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The Persuasive Peddler,

He drifted in, in & quiet way,
And he -on&v said whit he had Lo say,
And we all sat sulll,
¥or his manuer was bland and his voice
was i d:
He seemed 11k an innocent, trusting child.
How could we kill
A visitor who came in like that,
Who didn’t forget to take off uis hat,
Or wipe his feet,
Who to1ked In & gentls, modest way,
And softly sald what he bad to #ay
I a tone disereel ?

He told of the wares he had to sell,

But ¢ gently he told what he had to tell
That we still sat still,

For he was 50 qulet aud so polite

That nove of us, somehow,could meke it

To try to a1l
The circumambient alr with him,
Or to disiocate him limb from limb,
As we ured 10 do
When agenis called and bothered us so
That we really sometimes didn’t know
Just what we had done, t111 1t all was 0
Ver, and we'd got. through.

#0 he mildly sold us sciese:s and knives,
And matches, and hair-oll, neckies, and

lives
Of the Presidents,
Elastic, and buttons, and necdles, and

thread,
And shoestrings, and pencils with movable
le

(For thirty cents)—
And when he went out, in his quiet v#!.
Afier blddlmtluu all & woft *'Good dav "’

With a lightened load,
We all looked blankly at what we'd bought,
And we all exclaimed, with a common

thought :
Waoll, 1"l be blowed !

—somerville Journal.
e

CARROLL O'DONOGHUE.

CHAPTER LIX.
A HAPPY RESTORATION.

The two funcrals took place on the same
day ; bat while Rick of the Hills was fol
lowed to the grave by sincerely mourning
hearte, Mortimer Qarter was laid 1in the
ground withcut a regret belng passed
above bis cofli, and with only the prayer
said over his remnios that charity
prowpted. The moxey for which he had
toiled sud echemed, for which he had
sorificed hls soul, having no one to clalm
{t revareted to that government whose spy
and luformer he bad heen.

11ls scesmplice in the surreptitious en-
trance to Father Meagher's bouse, who
was no cther than Thade, Carter’s paid
apy, belng told of Carter’s death, and hop-
ing to obisln some mitigatlon of the pun-
shment dae to his own crlme, made a
fravk confesslon, On that night which
bad resulted go disastzously for Carter, the
latter, not kaowing that Marle had gone
to the bome of Rick of the Hille, to be
absent until moroieg, bad stolen after
midatzht to the pastorsl residence, and
uolseioerly catting a pape from one of the
kitchon windows, the blinde of which
M sira bablturlly kept unfastened, he had
found it casy to insert hia hand and loosen
the clasp which he'd the window down ;
that doue, he had raised the sash and en-
tered the kitchen, while his companion
walted withont, His purpose bad been
to drug every sieoper that he found in the
house, aud then, with the insensible form
of Marle 1o his arms, to walk boldly out
of the froat dour, which he, being within,
woull have Hutle diffisulty in opening,
He tutsrded to bave borne her to s veblcle
that, In the cbarge of another hired accom-
plice, walited & liitle distance up the road,
and the driver of which, at tho first sound
of Tighe's voice calling to bls companions,
had whipped up his horse and escaped ;
Thade gave his name aud description, but
tha( flicers of the law were unable to find

bim
Thede’s puulshment was mitigated
through the merciful interposition of

Father Meagher, and the follow in his
gratltude promised with spparent elncer-
1ty to reform bis evil ways.

“Father O'Coonor was summoned to
Dhrommacohol, and just ashe had heard a
fall sccount of Carter’s death a letter
caime from Walter Berkeley, ho who had
been 8o well known as Captain Dennler.
Thao letter contained an alarmlng account
of Lord Heatheote's falling health, and
Fathor Moagher, percelving Marle’s eyes
fill with teass, and Father O'Qonnor look
troubled, sald, with his hand on the young
priest’s shoulder: i

COnarlie—forglve me—Willlam, it 13
but jast that you all, father and children,
should meet once mors; you and Marle
be youxselvea the bearers to bis lordship of
this paper e 1 by Caster ;1 ghall tele
graph to the Bishop for leave of abeence
for you, eud tather McShane will go
dowa to your place untll His Grace sends a
substitate.”

Marle hailed the proposition with fran.
tle dellght ; the young priest, with some
misglving s to whether it was quite
his duty to leave bis beloved parlsh for
the sake of visiting a parent who had even
doubted the evidence of his own heart ;
and Carroll looked with blank dlsmay at
the prospeet of a separation from hls
affiavced, short though it might be; be
wccompanied her, but Father
1d \l\\luﬂy :

, Oarroll ; this affale comprises a
& tlme and a place upon which you must
not intrude—Lord Hesthcote's family
must be alone until this dreadful business
Is fin b

brother aud slster departed, first
1g the time of thelr etart from
hol, and that they bore im.
What was thelr surpriee,
rlval in London, to be met by
cery who mentloned thelr
pectfully if he was cor-
gect. B anewered {n the sflirmative,
he requested them to follow him : he led
the way to an emblazoned carriage, drawn
by two maguoificont horses,

