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and lnvolantarlly eho seized the 
door, a» if to prevent iti being opened. 
"Ob, not here ! ' and «he turned 
even paler than before.

11 The man'e right," replied Mary, 
ae ehe glanced up quickly at the 
number, which stood out ooneplou 
ouely on the fan light over the door, 
and pushing firmly put the girl, 
•aid abruptly, " Step out, mise, I will 
eee to your box." The poor girl, 
feeling ball mystified and dazed—for 
the weary journey had upset her 
much, and sitting so long silently 
brooding, had wrought her to a great 
state of excitement—crept out of the 
musty old cab, and then stood wait 
Ing with fast-beating heart on the 
doorstep, feeling sure all this must 
be a terrible dream. A strange 
feeling of faintness and helplessness 
stole over her as she thought of her 
lady mother dwelling in snob a dull 
place, and she pressed her band to 
her temples as If to recxll het 
scattered senses and ease the throb
bing pain there. The man had just 
succeeded in lifting the box from the 
root of the cab, when the house-door 
opened quickly and a delicate white 
hanu drew the trembling girl gently 
in. It was not yet dark enough to 
enable the rather feeble light sue 
pended in the hall to display the 
surrounding objects to their greatest 
advantage ; but Madge felt loving 
arms clasped around her, warm 
kisses npon her cheek, and heard 
whispered words of tender love, all 
as though in a dream—but the strain 
and journey had been too much for 
her—and she sank with a stifled cry 
of pain to the ground.

" My poor, poor darling !" said the 
mother anxiously, as she endeavoured 
to support the girl's drooping form.

“ Ah, I guessed, I feared it would 
be too much for bet I Go, Maty, 
and bring something to revive her."

" 0 mother, mother 1" gasped Madge 
faintly, " I am tired and weary. I 
don't know what ails me I" and ehe 
burst into a flood of bitter tears.

" Weep on, my child, it will relieve 
you and all the while the mother 
st cod' supporting het 
daughter, and gently smoothing back 
the curly chestnut hair, stood over 
her patiently and courageously, as 
though her own heart had no burden 
of its own to bear, no living, gnawing 
sorrow which slowly but surely was 
draining her life's blood away ; yes, 
there ehe stood, as though to console 
and support others was her first and 
only care. Mary eeemed touched 
with pity, and her bard face bote a 
ktndly expression as she handed her 
mistress a glass containing some 
restorative, and bending down, said 
proudly ; " Poor bairn ! ehe be a 
brave girl, for she's been awtul sick 
the whole way, and never once 
grumbled. I watched her but 
thought I'd best say nothing."

Madge's hat had fallen off, and 
heavy sobs shook her frame, whilst 
the mother fondled the head resting 
upon her, and soothed the flushed 
and burning cheek with her cool 
white hand.

“Ydh are better now, my pet," 
said Mrs. FilzUlan cheerfully, as 
ehe forced back her own .feelings 
and wiped the girl’s tearful eyes.

“ Let me look at my little daughter, 
my only child! Ab, dear onel you 
wÙl never know what it is to me to 
look upon you once more 1"

She could find, and drawing a low 
stool to her s'de, sealed heseell upon 
It, and rested her weary head beside 
her.

erate ; and for the future cease 
to plan. Leave it entirely In God's 
hands—wishful and anxious only to 
do His holy will. After all, dear 
child, believe me your life is far 
easier and your cross much lighter 
than that of many another whose 
names I could mention. Courage, 
then, little one, shoulder your disap 
pointmonte bravely, and remember 
it was the earnest wish of your 
friends and relations that you should 
not enter the religious life until 
you have seen a little of the world — 
in which 1 heartily coincide. So do 
not let me be dieeappointed in you ; 
let me hear of you helping, aiding, 
cheering and comforting all around 
you—tor you know well enough 
when to rebuke and when to en
courage, and in doing this, you will 
be thrice blessed, thrice happy. My 
hand is still too feeble to write much, 
but my heart and prayers are with 
and for all my dear ones. Perhaps 
‘the United Kingdom,' my ‘three 
English girls,’ as the children call 
you, own more than their fair share 
of my affection and regard.

