never run or played gladly we
other ohildren do—never would do
these thinge unleas it would be in the
wide, green playing fields of heaven.

I will tell you how he found his
wife. [t was evening when he landed
st the Norih Wall, snd he found then
that till morning there was no train
to take him home; and with wbat
fieree impatience he thought of the
hours of evening and night to be lived
through before he could be on his way
to his beloved ones, one can imagine.
Then he remetbered that by a fellow-
digger, who paried with him in Lon.
don, he had been intrusted with &
wreath to lay on a certain grave in
Glagnevin; and with » ocertsin sense
of relief at the prospest of something
to be done, he unpacked the wreath
from among his belongings on his
strival at the hotel, and, ordering »
meal to be ready by his veturn, ho set
out for the cometery.

It was almoai dark when he reach-
od it and not far from olosing time,
sod the wreath deposited, he was on
his way to the gate agaln. Buddenly
his sttention was oaught by a sound of
violent coughing, and turning in the
direotion from whioh it proceeded he
eaw & womap’s figure kneeling by a
small, poor grave, For the dusk he
could bardly see her face, which also
was partly turned away from him;
but he couid see that her hands were
pressed tightly to her breast, as’ if
striving to repress the [rightful
proxysms whiok were shaking her
from head to foot,

Jim was tender and pitiful to wo-
men always, and now with & thought
of Winnie—for the figure was alight
sad girlish-looking—ho went over and
1aid his band very gently on the wo-
man’s shoulder, saying, * come, poor
soul{ God help ye ; yo muat come now,
for it's nigh on olosin’ time; snd,
sure, kneelin’ on the wet earth in this
eaw, foggy evenin’ is nc place for ye,
at all, at all.”

The oqughing had ceased, and as
he spoke she lovked up at him wildly,
Then she gave » great ory that went
siraight through the wuu's heart.
8he sprang up, sud throwing her thi..
arms around his nesk oried out;
« Jim, Jim, me own Jim, come baek to
me again! Oh | thank God, thank God |
Jim, Jim, don't you know your own
‘Winnie ?” for he was atanding stapifi-
ed by the suddenneas of it all. Then
he gathered the poor, worn body into
the happy harboursge of his arms,
snd for & minute, io the joy of the re-
union, he did not even think of the
steasngoness of the place in whioh he
hed found her; and mercifally for
those first moments the dusk Lid
from him Liow deatbful was the face
his kisses were falling on, Then,
suddouly with a dreadful thuuderous
sbook, he remembered where they
were standing, and I think even before
lie orled out to know whowe was the
geave that in his heart he koew.

1 osnnot tell you how sho broke
it to him or in my feehle worda spesk
of thix man's dresdful anguish ; Lunly
know that with ibe while mists en-
{oldiog them, aud the litile ohild lying
a$ their feet, aka told him ail.

“ An’, derlin’ I'm goin’ too,” she
said, ** an’ even for the sske o stayin®
wid you I oan’s stay. l'm o tited.
like, an’ you'll way *God’s will be
done,’ won't ye, achora? And when
the hawthorne’s out in May, brin
some of iv hero; an' Jim daclin’ 1’
be layin' here s0 hq:s—hlm an’ me,
an’ his lille ourly head ou my breast,
an' his liiile acms olaspin’ my neck.

8
haadad

hi3s paving matcrial, you know.”

A Home Oat.—Teacher : « What
do wo loarn from tho story of Ssm.
son?” Tommy (with unpleasant ro-
sults still mamfost) : ¢ T'hat it doogn’t
pay ter ave womun folks out a foller's
bair.”

** Well, Sambo, how do you like
yoar new place ?” ¢ Berry well,
meesa”  « What did you have for
your breakfast this moraing 2 v Well,
you goe, mssus biled three oggs for
hersell, and gave me de brof.”