“uMr, Borkeley seut it for you,” sald
the iiverled servant ; and with wondoering
1o ke at each other, the brother and slster
took thelr seats within the handeome
vehicle

Couid that be thelr destination—that
palatial edifice before which the carrlage,
atopped ? It was, for Borkeley bimself,
too lmpatlent to walt, at the first sound
of the wheels grating on the space before
the houce had come forth, and was descend.
jog the brosd stome etepe. Another
moment, and he was embracing his
brother and sister. He drew them within
the house, 8o excited, 8o esger to tell them
his news that he could hndﬁy walt to hear
thelr tidiogs ; and when he heard, when
be held the paper and eaw upon it that
blotted mark—the hand had been so weak
that made it—when he read the signatures
of the wituesses, he fell upon his knees
and said aloud :

“My God ! I thank Thee.”

Risivg, be told them how on the recelpt

nRmos, &

of thelr telegram he had scquainted bls
father with the facts, and the suffering
noblemau—already strangely softened
becansa of that very enflering, and yesrn.
ing, as ha felt bls death approsehlng, for
anotber s'ght of his children—broke forth
futo joyful expresdons at the upexpected
news, ackuowledging to Walter that for
the last few days he had tesn etruggiiog
with himself toeubdue bis pride and send
for them.

“] ¢hall go to him now,” eaid young
Berkeley, “and tell him all ; aud in the
mesnlime you can rest, aud partake of
some refreshment,”

He rung for a servant to conduct his
guests to eeparate suites of private apait-
ments, and he repaired to Lord Heathcote.
In & comparatively short time, however,
he rejoined his brother and sister—hle
face sglow, his form so violently trembling
that his very volce quivered :

“Come,” {e sald, seizing a hand of each ;
“he knows all, and he is convinced—he

earns for you, he walts to clasp you

th 1"

Yes, there he stood In the centre of his
private apartment, actoall standing,
though bis feeble strength had not permlt
ted him to aesume that position for days
before—his arms outstretched, hls stern
face now softened to inimitable terder
ness by suffering and the wild yearning
of his long pent, heart, and his voice
erylng : “Come! my children—my chil
dren I” He encircled them botb, he pressed
each in turn to his heart, but it was to
Marle his longest and fondest caress was
given, “My darling! my darling !” he
murmured ; *“it Is ae if my lost one had
returned to me—my poor, injured, slan-
dered lost one!”

His sudden stresgth gave way, and be
was borpe to his bed, but with his children
about him : Marie’s hand performing for
him the tendsr cffises she had so often
performed for the sick aad lonely poor.

With the next day came s transient
return of strerg'h, and while 1t lasted
the nobleman would work, Lawyers and
friends whose friendship he had tested,
and whom he wented now to serve 28
witnesses, came in obedience to bhis sum-
mons, and the story of his Lrish marriage,
with the legitimacy of his three children,
and thelr right and helrship to his pro-
perty, were for the first time given to the
Eaglish public; then the matter of his
will was settled—his title, with the bulk
of his property, would descend to Walter,
who was the elder twin brother; the
remainder of the estate, comprisieg a
much Jarger portion than Marie dreamed
of, would be divided between her and
Father O'Connor, now compelled to as
sume his true name of Berkeley, Wken
all was completed Lord Heathcote laid his
head on the plllow again with en air of
{ntense rellef,

Walter wrote a falthful account of sll
to the avxlous dear ones in Dhrommaco-
hol, addlog that, as his father’s death
seemed #o near, his guests would remain
until the end.

The end did take place, but not as the
young prlest and Marle had devoutly
prayed and wished—Lord Heatheote did
not dle a Qathollc ; though expressing
himself satlsfied that his children should
be of the faith of thelr mother, he per-
sisted 1n his determination to dle in that
creed fu which he had been reared. So,
even with his priestly son at kis bedelde
tenderly holdivg one of his hunds, the
Eplacopal clergyman csme and read the
prayers prescribed by the Chureb, and the
old nobleman breathed forth his soul in
one of his efforts to respond,

Carroll and Clsre, now deeming it a
duty to joln thelr beresved friends,
arrived in London in t!me for the courtly
funeral ; and when the obsequles were
over, and everything pertaloing to the
strange events which had been made
public regarding Lord Heathcote'’s early
ltfe was arranged, then all tarned thelr
faces once more to Ireland.

OHAPTER LX,
CORNY O'TOOLE IS SATISPIED,

The Uttle village of Dhrommacohol
seemed to have lost Its fdentity ln the
gala place which it had become—it wae g0
utterly unllke its former stald, qulet self.
Excitement ran so high withln 1t owlug
to the many etrange events that were
taking place—DMlss Berkeloy, regarded as
the aogel of the little district becauso of
her kindness, to the poor, turning out to
be the daughter of an English lord, and
about to wed young Carroll O'Donoghue,
the darling and idol of all his tenantry ;
then Carroll's slster—equally loved with
himself, though she was not noted for
the gentleness which marked her friend,
Marie,—about to marry Marle's brother,
now bearing a title, and the possessor of
a vast Eoglish estate, and better than all,
reported to have become a Catholic in
faith and practice. In additlon to these
startling facte, there was still another:
that of Father O'Connor being now Father
Berkeley, and the son, also, of this great
Eagllsh lord. People wondered some
what If the wealth which report sald was
now hls would make any difference in his
slmple style of living. In allitle while
they were answerad : the ald which poured
into every Impoverished cabio, which
provided for the sick end the ignorant,
which lessened not a mite of the economy
of bis own household, told of one who in
wealth, as In poverty, would follow in his
Master's steps,