“I bless you, dear child, with 
my heart. Pray often, then, for — 
Yours most devotedly in J. C.,

"Marik De Valois, Lady Abbess."
Over and yet over again Marie 

read this letter. She seemed to hear 
the firm tones, to feel the warm 
clasp of Lady Abbess's hand as she 
did so. How thankful she felt now 
for having had the courage to em
brace this very life of labour and 
love betcre the receipt of this 
letter. " You are right,” she said 
aloud. “ Your words are perfectly 
true, dear Lady Abbess. I am 
happier now—so much happier, for 
I feel that the 6leseing of God Is 
upon me." Then came dear Mother 
Agatha's letter, overflowing with 
love and kindness for her little 
favourite, bidding ber to be bright 
and happy, and look forward to the 
future ; telling her of the flowers that 
bloomed in her old pupil's garden, 
and how she culled the sweetest 
blossoms and placed them in the 
Lady Chapel at Out Lady's feet, so 
that the memory cf ber darling child 
might always be fresh and green in 
Mary’s heart; of how two fresh 
jonng novices had arrived, both of 
whom were known to Marie ; of how 
happy Isabel was, and how gentle 
and good she was becoming. All 
this and much more did Mother 
Agatha say, and long her little pupil 
sat dreaming and enjoying to her 
heart's content this budget of love 
from those ehe loved so well. Sha 
had almost forgotten that there was 
still another letter unopened— 
another treat untasted. “ Dear 
Bertie I" she exclaimed, seizing the 
letter, which had fallen to the floor, 
—“ to think I could be so thought
less ! '

She opened the envelope carefully, 
so that the dainty seal, with coat-of 
arms and crest, remained uninjured; 
then taking out three sheets of thin 
paper, tilled to the full—nay, even 
crossed—in Bertie’s handwriting, 
settled herself comfortably 
more for another good read. It was 
the letter which Beatrice wrote at 
the request of her father, and con
tained the inquiries concerning Miss 
Blake ; it also bore an earlier date, 
and should have been delivered some 
time before, but by one of those 
unaccountable accidents which will 
occur, do what we will, it had lain 
perdu for a fortnight and suddenly 
came to light. The latter was full of 
fun and frolic, of warm expressions 
of attachment and vows ol eternal 
friendship, and ended by saying : 
" We had arranged that you and dear 
Madge were to spand Christmas with 
us, but the doctor says that father 
must go to Naples or Rome far the 
winter months, and we are all going 
also. I am delighted at the prospect. 
Will not Percy and I explore ruins, 
and study art and architecture 1 You 
shall hear about our doings, and 
our return must pay us a long visit, 
my little darling Marie."

She folded her letters oatefully, 
and felt that her reward had corns 
when ehe least expected it, and she 
thanked God fervently for havifag 
given her strength to make her lit:la 
sacrifice ere He rewarded the recom
pense. Only one thing preyed upon 
ber mind; to whom did Lady Abbess 
especially allude when she said,
‘ Your lot In life is far easier and 
your cross tar lighter than that of 
many another whose names I could 
mention ?" Marie thought and 
thought. Was poor Madge, with her 
unassuming ways, her quiet but 
natural reticence, waa she one of the 
many suffering ones? ‘ God forbid ! ' 
and yet she sighed, “ I fear so much 
she is, poor uncomplaining Madge 1 
I will write to her again, and pray 
for htr."

It is ensugh for me to have made 
her happy for a few hours — the rest 
will follow soon bBowgh."

"Come, my darling, you have made 
me so happy with yeur merry chetter 
that I have fergottsn how tired yeu 
must be. it Is gettleg very late," 
she added, rising, "come to bed, little 
one ; we will have all tomorrow 
In which to continue our talk."

Madge was decidedly the taller and 
the heavier of the two, but by dint of 
a little squeezing and manoeuvring 
they managed to mount the rather 
dark and narrow staircase arm in
arm.