An Omission.—Literary  Editor :
« What a vivid acoount 18 given in
¢ Qao Vadie’ of the burning ot Ramel”
Fire Editor: " Yes; but it's moom-
plete. There ien's a word about the
loss to the insurance companios,”

Possibly the Explanation.—Beneve-
lent old gontleman (poiuting a moral
to village sobool-children): * Now,
wliy do I take all the trouble to leave
my home snd oome over hero and
gpoak to you thus ? Can any boy tell
me?" Bright Ohild (ionocently):
¢ Pleass, sur, p'raps yeow lolkes to
‘ear yourself taak, sur 1

# My good man,” said the sovere
lady, ** have you ever stopped to think
how much money is wasted eash year
for tobaceo and rum ¢ ¢ tlo, mum,
1 hain'’t,” avawered the object; *il's
etakin’ up sll my time jist now to
figger out how many pore families
could be supported on the price of
the extra oloth women puts i their
sloeves.”

One of the Deans of the Exeter
Oathodral was: vulkini along one of
the lanes adjacent o the city recently,
and appeared to have got somewhst
out of bis latitude. He was met by
two little urohine returning from
school, when the Dean stopped them
and asked one of them : I;ow far is
it to the station,my boy #” The lad
eyed his kneo breeohes and shori coat,
and replied : ** About & moile, mister,
Wot'sup? Yer an’s lost yur bioyels,
'ave eo ?”

Thias venerable joke turns up in Tit-
Bits: A gentleman ealling at s hotel
lofs his umbrells in the stand in the
hall with tke following insoription at.
ached to it : * Thisumbrells belongs
to » man who oan deal & blow of two
hundeed and fifty pounds weight. I
shall be back in ten minutes.” “On re.
turning to seek hiy rogerty, he found
in its place & card thus inscribed :
“This card has been lefs by & man who
oan ran twolve miles an hour. Ishall
not come baok.”

There was & storm blowing and the
stesmehip rolled a little. ** Oaptain,”
aaid the nervous Qolonial Bishop, who
was returning homeward after th-
Jubilee, ** Osptain, do you think we
are in apy danger?' ‘The captain
looked grave. * The way the men
are ing in the engil iz
something shooking. Do they know
their peril ?” whispered the Bishop,
“1 oan mesure your Lordehip,” said
the captain, * that the men wouldn't
ss mach a8 whisper an osth if thers
were sny danger” The ses grew
rougher. Hslf an hour later the
Bishop might have been seen listening
to the men'a voices over the gangway.
¢ Thank Heaven!” he murmaured,
+ they are.at it still I

—————

St. Joseph’s Unilonw.

Qrrawa, April 80.—Bt, Joseph's
Union—Frenoh-Canadisu benefit so-
oiety—to-dsy marks sz imgortant
event in his history. The firat session
of the federal counsil of the uniom,
since ite eatablisbment in 1808, will

this ing, and conti
during next week.

A grand parade will be held to-
morrow morning before mass, and
then all will proceed to the Basilios,
whe: " sorvice will b held and a ape-
cial sermon given by Rev. Father
Kuapp, the Dominieat presoher.

HEART HOPR
Raleed Ju au Inatant Alter the Use of Dr: Ag-
wow's Cure for the Hoart~4 Petent Ligald

Remedy—And No Cane Tou Acute for tme

mediste Rollet and Cortaln Cure,

‘ For fithoon years I was & groat suf-
forer from hoart disease. All thia while
I was in the hands of onoot our best phy-
sicians, from whom the only encourage-
ment I could obiain was thet I was li-
able to drop off a$ auy mowent, Ibad
mauy times read of oures made by Dr.
Aguew's Curefor ihe heart. Wuinguoed
40 iry » bottlo of thin oure, and to my
» 00 the very first dose gave meim-
e relief.” 1 felt encouraged and
persisted. Before the first bottle was
taken thodmpsg‘whioh liad sorely ‘roui
P

bled me, had , and wi

bad m})\old Ty seocnd bolite I felt as
well as 1 had ever fold.” Mrs, Jobn A,
James, Wisrion,