Both weddlngs were to take place on
the same day, Father Meagher, asslated
by Fathers Borkeley and McShane, was
to perform the ceremony in the little
parlsh chapel of Dhrommacohol ; immaedi.
ately after, the bridal partles were to
start for London, in which clty
Walter Berkeley — now holding his
father’s title of Lord Heathcote—and bis
wife, who would be Lady Heathcote,
intended to make theilr home durlog cer-
tain seasons of the year.

S0 it was little wonder that the whole
village of Dhrommacohol was aroused,
and in such a state of joyous excitement
that even old Ned Maloney, the mlser,
who was yet alive and pursuing his osten-
sible trade in his general shop, was noticed
by parties who entered hls dingy place to
be more graclous than usual—it might be
owlpg to the stle glven by approaching
eventa to even the little businees be con-
ducted, Diegusted and alarmed by the
deception practiced upon him regarding
the first and only race in which be had
ever engaged, he had, on recovering his
horse, avatled himself of the first oppor-

tunity to eell the animal, and to diccharge
the groom, Arty Moore,

The only visage that was somewhat
lengthy was that of Tighe a Vohr,

“Faith, Moirs,” he said one day, just o
week before the eventful day of the wed-
ding, “it’s a burnin’ shame, afther all me
good bebaviour, that Father Mesgher
won’t as much s tip me a wink to let me
know that he’s aware o’ me lmpstience in
this matther o’ our coortship—he jlet
purtinds to be notleln’ nothin’! an’ the
pamne tolme sare the whole o’ Dhrom.
macohol cen eee that I'm dyin’ about you.
Now it's bard to be thrated in this manner,
an’ I lave it to yersel’, Moira, if I haven't
been as sober, an’ as dutiful, an’ as attin.
tive for the past two months as you'd wish
me to be—baven’t I left off all me wild
thricks 1"

“Indeed you have, Tighe !"” sald Moira
warmly ; “and I undertook to tell uncle
something about it last night.”

“An’ what did he say, darlin’?” And
Tighe leaned forward with bated breath
to catch her answer

“Why, he ssld that you hadn't been
tested enough yet—that I must walt until
you were more settled down, and until
he could be sure that you would abstain
from lquor.”

Tighe leaned back in his chalr, dleap-
pointed and ocrestfallen. “Well now,
that’s moighly bard, wid me bheart
breakin’ for you the way it {s ! but niver
molnd ; it’s far off God einds, sn’ mebbe
He'd «ind a bit o’ luck to us afore the
wake 1s out.”

His hope was realized, for on the even-
fog of that same day, meeting Carroll and
(iare together and unaccompanied—
as on most other occaslons they were
—by the young Lord Heathcote and
Marie, Tighe stopped them to ask a
favor,

“G-anted before you ask it, Tighe,”
sald Oarzoll laughingly, “‘even to the half
of my estate, my fatthful fellow !”

“No, Mr. O'Donoghue, it fsn’t any-
thing lolks that I want ; it’s to ax you to
get something for me that will make me
happler than the whole ¢’ yer esiete could
do. You see, Masther Carroll, me beart
is breakin’ wid love o’ Moira Moyuaban,
an’ Father Meagher thinks: I’m notshieady
enough to get her, though I've been on
me good bebavior #o ehtrict that I dida’t
as much as glve one crooked luk this
while back. Now, mebbs if you’d give
Father Meagher this characther o’ me, an’
at the same tolme puttin’ in a coaxin’
word to hilp the mattber, an’ mebbe if
Miss O’Donoghue wounld do the rame,
things would come right for poor Molra
an’ me,”

Qarroll laughed heartily, and Clare
jolned him in the burst of merriment.
“Why did you not tell me this bzafore 1”
he eaid.

“Bekase I thought his riverince, seeln’
me efforts to do betther, an’ me melan
choly luks, would take pity on me, an’
tell me from himsel’ that I molghi have
Molra.”

“Well, well, Tighe, make yourself con-
tent--I think [ can manage it for you "

“Thank you, Masther Carroll ; youwere
niver vet wantin’ in settlin’ a difficalty !”’
and Tighe a Vohr departed, eo light
hearted that his joyfu!l epirits would find
vent in a merry refrsin. That eveniog
he was summoied to Father Meagher's
study.

“Now, Tighe,” sald the priest, assum.
{og & severity to make hls wordsthe more
impreseive, “If I consent to your msiriage
with my niece Molra, remeiber that I
shall ba confiding to your care the only,
and to me the dearest, relic of my family ;
she 1s young and gulleless, and unfit to
cope with the trouble which an unsteady
husband would bring upon her.