"This is yonr room, dear child, it li 
only separated from mine by this 
tiny dressing-room p and they 
entered a small, neat apartment, 
scrupulously clean, Evidently Mary 
bed had a hand here. There 
snow white look about everything. 
The white hangings on the bed, the 
table covers, the muslin which bang 
around the dressing table, the window 
curtains, all were dazzling white ; 
but the carpet was old and thread 
bare, the best pari of it had been 
swept away years ago ; whilst the 
colored dimity on the chaire 
faded and worn.

observers," like the bride at a wed
ding. Jim Donnelly was down from 
Progue's Point with his flute and 
AnnaOroaan had her new tnelodeon. 
Jim played a dhras till be became 
tired aad then Anna took up the 
music where Jim quit. There were 
three " full sets," an " orange and 
green,' an " eight hand " reel, a 
" jig," a ‘ hornpipe," end the “ black
bird " by Jim Ahern.

Yon who have never seen the Irish 
dances or have your Impressions of 
them from trevostles reproduced on 
the stage, have no worthy concept of 
what Irish dances really are. Yen, 
whose Imagination pictures noise 
and riotous laughter, the slamming 
of feet on mud floors and frantic 
leaping into air thick and fool with 
tobacco smoke—will yon not under
stand the poise, therythm and grace. 
Yon whose conception ot motion is 
limited to the monotonous waltz and 
its present-day imitations will prob
ably not sympathize with the 
complex, more artistic and exqui
sitely refined dancers
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undertaking that long journey In my 
•lead, and hope it has not overtired
yon."

" It's not me that would complain 
of weariness in doing anything for 
you, my ladv," answered Mary, 
dra wing her figure to its fall height, 
end eyeing her mistress with dignified 
respect over a loaf cf bread which 
she held in her hand—" It'e not for 
me to complain ot discomfort or 
aught else In that line, but may the 
Laid be praised for sparing my life 
and bringing me safe in health and 
limb ont of that wicked invention 
which tliee through the air screech
ing and howling I well, not like a— 
hingelic spirit, but like something 
the very boppotite of It, and from 
the motion of which me lege is still 
all ol a tremble. Why in the name 
of fortune folks can’t be content to 
travel respectably, ae their betters 
need to do afore 'em, is more than I 
can make ont. But, good Ler', I've 
seen enough of the wotjd the last 
forty eight hoars to last my life. 
There’s little room In It left for 
decent folks now. Bat, 
towards Madge with à look ol pleas
ure, she asked, " who s she like, me 
lady ?"

Mrs. FilzAllan had always been 
“Little Lady" by courtesy at het 
owu home ; the servants had always 
called her so, and Mary kepi up the 
title now. /

“ I have scarcely had a good look 
at her yet, Mary ; and ehe is feeling 
so tired, poor child, that it is diffloult 
to say whom she resembles the 
most."

" Wait until yon eee her looking 
bright and bonnie as I did, and you 
will eee my dear old master's eyas 
looking straight ont of he«s !"

" Really ? why, l shall love her all 
the batter for that 1"
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CHAPTER IX.—CONTINUED

Perhaps it was that Father Galle- 
her was more then usually moved 
when he saw the shy, sweet faced 
girl standing before the font with 
the half-starved and poorly clad 
Infant in het arms ; if so, mayhap he 
besought Heevon 
earnestness for a blessing on that 
baby's head, or it may have been 
that the little god-mother's prayers 
were ol weight, — certain it waa that 
John Ryan'e life was singularly 
blest, and many there were who after
wards affirmed that the youth must 
have carried his white garment 
unspotted bafare the judgment seat 
of God.

