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An Historieal Romance.

BY M. M'D. BODKIN, Q. C.

CHAPTER XVIIL—CoNTINUED,
Very wently he gathered the limp body
of the poor child into Lis arms and carried
him, half ingensible, to his mother, who
kigeed, and fondled, and laughed, and
cried over him

When
shoot out

Denver saw Manrice
ice, straight, as it
her heart
beat (uicker than his feet flew, W hen
e gaw bim wheel back safe, trinmph-
beating ceased, her

slre light, and
r brain thoug
whole
vanighed in

Norah
across the

suddenly
th, hLer ey
the

)8 lost

it, In inst .
ene swam wildly round and
thick darkness, With a

faint cry she fell forward upon her hands
and face.

At once there was a crowd of women
round o was lifted gently to a
eat 1 slapping of hands and
Hitle |AL_\.

SWIT slling salts, some stood
idly by ed and wondered, a8

y prevailed. All
mdered.
ciousness returned almost

talked and w

Norah's cor

as quickly as it had fled. A faint pink
tint showed in the pure white of her
heel like the wavering flush on the

pearly lip of the gea-shell.

here was a buzzing in her ears; then
murmur of voices.,

“ Poor thing " she heard a guiet voice
say, * I gaw him beside her just the mo-
ment before, It v thefright of itover-
Buppse Lis sweet-

t

she 18
heart.

“ Rather wants to be his sweatheart,
answered the cold, clear voice of Lady
Dulwicl “ It is the talk of the town
how she has angled for him. This judie-
ions faint onght to complete the capture.”

“ Hush," cried half-a M VOICes to-
ether, for the flnsh deepened on N :

heek, and a quiver ran through her
body. * Hush ; she is coming to. At
the same moment the dark lashes lifted

rom the white cheek, and the brave blue
looked straight in Lady Dualwich's

face, who knew then that her poi |

med
'

Norah strive to hide the
n planted in her heart. But

Bravely did
gudder

her pale cheel and  quivering lip told
their own tale. I'he world, then, had
meddled with her fair name. 5o ran thie
bitter thought that tortured her.  She was

lack of maiden modest
I'he bitter truth was the more bitter fro n
Besides, the world
Unwooed, she had given her
how loved him She
loved him till now.
Lvery nerve in her body quivered, and
her cheek and fore

\
she

ghe

head. Perhaps he had seen Ler love and
pitied it. This then was what his kind-
ness meant. The thought thrilled her

How weak she had
Buat she would

Never, never, would he

©88

She nerved herself for the first brave

ghe loved so

well, pressing
brightened
with delight as he saw her.
So you fainted, Norah,” he said, when

he came close up.
“Tell me,” he went on more softly,
was it for my sake or the boy's ?”
I1e conld not have hit upon a more un
happy question.  Lady Dulwich’s cruel
words seemed to sound again in her ears.
Her fainting was taken as a public pro-
fession of her love.

“Ior both, " shie said very sweetly and
softly.

What

was in the words or tone that

chilled the heart of Maurice Blake—a mo

ment befora warm  with
love. Her words were not

were vently

trinumph and

unkind, they
and even kindly spoken.

He had coms to her full of joy and love

and pardonable pride in a brave deed,
done
hoped for a warm welcome.
golved that now was his time to speak
and make

her He had

He had re-

bravely in sight.

her his own for ever,

rds of hers—only two—sweetly
a smiling face, and he
soon strike her in the
her to be his wile.

No change in

I'wo w

VOlte or manner was

there that ear or y conld find. DBut
every pulse of his heart felt the chilling
change, Soft word or  sweet smile
brought him no comfort.  The sunshine
n warm, nor blue sky cheer, when
of tha cold, dry east wind is in

e air
\ t a change was the drive home
from the morning’s drive, when the -
r of the silver bells in the clear frosty
air wase less jovous than the beating of
their own hearts I'he subtle flow of
synipathy wl seemed to reach from
mind and mind, and heart and heart,
without the aid of words, suddenly
ceased N ts of tender musing broke
the even tenor of their talks  Norah was
bri | kind as ever. Dt

hud so thrilled his

ALIFESAVERTO MANKIND

is what Mr. George Renner,
Wiarton, Ont., styles
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-

Liver Pills.