“I know that, yer riverlnce, but mar.
risge’ll make a man o’ me.” And Tighe
& Vobr siraightened himself, and looked
with clear, frank eyes into the prlest's
face. “It will ba the dearest task o’ me
life, yer riverence, to pretect ivery hair
o’ ber head.”

“Well, Tighe, if you will promise to be
as trne to her interest: as you havs been
to those of your young master, Carroll
0'Donoghue, 1 shall be satlsfied.”

“Oh, thin, I can shwear to that, yer
riverence—you’ll never have cauee to
regret glviu’ Moira Moynahan to Tighe a
Vohr 17

“Then God bless you, Tighe ; and may
He ever keep you faitbfal to Him 1"

The priest’s hand was ralsed in blessing,
which Tighe, deeply affected, knelt to re
celve, 'Then Father Meagher asid:

“Send Moira to me—I have something
to say to her,”

With a lght heart he sought the young
glrl, and iu the exuberance of his joy,
when he had told her the good news, for.
getting that he had not yet the right
which alone wonld make Molra grant
him the privilege, he would have eaught
ber to him and pressed a kiss upon her
forehead, but abe, with instinctive dell:
cacy, drew herself back :

¥ !:on forget, Tighe, we are not marrled

ot.

“Thrue for you darlin,’ an’ I loike you
the betther for yer modesty.”

Bat when she had gone, and he was
alone with Shaun, feeling that he must
glve vent somehow to his wild emotlons,
he caught up tha dog, much to the
animal’s astonishment, and gave to it the
embrace he would have faln bestowed on
Moira,

“Shaun, agea ! sure we were ulver in
guch luek : warrlage afore us, an’ oceans
av joy ! Ob, how’ll we contaln oursel’s
at all, at all?"

And Shaun was hugged until the poor
brute, foud as he was of bis master, fain
would free himself.

Had Cairoll O'Donoghue his wish, he
would have had the wedding of Tighe a
Vohr occur at the preclee time of his cwn,
but Father Meagher refused to have it 2o,
sayiog that It would be better, and that
the young couple themselves would prefer
to bave a quiet ceremony when ths other
bridal parties bad gone to London. So
it was arranged ; and the important day
arrived on which four faithful hearts were
to be united,

The ceremony was quiet and elmple,
devoid of showy costumes and megaifi
cent wedding favors; the ostentation
consisted ratber in munificent gifts to the
poor, in lavish hoepitality to the tenantry ;
and true blesslngs went up from elmple,
earnest hearts, and grateful God speede,
which bore an omen of good in the very
manner of thelr ntterance, followed the
wedded couples,

Never were there two more beautifal
brides—the very simplicity of their cos-

tumes enhancing physical charma wbich

derlved not a little of thelr beauty from
the loveliness of the pure souls within,
Father Barkeley waa the last to recelve
their adleus, and to his sister he turned
for the final embrace, He held her to
bim ; it was the first time his mortified
heart would permit him so fond s caress
“Marle !" he whispered, ‘to your noble
sacrifice is due all our bappiness, Heaven
bas well rewarded your devotion to duty.
May He in whose footsteps you have
sought to follow ever keep and guide
you !”

One kiss upon her forehead, one more
touch of his beloved band, and he tursed
away, while she, weeping with joy and
gratitude, stepped Into the carrisge in
walting,

The quiet Mitle weddiog ceremony
which Pather Meagher deeired for bis neice
was performed, and Tighe's *best man”
had been Corny O’Toole, Tighe, however,
had stipulated with Corny that he must
permit himeelf to be dressed in accordance
with Tighe's taste, and the latter man, too
bappy in the prospect of an opportunity
to be mnear Mtrs, Carmody, willingly
assentcd. The result was that Corny ap-
peared to better advantsge than he ever
bad done before, although pretty Meirs,
excited as she was with joyful amsicips-
tior, could not help laughing at his odd
little figure, and wrlokled, ill-featured

face.

Cathleen Sullivan and Mrs, Kelly, with
fragile Bartley Donovan—the latter grow-
{ng more fraglle, and at the ssme time
more beautijul every day—were also
present, with many of Tighe’s old friends
and acquaintances,

At the repast which followed the cere-
mony, Fathsr Meagher presided, acd s
merriar party bad never assembled, In
the m'dst of & temporary lull which had
followed the cbullition of mirth caused
by oue of Father Moogher’s excellent
witty stories, the company were suddenly
and  amusingly electrified by Corny
0'Toole—who had contrived to be seated
next to Mes, Carmody—ridug sud saylng
with his band on his heart :

“Uonderstand me, Mrs, Carmody; I
never meant Lo have you remove your
sffeciions from the cold grave of your
lamented husband ; if 1t {8 any satlsfac.
tion, me’sm, to have them remaln there,
Qorpy O Toole iz not the man, no Mrs.
Mollie Carmody, Corny O'Toole s not the
man (o ask yon to remove them !”