Tnan the pleasure ol taking 
clothes and dressing the little child ; 
It was difficult to tell which was the 
proudar ot the two, nurse ot mother, 
ae she held the baby up for inspec
tion in its nice clean garments, and 
heard it erow with pleaeore aa if 
well content and satisfied at the change 
ot events. How awkward ehe waa 
at first, however ; how hot and 
cold she went by turns, tor each day 
the baby grew stronger, end would 
kick and scream on its nurse's knee 
as ehe washed it, and often the poor 
mother lurched forward in alarm, 
lest her darling should tall cgf 
Marie's lap and be injured fatally. 
But all these tears wore gradually 
away as the girl grew more aeons 
tomed to bar work, and she found 
that tiny John was Winning tor him
self a warm place in her heart. .

How eften it happens when the 
heart has grown sick with hope de
ferred, expeetatione unrealized, when 
we have almest persuaded ourselves 
it is useless to hope any longer, 
and have bravely endeavored to 
mako the sacrifice Heaven seems 
to demand of us as heroically as we 
can,—that then, and not till then, 
the very thing we have so longed 
and yearned for presents itself un- 
expeobantly to us, and our hearts are 
flooded with such a depth ot joy 
and gratitude, much truer end more 
real than we should have felt bad 
out prayers and tears been instantly 
answered. So it was with Marie ; 
she had risen earlier than usual one 
morning, in order to be able to visit 
her little protégé in good time', and 
was returning home, leisurely- saun
tering down one of the lovely roads 
ot which there are so many in the 
outskirts ot Doblin, when to her 
infinite joy she saw the figure of her 
brother coming hastily to meet her, 
whilst high above his head he 
held two letters, which she guessed 
rightly were for her. Dropping the 
bunch of wild-flowers which she had 
gathered, ehe bounded forward to 
meet him.
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the Celt has 
evolved and made part ol his oontri 
bution to the poetry of the world. 
No wonder the dreamer the lover of 
long ago, looks-back and sighs for 
them.

" Oh, the days of Kerry dancing, 
Oh, for the ring of the plper'e tune 1"

Well, when there came a pause to 
the dancing, Jim Ahern called across 
to Mike Mikeen :

Yeb, Mikeen ; have you e'er a 
song yon could give us ?"

" Y erra, where would I get a song 
I'd like to know ? An' if 1 got 
itself, I couldn't get the tune."

“ An' why, I’d like to know."
“ Well, sure if I was to try to get 

the tune Father John would hear me 
where I'd be ont In tbo garden, an’ 
he'd come down an' chase me back 
to the River Deel to drown my 
voice."

“ Faith, Mikeen," ventured Jim 
Donnelly, “ he might be glad to 
know you could sing, so he'd Bind 
you up the gallery with tbo choir."

Well, Mikeen could not be coaxed 
to sing, and neither could Tam 
Hackett, who had a “ sore throat," 
net Jim Hogan, who waa “ hoarse." 
Several encouraging voices urged 
Anna Morgan, bat Anna was bash- 
fal. So was Kathleen Burns and 
Margaret Magee. It seemed ae if 
every most promising star must 
vanish out ef the firmament of song 
when Jack Clanoey, the weaver down 
near Athery, stood up and said :

“ It ye don't mind, I'm thinkin' 
o' givin' ye a stave or two myself."

“ That s talkin', Jack !" encouraged 
Mike Danabar.

To say the truth about Jack 
Clanoey he was not one of the major 
prophets ot seng.

“ Yeb, he dhrawls a good dale," 
was Jim Donnelly’s whispered com
ment.

Yeb, he does ; an' he screeches 
kind o’ when he goes up high like."

“ Ah, so. But he gets thlm started 
anyhow, so ‘tie aequal."

Well, Jack gave a few preliminary 
coughs for the purpose pt clearing 
his threat, closed his eyes and, while 
swinging head from side to side like 
a pendulum sang ;
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GUELPH, ONT.Mary Madigan was leaving for 
Australia, and a " white wake " 
always nreoeded a leave taking, just 
as a “ black wake " preceded a 
burial. Into the white wake there 
entered laughter and tears ; some
what like a spring day It wee, when 
the wind runs high and sunshine 
follows on the heels of shadow.