Not that T am at all fond of having my
name put in public places, but as a lije

trong advised to use
5, and to-day 1 can safely
and truthfully state that they have saved
my lifc
GLEO. BENNER
alth

ver

To all who find t ves with he
{ 1 '

gradually pping away, Kidney

y i 1 that they a wpal
keey t ystem f from pois 3
vast rinl h Disordered,
Bow nstij 1 Aching, Back
Paining, tal Y 's Kidney-Liver
Pills I'he quick w vy help you back

to health will surprise
All Dealers seil them at
CENTS A BOX.

o
=5

8 her quick eyes caught sight of
the form
aagerly through the throog with an anxi-
ous fear on his face, which

heart was gone from the smilein her blue
eyes and the tones of her gentle voice.

against the
vague, chill barrier interposed between
him and the hope and happiness of his
But it rebelled in vain, as the im-
patient bird beats out his life agrainst the
clear glass, which keeps it back from sum-

ITis whole soul rebelled
life.

mer air and sunshine,

With a dul), aching sensge of gomething
lost and wanting, Maurice took his leave,
and pressed the little white hand that
frankly returned the pressure, and looked
into the blue eyes that answered his own

with open courtesy
Norzh went 8

ht from him

face wepl tears that hurt, n

to her
own room, and throwing herself upon her
eased, her

tions of the day “John Doe "
“ Richard Roe " were called into court to
do forensic battle for the respective claim-
ants,  Ofthe result no doubt was possible,
Sir Valentine was recognized by all his
former friends. The decision was merely
a question of time, But Mark Blake's
advisers exhausted every subtle techni-
cal objection, which the stupid and cum-
bersome procedure of the courts o plenti-
fully afforded itself, to stave ofl the evil
hour,

fir Valentine pursued his course stead-
ily, but with stoical calmness. Nothing
deterred him and nothing disturbed him.
He took his place in society and held it
with stately ease, as if those long years
in the wilderness had been no more than

bursting heart—tears of passion and de- | a fantastic dream.  Silent, res rved, ap-
spair. But with every choking sob her parently emotionless—he made the man
resolution grew stronger. * e must | ner of the woods and wigwams seewm the

never know
If he ]
heart again
Bpoken

her
he wonld

ved her, she told

and again,
his love., It
speak. 1f he guessed her
would pity her—a Lot
covered face and neck at
and offer her his pity 1
So thege two drifted slowly

was

few frank words
both

that wonld
happy were unspoken. So

could effect
Alas ! how light a word can move
Dissension between souls that love.
Day by day the gulf between
grew wider.

carried them apart.
stand, nor resist
e had no

cold look

of,

down to mere :u‘-l'l;ule;uv"t-‘ihip,
He felt no anger at all, only an aching
l};lf“.

He would tronble
r with Lis unwelcoma
groaned in secret, and she wept
saw each other no more,

All the more eagerly
himself

lov
love.

Maurice
into the
that

politic excitement

n society, making the s
and stately institutions of the
ment sl 1 hitening

1 the
murmur of impending change.,
the impetus of

How,

his yressed

¢

1 he worked with a

ssed and surprised the st
omrades.
keep pace with his enthus

It was a fair morning
spring.
the

S,

open window of his ro

woo him in vain to healthful

He bent resolutely over his pa;

into his work.
Christy entered without knocking.

gseemed curiously excited, and stumbled

as he crossed the room.

to Maurice slipped from his fingers to the
Maurice stooped to pick it up, and
word,

tloor.
in (hat instant, still
Christy disappeared,
The letter was in
writing. It was

without a

very short.

to see you, to break some
a pleasant surprise,
hood with you.

show which will test your stoicisin
Without a moment's delay

His mind was in
vague way he as
mons with Norah and hope.

a whirl. In

Up the stone steps ot the doctor's house
time ; but before his
knocker the door

he went three at a
hand could touch the
was opene ] by the doctor himself.