The words, the look, the attitude of the
Ittie man, together with Mrs. Carmody’s
flushed and fodignent face, convulsed the
assemblage. Roar afier roar shook the
table, in the midst of which Father Mea
ghat's hearty laugh could be distinguished ;
be rewembered the eplsode of Mrs, Car-
mody’s love-letter, and it made bis mirth
the heartler, while Tighe a Vchr, laughing
a3 loudly aa the rest, thought within him-
eelf :

“Poor Corny hes proposed to me mother
at last, sn’ [’m s feered he's got his final
answer.'’

Quiet was restored at length, and Mr.
O’Tocle humbly eayiog that, as he now
was convineed of Mrs, Carmody’s eentl-
ments, he would no longer annoy her by
an offer of himsel/, that indignant lady
consented to pardon him; and when he
explained further to the compsny how
the unbounded admiration which, from
bis esrlicst manhood, he held for Mistress
Moille Carmody, would descend un
chapged with him to the grave, she
delgned to be exceediogly friendly, thus
cheerfog the little man’s heart, and the
perfect peace and pleasure of the party
were restored.

Oa thelr short weddlng trip to Tralee,
Tighe snd hils pretty young bride were
one day confronted in the street by a
couple whoee faces were fawillar to Tighe,
and the sight of which brought back scme
of the amusing iocidents of his life.
They wera Joe Canty, the sporting man,
snd the falr, steut Widow Iioore
Evidently from their manner to each
other they were husband and wife ; and
Tighe, locking at them with a roguish
twink!s, was met by a glance of haughty
contempt from Canty.

“I supposed he learned all about the
thrick [ once piayed on him,” sald Tighe
to Moira, “an’ that’s the rayson he gev
suck a luk whin he passed.” And there-
upon Tigha told the whole story of the
race which bad resulted eo disastrously
for Mr. Canty, coneludiag with a humor-
oue detall of the deception regerding the
Widow Moore which he had practiced on
the soldier Garfield, and Moira was 8o
convulsed with laughter that she was
obliged to lower her vell.

Weeks passed, marked by no sad event
save the death of Bartley Donovan, and
that was so llke the end of some falr,
youtbfal ssint, that even those who loved
him best could scarcely regret his demise,
With his hand in Cathleen’s, with his eyes
fixed upon her face, he had sald with one
of his exqulstte smiles :

“Do you think I shall see that Heaven
you used to tell me so much about—and
that dear God, and His blessed mother 1"

His lips and his eyes had closed simul
taneously with the utterance of the last
words, and wilh one gentle eigh he had
dled.

Father Meagher, hardly thinking that
the end was 20 near, and yet prompted
by a slngular impulse, hed brought him
the Viatwcwn scarcely an hour before,
Mrs, Kelly would ‘no longer detaln Cath-
leen from the desire of her heart—to con-
secrate herself to God in religion ; and as
the good womaun herself had been offered
a permanent and lucrative position in the
home of Carroll O'Donoghue, and nothing
now remained to keep the young glrl, the
Iatter gladly avalled herselt of the oppor.
tunity. Marle, or Mrs, O’ Donoghue, on
belng told of Cathleen’s desire, insisted on
furnishing a munificeat dower.

Mrs, Oarmody had taken the place of
Motra in Father Meagher's housshold, and
Corny O'Toole was quletly living his old
obacare life In Tralee ; but he sometimes
cheered himself by & visit to his Darom-
macohol friends,

Tighe and Molra were the happy owners
of a pretty little home on the O'Donoghue
domain, and Shaun, falthful Shaun, as
devoted to his master as ever, had a most
honored place in the househeld.

Oae morning the whole village was
electzifiad by the news that Maloney, the
mizer, had been found dead in his bed.
“Dled widout praste or docther !”” was the
conclusion of every annonucement of his
death made by tha simple folk, and accom-
panied by a look which told their horror
of such an end. More money than even

people dreamed he possemsed was found in

his wrotched abode, and having no one to
clalm it, it reverted to the government.

We leave them all at last—the friends
whose fortunes we have accompanied 8o
long—happy !n the reward of that virtue
which sacrificed no duty, and which never
forgot its aileglance to Him who even in
this world so lovingly rewards goodmees,
and 8o justly punishes crime,

THE END.

m—— I G——
A LEGEND OF ALLSOULS
DAY,

A gloomy three dsys’ storm bas pre.
valled all along the Krench coast. Dall
gray clouds hide the biue vault of beaven
snd frown upon the tossing waters
benesth, The fresh, invigorating alr,
remembered with delight by all who have
ever been in Noumnd{, has given place
to » dsmp, chilly heaviners, broken
occasonslly by fierce gusts of wind and
rain, The fisher-bosts are all in port, the
the small ones drawn up high on the
beach, the larger securely anchored. Baut
this {s not due only to the storm. Even
if it were the falrest of weather, no
Dieppe fisherman would set eail to day.
I 1s All.Souls’ day—the feast of the dead,
the commemoration of the loved and lost ;
and who 1s there that bas not loved and
lost? But smong these simple Catholic
souls one feels that the loved are never
lost. The dead live etill in the tender
remembrance of those left behind. Tears
shed in prayer for the departed have no
bitterness,

But the heartless and ungrateful man
who fishes to day will be everywhere
followed by his double—a phantom fisher
in & phautom boat, All eigns fail bim,
all fish escape bis net. Again and sgain
he drawa it in empty. If he persist, at
length he thinks himself rewarded. His
net is 80 beavy he vaarly ewamps his boat
in the endavor to draw it In; and hor
rible to eay, his catch is only grinelog
skulls and disjointed buman bones,

At night, tos:ing on bis sleepless pillow,
he hears the ghostly *‘white car” relling
through the silent strect, He hears his
name called in the voice of the latest dead
of his acqualntance, snd dies bimself be-
fore the vext All Souls’ day.