As a sort ol preliminary to it 
all came Mary's trunk out from 
Limerick, which caused Mrs. Madigae 
and ber two girls to weep softly, just 
aa If the trunk were a ceffln. One 
should not blame them either, since 
often the sea made the separation 
as complete as the grassy mound in 
the graveyard. Then as they folded 
and put in some little keepsake they 
wept anew.

Mary was to depart Tuesday morn
ing at 6 o'oleok. The Saturday 
ptevlone ehe weat to canfeesien, aad 
received Holy Communion at the 
first Maes en Sunday. How sweet 
and pure she leaked as ehe knelt 
at the reiling, the Bread of Life in 
her heart I Small wonder it was 
that half the p:vMeh was heavy- 
hearted to eee her going from the 
dear land ot settled quiet to the 
strange faraway land of unrest and 
adventure 1 And yeu ceuld hardly 
blame the beys, kneeling over near 
the hely water font, it they stole 
a glaace at her while she prayed 
belew the great window to the south 
through which the enn came that 
morning. Mary went Into the 
sacristy after Maes, which explained 
why Father John wes late visiting 
“ classes."

“ Father, I came to say good bye," 
said Mary simply.

" And Mary, I wish it was ‘I’m glad 
to be home again' you were saying 
instead.",

“ Thank yon Father John, and 1 
wish it, toe. Indeed, tie 1 would 
like to stay at home, it I could.'1

“ Ah, Mary, yen're all going, all 
going till in n few years only the 
sick and the old will remain. Yon 
are one ef my gitle—ae good as Ruth 
amid the sheaves ; ab, yes, it oatehee 
at the heart to see you ge 1 The fields 
are green here, and heaven is blue 
and tvery stream has sunlight and 
song ! No, doubt. Maty, you're going 
because you wish to better yourself ; 
and I wish to God I could do some
thing to keep you and ell our boys 
and gills at heme ! Bnt no. The 
rivers run idly to the sea and turn 
no mill wheels ; a million hands are 
waiting to serve, but greedily capital 
affords no service. „And so you must 
go like the rest. But promise me, 
Mary—'tis the last time well ever 
meet here and therefore I ask all the 
more anxiously—promise me, yen’ll 
never turn back on yonr faith, the 
faith that alone can save. Will you 
promise ? ’

“ Father, I will always be true to 
that: al vaya — with the help cf 
God 1"

*' Ah, with the help of God. And 
promise me yon 11 never forget ycur 
race, the race of saints and dreamers 
and bards and kings."

“ I won't forget ; 1 promise you 
that I won't."

The girl caught some of the priest's 
emotion for ebe spoke as if pro
nouncing a vow.

“ God bless and keep you, Mary ! 
May the voyage be calm and may 
the years be many that follow ;many, 
yes—and fall of peace I"

Mary knelt down and Father John 
gave her bis blessing. Tney shook 
hands and she went away.

The priest stood at the sacristy 
deor, folded his arms, and looked 
across the il it country to the Balia 
dan hills. The enn was upon them 
that morning and a blue mist circled 
their base.

“ 1 believe the wild longing fdr 
El Dorado, for the land of the bush 
and the land ot the prairie, has so 
taken hold of our people they would 
net stay here now for any induce
ment their country might offer,"

At “ classes " that morning, he 
asked little Mollie O'Neill :

“ And what will you do, Mollie, 
when you’re grown up ?"

“ I'll go te New York to my aunt," 
anewered Mollie.

" Even the children hear the 
Siren," said Father Jahn to Mr. 
Sullivan ; but none ef us understood 
what he meant.

" Well, they had the white wake 
at Madigan a at which Mary was, as 
they say," “ the observed ot all
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EDUCATIONAL^And so do 11 ’ raid the woman, as 
if to herself ; but compressing her 
hard lips together and nodding her 
head vigorously, she clutched the 
bread-plate tighter and disappeared.