Spite of the blesk and rainy weather,
all the good people of Dieppe, or rather of
its finer surburb, Le Pollet, are gatbered
together in church, Rudeas it le, weather
beaten, diecolored, gray-green, like the
unquiet ocesn it overlooks, Notre Dame
du Pollet 1s still grand and plctureeque,
It has euffered both from time and dese-
cration, as is seen by its broken carvings,
empty niches, and rulned tombs  The
altars are plain, the ornaments few and
simple. On the wall of the Lady chapel
hang two rusty chaine—the votive cflering,
it 1s sald, of a sailor of Le Pollet, once a
slave to Pirates, Miraculously rescued by
our Lady, he returned to bis native place
only to sing & T¢ Deum {n her chapel and
harg up his broken fetters therein ; then,
retiring to & nelghborlng monasstery, he
took upon himseif a voluntary bondage
which love made sweset and light,

It is the solemn Mass of Requiem, and
almost moon, though the sombre day,
subdued yet more by stalued-gliss win-
dows, scems like a winter twilight, The
church i all in deep shadow except the
sanctuary with its sofily burning lsmp,
end 1 altar decked with starry wax.
lights. Black draperles havg shout the
eltar, black robes are upon the cofficlating
priests, The ¢1ow, mournfal chznt of the
Dizss I, sung by s cholr lnvlsible in the
darkness, rescunds through the dim, lofty
alsles

Motionless upon the uneven stone
pavement kneel the people, a dark and
silent mass, only relleved here and thkere
by the gleam of a snowy cap or bright.
colored kerchief, for the fisher folk, and,
indeed, all the peasantry of thrifty Nor-
mandy, dress in serviceable garb, of eober
colors. There iz one little group apart
from the rest of the congregation ; not all
one famlily, for they are too uxlike.
They seem to ba drawn together by eome
common calamity or dread. Firat is sn
old woman perhaps seventy years of age,
and looking es the Norman pessauts
ususlly do, even older than her years
The full glow of light from the altar falls
upon her white cap, with the bright bine
kerchief tled over it. A etr'ng of large
beads hangs from her bony fingers, Her
eyes, singularly bright for one so aged,
are ralsed to the black veiled crncifix, ard
tears glisten upon her brown and withered
cheeks, Her arm {s drawn through that
of a slender young womar, and near them
is & little girl, round and rosy. All three
are dreesed nearly alike, and all say their
beads, though not with the same tearful
devotion, Anxtety and weariness are in
the young girl’s pale but pretty face ; and
the child lockssubdued, almost frightened,
by the gloom around her.

Behind them kneele a comely matron, &
little child clinglng to her gown ; near her
two fishermen, one old and gray-haired.
The other, who {8 young, bas an arm in a
sling ; he kneels upon one knee, his elbow
on the other, and his face hidden in his
hand,

They are two households over whom
hangs the shedow of a calamity, perhaps
all the greater because of its uncertainty.
Two months sgo Jacques Payen and his
gon ealied for the fishery. Jacques Suchet
and his consin, Charles Rivaud, completed
the crew ; for Jean Suchet, disabled by a
broken arm, remaluned at home with his
grondmother and slster, The season
proved unucually stormy. Two fishing-
boats of Le Pollet narrowly escaped the
terrlble rocks of the Norman coast ; and
one of theee reported seelng a veesel, re.
sembling that of the Paynes, drifting past
them in a fog, with broken masts and cor
dage over the elde. They hailed the
wreck, but heard no reply, and concluded
that the crew had been swept over board,
or poeeibly had eecaped in their boat.

Weeks had passed eince this vague but
terrible Intelligence had reached the
stricken families, Old Mere Suchet had
at once recelved it as conclusive, She
wept and prayed for the bold young
fishers, the hope and comfort of her old
age. Not so Manon Payen. No one
dared condole with her, not even her old
father Toutaln, Life hitherto had gome
80 well with her! Her hueband loved
her ; her son was her pride and delight ;
ber rosy Marle and little toddling Pierre
filled her cottage with laughter and sun.
shine. Grief was 20 new, and strange and
frightful. What! her husband and son

taken from her at one blow? No, it

could notbe ! It wastoo dreadful! God
could mot be eo cruel! Besides, there
were no better eallors than the Payens,
father and son ; none who knew the coast
s0 well, with all its perils, hidden rccks
and dengerous currents, Their veseel
was new and strong ; why should they be
lost ; they alone’ Jean Pinsard was not
Emm" it was their vessel he had seen ;
ow could he tell in a fog? No; she
was sure they were eafe, Tkey had put
feto one of the lslands, They would not
rick & dapgerous journey in stormy
wesather just to tell her, what she knew
already, that they were mafe,

To Mere Suchet's Mathilde, the be.
trothed of Jacques Payen, how much
better and clearer was this reasoning than
the submlesive geief of her plous old
grandmother !  Young people canuot
easily believe the worst when it concerns
themselves, Mathilde could not pray for
the repose of the souls of her lover,
brother and cousin, With the paselonate,
impatient yearning of a heart new to
affllction, she bezought the Blessed Mother
for their safe return. Her brother Jean
did not try to destroy her hopes, though
he would not say he ehared them,

Ag time passed on and brought no news
of the absent, the hearts of these two poor
women grew falut and eore ; but they re.
fused to acknowledge it to one another,
or even to themselves, Thelr days passed
in feverish, and often valn endeavors to
be cheerful acd busy ; thelr nights in
anguish all the more bitter bacause silenced
and urconfessed. On All-Souls’ day old
Toutaln and Mere Suchet bad wished to
have a Requiem Maer offered for the lost
sallors, but Mathilde wept aloud at the
suggestion, and Manon forbade it in.
stantly, poritively, aimost angrily.

Manon had borne up well through the
ssd faneral services of the church, She
emiled npon her lttle ones, aud returned &
gercne and cheerful greeting to the curl.
ous or pitylng filends who accosted her.
All day she had carrled the burden of
domestic cares avd duties, while her heart
ached within her bosom end cried out for
golitude, Now, at night, alone with her
sleepieg babes, the agouy of fear and paln,
go long represeed, takes full possesslon of
her sinking heert. Mingled with the roar
of the trescherous sea she hears the volces
of husband snd som, now celling loudly
for help, now borne away on the fitful
wind, She sees their pale feces, with un.
ciosed eves, flating below the cruel green
water, thelr strong limbs entangled in the
twisted cordage. Now great, gleaming
fish swim around them. Oh! it ia too
fearfal, From her kuees she falls for.
ward upon her face and groans aloud.
But on a sudden she hears a stir without
—a sound of represeed volces and many
hurrying feet. Hope s not dead within
her yet, for she springs to the window
with the wild thought that it is her absent
returned, No, ’tis but a group of fisher-
men on the wav to the pier ; but Pinsard
stops to tell her, with a strapge thrill in
his rough volce, that therels a fishing boat
coming into port!

Mahon ecreams to her father to watch
the little ones—she must go to the pler—
then flles out Into the night, It i{s mot
reiuing, and she roturns to snatch her
wakened and sobblng babe, and wrap bim
in his father’s woolen blouse. She does
pot know when Mathilde jslns her ; she
1s scarcely comsclous of the warm, exult-
ant clasp of her hend. Jean is there,
too, sgitated but grave.

As they tura the angle of the village
street before them lies the open bay. It
{2 past midnight, but the pler is crowded.
There, truly, coming oun with outspread
canvag, white In the struggling rays of a
watery moou 8 the missing ehip! Tasy
know it well, Upon the broken, pebbly
ehore the two women kneel to thank
God; but they can only llft up thelr
voices and weep.

“They are mnot safe yet,’ says Jean

shortly., “The wind takes them straight
upon the pler, They will need all our
help.”

The crowd make way instantly for the

breathless women., Thelighthouse keeper
stands ready with & coil of rope. The
fishermen range themselves in llne,
tighten their belts, and walt to> draw the
friendly hawser. Great waves thunder
againat the long pler, sending showers of
spray highk above the pale crucifix at the
end sgalnst which the women lean, Now
the moon, emerging from a light cloud,
sends a flhod of pale radlance upon the
veseel’s deck. Itjathey! JacquesPayen
{s at the helm; young Jacques stacds
upon the gunwale.
. The light-house keeper throws his rope ;
the fishermen ralse thelr musical, long-
drawn cry. Jscques catches the rope, but
}n sllence ; and sllently the crew make
ast.

“It {e their vow !"” crles Manon, dart-
ing forward among the wondering men.
“They will not speak until they sing Te
Dewm at Notre Dame for thelr safe re-
turn,”

Reassured. the men pull In vigorously,
but to no effect. Agaln, and yet again,
but the ehip doea not move. A moment
gince It came on swift as the wind ; now
it seems anchored foraver not fifty yards
away. Ther can see plainly every object
upon the deck, where the sllent crew
atand gazing towards the pler. Even
Macon aod Mathilde have seiz2d the rope,
and draw with the strength of terror,
Breathless, unsteady, large drops of sweat
standing upon thelr faces, they pause
irresolate, Siretching her arms toward
her husband, Manon holds out her babe.

A white mist rises out of the ses and
haugs like a vell between them, Sad, re-
proachfal voices rise out of the waves,
gome rrear at hand, others far out. Anlcy
wind lifts the mist and carrles It slowly
away, clinglng for a moment like a shroud
around the crucifix. The cable falls slack
in the stroug hands that grasp it, The
ship is gone—vaniehed witnout a sound ;
but far away echoes a sslemn chorus,
“Have pity on me, have plty on me, at
Jeast you, my friends, for the hand of the
Lord hath touched me.”