" You are in luck, dear ; Miry was 
devoted to poor grun'pa. He always 
told me I should find her worth 
soms day, and he was right : I have. 
She is invaluable to me. Before I 
knew her thoroughly, I thought her 
epeech so abrupt and'her manners 
most objectionable; but though I 
believe much ot it arises from her 
independent Yorkshire spirit, yet a 
great deal of it is Resumed to hide 
her real feelings, and she is as true ae 
steel. Some day 1 will tell yon how 
it came about that ehe is with me 
now,"

“ Will—" (Madge bad almost said 
the magic word " Willie ")—" we—I 
—always used to be afraid of her. 1 
remember how angry she would be 
when we upset the bedrooms or tan 
about the house with dirty feet, or 
played hide and-seek on wet days in 
and out of the old towers and piss 
ages. But once she was so kind : I 
fell and hurt myself ; she thought I 
had fainted, but 1 felt her pink me 
id io gently, and I do believe she 
kissed and londled me—at any rate, 
she pat me carefully to bed, and 
would allow no one to come neat me 
but herself. She told me tales aad 
tried to make me forget my pain aad 
fright until you came home at 
night."

‘ She is altogether a curious com
pound. When all things run emeoth- 
ly ehe finds very much to donbt aad
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get them," he said, " and fearing yon
might spend the day with your 
god-child, I hastened to bring them 
to you."

‘‘Thanks,
times, Louis 1 One is from Beatrice, 
and, 0 Louis, ona is from the Convent 
at last I" She fondled and kissed the 
latter as sie spoke, and pressed 
it to her heart. Now she would 
learn the reason ot their long, long 
silence. She made no attempt to 
open them, and they walked on 
in silence until Louie asked—

‘ Have you written to Madge yet ?"
“Indeed I have, and am expecting 

an answer from her every day ; but 
Louis," ihe added, looking earnestly 
at him, and shaking her head serions 
ly, “i do believe she has some heavy 
and private trouble for often I saw 
her crying bitterly over her mother's 
letters, though she never said a 
word."

"Then all the greater reason why 
you sheuld write often to her and 
befriend her," he replied almost 
sharply ; and with an expression 
ot infinite pity ha muttered to him
self, "Poor girl !" Then reaching the 
Park, he turned abruptly away.

Marie rushed into her room, 
bolted the door after her, flung her 
hat upon a chair, and sank in 
law sitting posture on the prie-dleu 
at Oar Lady's feet ; then tearing the 
envelape open, she drew forth a long 
thick letter, closely written, and 
kissed it ogain and again. A tiny 
note, neatly folded, fell out of the 
larger one, and this she picked 
up carefully and opened ; it 
in the firm neat handwriting ot 
Lady Abbess, and ran as follows :

"My Dearest Child,—Though yet 
barely able to sit up, I must hasten 
to explain to yon, dear Marie, the 
cause of our apparent neglect. Al
most immediately after yon left us, 
we entered npon a retreat of seven 
days, at the end ot which time 1 
seized with un attack 
lever. In feet, so ill was I, that 
all correspondence was ordered to be 
kept strictly from me, and thus 
it wastkat pent little Marie’s letters, 
amongst many others, remained un 
answered. How are yon, my dear 
child ? In the tone ot yonr last 
letter—now some weeks old -I can 
almost detect a vein of discontent 
and melancholy. Why is this, 1 
wonder ? Surely, my darling, yr,u 
have not so soon forgotten all I told 
you upon the lest evening we spoke 
solemnly together. Such a warm, 
kind heart ae yours, Marie, should be 
‘all things to all people' for God's 
sake. Let all who coma near you 
feel your sweet aad gentle influence 
(you eau de it if you choose;) be 
to those aromnd you what you were 
to your companions at school— 
always kind, forbearing, and consid-

%
" In Australia's far off shore 
There is wealth for us in store 
An' pearls an' sparkin’ diamonds 

galore,
Bnt it every grain o’ sand 
Was a diamond in that land,
I would still love dear old Ireland 

the mote."
“ Bravo, Jack," cried Dick Fit-z 

from across the room.
“ Courage. Jack, an’ rise it I" called 

John Harligau.
“ Yens, don't mind tbim, Jack bnt 

save yonr voice," Mike's Mikeen 
advised.

Jack had ills own way and hie own 
time. To tell the troth, there was 
many a stanza that seemed to serve 
as a fitting conclusion to the song, 
but Jack went on and on, letting 
no one into the secret ot just when 
he would finish ; so when he did 
finish everybody was taken by sur
prise.

“ Bv got 1" whispered Mikeen to 
Jim Dj nelly, while murmurs ot 
approval were heard all around, “ by 
got 1 Jack's sofig reminds ms of 
Father Mahoney ot Durragoh when 
he used to preach. He’d say,
‘Now, my brethren, let ua do this 
on' let us not do that,' an' thin you’d 
get ready to kneel down thinkin’ 
he was flnishin' up ; bnt whin you’d 
be sure he was through intirely, he'd 
begin all over."

“ Yon mustn’t be talkin' about the 
priest, Mikeen," admonished Jim.

“ Yeb, who's talkin' about the 
priest I’d like to know ? By gor I a 
man can't epen his mouth to yawn 
these times but they’a say bo's talkin' 
again his neighbor."

gther songs followed Jack Clancy’s 
opening effort—songs ot battle, so gs'- 
ol the hearth, songs ot love and 
romance, songs of the homesick 
heart ; then dancing again, and 
refreshments and snbdned oooven 
lion, and silent weeping in quiet 
nooks, and at last the sun rising rose 
red above the horizon just north ot 
Brogue’s Point.

The neighbors and frier.da leave 
the house and walk to Creelabeg Gordon Mine, Stafford, England 
station to await the end. Mary Telegrann-Luissndi. Stafford. 'Phone No. 104 
Madigan holds in her arras the little 
mother whom she may not see in 
this world any more ; she kisses the 
rough, brown face ot her father many 
times ; she kisses her hfothers and 
her slsteis, whose faces are wet with 
tears. It is over at last, the sad 
leave tRViog in the oaol morning.
Then Mary Madigan flings herself on 
the little couch below the window 
and sobs, as it her heart must surely 
break. God blip her, and Ged help 
all who must bid good bye to cluster
ing shamrocks and the fiuisied earth I 
God help het and God help mady
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There was a ring ot subdued agony 
in the mother s voice, which vibrated 
strangely in the daughter’s heart.
She gnlped'her sobs down bravely, 
and with one snpreme effort rose to 
her feet, and throwing her arms
fondly round her mother's neck, ,
exclaimed : “ How cruel of me to be ' J * V 7
so cowardly, and you so good and “d tr“oblea th,=k nnd
breve! Oil, how fragile and thin Bt“nda “’f011011 “d
you lack, poor little mother I" “i, „ ’ and almost seems to
„, , ... toke a fl' tce pleasure in combatingNever mind me, dearest, but and dea]iag with theuli and 

come and have same food, that is l 
what you need the most ; ’ and the

r--
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Phone Main 4.030never
by word or look will she eendoeeead 

. , ... , ^ , to acknowledge that sha is over
brave-hearted lady supported her powered or crushed 6y them. I owe 
precious charge into a commonplace h6r mach . 6he ha8 beeB a ttiwer 
bnt decently furnished apartment, ot at,0Qgth to me, and 1 trust het 
which served as a dining room, 
where upon the table waa spread a 
light bat homely sapper. They sat 
down side by side, and every now and 
again their hand» sought eacjoihtsi-'s 
in a warm clasp, or the mother’s 
arms lingered fondly round her 
daughter's waist, whilst her eyes 
eagerly noted every expression that 
flittod across her fice, and drank in 
every word she uttered, as though to 

I gaza upon her and listen to ber voice 
were rapture to her heart. She 
barely tasted food herself, merely 
toyed with it ; and Madge would have 
been distressed hed ehe known that 
the excitement caused by the thought 
ot seeing her again, the fear, the 
dread ot what her daughter's feelings 
might suffer on her arrival at No. GO. 
had so worked upon her own vivid 
imagination as to entirely destroy 
her appetite, and prevent her from 
doing little more than break ber 
fast that day.