—_——— e

_There is no more fruitful source of
disease than vitiated blood, It involves
every organ and function of the body,
and if not immediately corrected by the
use of Ayer’s Sareaparilla, sooner or
later leads to fatal resuits, B» warned
in time,

NarroNar Piuis are a mild purgative,
acting on the Btomach, Liver and Bowels,
removing all obstractions,

To INVicorRATE both the body and the
brain, use the reliable tonic, Milburn's

Aromatic Quinine Wine,
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At the dawn of Christlanity 1
was groaning under the tyranny
devil. Everywhere was & ma
race for pleacure ; the Impress o
was stamped on every heart, C
ite fullcst growth was the appanay
rupt society. Man, a willing
paselone, eat dcwn contented
shadowy reglon of death ; bound |
foot, he willlugly embraced his
amld the dismal clankling of his ¢
flattered himself. This deplorab)
dation pressed heavily upon eocl
yoke of slavery, for four thouear
reminded men of his fallen
and wrenched from his impasslor
eighs and mournings, Satan, a
master, compelled enelaved b
to pay a heavy tribute in ti
of pasclons, batred and discrde
tlons which boued our fallen
in gtill faster servitude. Tho
God, when the fullness of time b
looked down upon His oppresee
snd sent, after the manner
delegated to King Pharaoh in |
his ctildren of predilection, |
begoiten Son to pey sand exh
for all the general price and r
all mackind, Taus wrappec
human neture, Christ caused th
liberty to shine into the dai
misery snd servitude, He ot
miegion of mercy and compsss
privecipal otject was to allevia
and mseries of heart rending b
His very name impiies that He

reecue from the bonds of
soul of mun: “Thou sbalt
name Jetus, for He ehall i
people from their eins.” (Mat
The whole history of His
replen with facts each ar
holding Hig erueee to confid
ing hea t the chiefes
glorious vi y r death anc
which he stamped s mizsion,
snd iostilutions with g
Divinity, Awoung H ity

one sianding out mac
His Churek, His visihic
end mouth piece upon esarih
channel through which He di
mackind the graces of redempi
ing by Hie glorious recurrection
seal of His Divirity upon this i
Ho then proceeds to enrich it v
ures and to provide it with
means of which it may be e
discharge its high office. Al
treasures with which He en
one of the chiefest aud most
is the esacrament of penance
Church was established by Jes
to perpetuate the work of r
ginners to (God, it obviously fo
the reconciliation of gioners t
to be the principsl cflice of th
But bow was that reconcilist
made ! Was Christ to come
to every sinuer and say to eack
the caze of Magdalen and of
sick of the palsy : “Thy sins ai
thee ;" or was the power of for,
to be delegated ? Coarist n
come personally if He bad e
but St. Paul teaches us t
delegated n minister to per
work, Wo read, 2 Cor,, v. 1
arrengement of Divine |
in the reconciliation of einne
sll things are of God who h:
ciled us to Himeelf by Chris
given tous the minisiry of rec
. . . We are thereiore ar
for Chiist, God 88 it were €X
us, For Christ we besecch
reconciled to God,” It is ev
theee words of St, Paul thet
ciled to Himself the world
who in turn appointed His 2|
their legitimate successors in
mwinisters, i ¢, to reconcile
thoee guilty of post-bapiisms]
us now see what is the reme
will leave for ihe cure of th
into which man may fall afie
In the sixteenth chapter of Si
beginning with the eighteent
read : “Thou art Peter an
rock 1 will build my Church,
And 1 will give to thee the
kipgdowa of heaven. And
thou shalt bind upon earth
bound also in heaven ; and
thou shalt Joose on earth,
loceed also in heaven,” Ar
apostles asecrabled together
occeeion Mo uses the saal
langusge in precisely the |
(Mats, xviii,, 18.) We mu
gerve that Christ, in this met:

a twofold promise wiich He !
after His resurrection, viz
primacy of Peter over His (
firmed by theee words, “feed
“foed My sheep” (Joan xx
and secondly, the power of
the power of torgiving sins |
ment of penance, The apost
legitimate  succeseors ar
promised to partake of

of binding and loosing, |
due subordination to the
invested in supreme auth
acocording to St. John, when
of time bad come, Uhrist
promiee which He had mac
ferred on His Apostles t
releasing the soul trom the g
of sin and of restering it to
of a child of God, Jesus
His resurrection, appesred

of His disciples assembled i
for fear of the Jews,
greeting them with ths
salutation, “Peace be witl
added : “'As the Father hat!l
aleo eend you” ., . .
alleviate the ills and mise
humanity, to release ma
bondage of sin ; and after
shall return to My Father,

by the power entrusted 1o
you to continue the work

by Me, aud thereupo
upon them, He eaid,
the Holy Ghost, whos

shall forgive they are for
wiose sins you shall rets
retained.” (John xx, 22, 23
ises made by our Blessed
Apoetles prior to His deat
rection are now fulfilled,
guage He employs to con!
of loosing and binding is of
and conseguently cannot
strued : “The power whic
My Father, the same I co
you, Receive the power