Hennessey
‘‘Something’ More Than a Drug Store"on

DRUGS
PERFUMES

CUT FLOWERS 
CANDIESimplicitly."

Ho rr the mother enjoyed that 
evening, to have some of her very 
own to fondle and love once more ! 
The thousands of questions she had 
to Qttk about Lady A^hees and the 
dear old Convent — taat woo dearer 
now to her than any spot on earth— 
the only home eho ever cared to 
eeo again.
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JK'Often her dark eyes 

filled with teats, and her sensitive 
hands twitched nervously, aa eke 
listened to Madge’s animated descrip
tion uf scenes she coaid picture 
so vividly ; and ofi-en still, as the 
girl related the kind words and acts 
of her oldest and beat loved friend 
on eftrtb. “Marie de Valois," the 
grateful tears rolled eileatly down 
that mother’s f.ice, 
contrived to hide them from her 
daughter's sight. It was net until 
all sound ot noise had died away 
outside, and the night was far 
advances, that Midge timidly asked

“Mother, where is father ?"
Poor mother 1 sha had been so 

lost in tbe happy memory of her 
I girlhood dnya—so carried away by 
all that Madge had been telling her, 
as almost to farcy she was a child 
herself agaid ; when this qaestion 
suddenly recalled her to the present 
once more.
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CHAPTER X.
And what of poor Madge? How 

fated it with her ail this time ? We 
must travel back to the night when 
ehe bl<L her tell, sevtre-looking 
travelling companion arrived at 
Edinburgh station.

“ No. 60 George Street," said Mary 
sharply to the driver ; and as the cab 
rattled over the rough pavement 
Madge, never a good traveller, 
crouched in the farthest corner of it, 
feeling tired, faint, sick, ana lonely ; 
yet she never spoke, only strove and 
straggled hard to stop the internal 
throbbing of her heart, which warned 
her she was drawing near to that 
spot which she must look npon ns 
"Home." “Home without Willie!" 
how drear and hollow it sounded I

Mrs. Fitz Ulan was about the 
middle height, but slightly bnili ; her 
features were refined and classical, 
and hor dark pencilled brows and 
long eyelashes stood out conspicu
ously on her pale, fair skin. Her 
hair was still dark, glossy, and wavy, 
bat so plainly and neatly dressed 
that it showed off to great advantage 
her well formed head. Her dark- 
grey eyes often wore a look ot 
anxiety an! dread ; and thsre were 
lines about her forehead wiiich told 
of care and trouble, and which egsd 
the sweet face that otherwise looked 
so young and belled the forty five 
k-ummers that had passed over it. 
She had never worn anything but 
black since ber hoy’s death, and she 
never meant to do so again; it best 
became the sea of sorrowe"through 
which sha was passing, poor bravo 
heart I The 
entered and remeved everything from 
the table, whilst Madge placed her 
mother in aa comfortable a chair as

wes 
ot gaatrio
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LOUIS SANDY 1
Seated as ehe was, Mniga did 

not observe tin flash of pain which 
overspread the poor wife’s face, but 
sho detected tbo tremor in her value 
as she answered ;

"Yonr father is from homo, dar
ling. 1 expect him back in a tew
days. ’

Her fiithor’s movements had 
always bien clouded in mystery to 
her, so Madge asked no more ques
tions.

"It mother had wished to talk 
to me ot father, or tell me why we 
are here, and a hundred more sad 
things I am dying to knew, eho would 
have done so," thought the girl.

In the Country ol Jesus
By MATILDA SERAO

A very charming account of travel 
and worship in the Holy Land by a 
writer of the first rank, recording 
the impressions of a devout end 
truly poetic mind.

The vehicle turned down a quiet, 
dull street, and presently stopped 
before the door of a very ordinary- 
looking house, at each side of which 
there were many 
resem 
height,
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bling itself in colour and 

" Not hare !" gasped Madge,