“(Come in,” he said, cordially pressing
Maurice's hand and walking with him to

the parlor. It was a large dim

that made a kind of rosy

dressed quietly in black velvet with the
deep lace raflles and cufls that the fashion

of the day prescribed. His was
and fignre to catch and rivet

his forehead was seamed with
able wrinkles, so deep and cle
that they seemed carved, with
edge, on stone. His h
1ron grey
out witl

his grey eyebrows. There was dead sil-
ence in the room—silence so profound
that Maurice could hear his own heart
beat.

Dr. Denver spoke at last, in a voice that

quivered with excitement.

“ Maurice,
vour father. Valentine,
friend, 1 can honestly
on your som.

oir my

Maurice was surprised that he felt no

troubled
have
his right
secrel now
flush of shame
the thought-
mistake for love.
apart, each
chilled by the other's coldness, and the
have made
much
the poisoned words of an angry woman

them
Maurice could not stem the
impalpable and mysterious current that
He could not under- | its
nor resent the change. | wl
or word to complain
st by slow butsure degrees he slipped

her peace no
He
; but they

Blake
torrent of | fan
then rushed,
eethed, and boiled under the surface of
solid -seeming
Govern-
the ears of
! ening
Here

pa-si

¢ X un- 1 ed
ng industry, a feverish zeal, that sur-

devoted of | d¢
Lord Edward alone could

in the early
Maurice sat alone by a table at
, through { i
which the sunshine and cool air entered
to tell of the green world without, and
exercige,
rg, and
put all the energy of his pent-up passion

Dr. Denver's hand-
“ Dear
Maurice—1I have desired this while back
news which
must now come to you as a surprise—but
Come to me at once
on receipt of this, and bring your man-
I have that to tell and

Maurice
was out of doors and striding towards Dr.
Denver's house, which was close at hand.
some
ociated the sudden snm-

rooi,
with a rich red, velvety paper onthe walls
twilight in it.
Standing a little away from the door by
which they entered was a tall, gannt man,

a face
attention.
The large features were finely formed, but
1er-
v cut
a chisel's
ir and beard were
and his keen blue eyes looked
i eager longing look from under

innun

e said abruptly, “ thisis
old

congratulate you

perfection of hig we in what was
then the most « 3 ital of Furope.

His tenderness for his son was most
to | tonching, by reason of & certain humility
he | that mingled with it. It seemed to ask
pardon for the stubborn wilfulness which
gandered them so long, and robbed the
of a father's love and care. With
every look of his eyes, every tone of his

the younger man paid back the
arrears of duty and affection.
iinst Mark Sir Valentine's
ment waa silant, deep, impl
refused all overtures of meeting or com-
His wrath found ven
lately pushing forward the s
would drive the apostate from C

But it was with Norah Denver that the
real character of the man most showed

If. The womanly tenderness of soul
1 had dominated his life, making at
once its delight and its misery, still lay
soft and warm under the sternness with
which grief and misfortune had overlaid
his character.

In Norah's presence the cold and state-
ly dignity of s manner sofiened to a
gracions old-fashioned courtesy wonder-
tul to see. They grew to be close com-
panions : humored

son

resent-

He

prouise,

those two. lHe her
anticipated her wishes. It
may be that the keen instinct of a father's
heart hinted at how matters stood be-
tween her and his son, and that he set
himself to clear away the obstacles that
gandered their lives. If it were

watched and waited with quiet patience,
biding his time, and said no word.

1 Norah met his affaction with unaflect-

lalicht, Tla secmed to take his place

s; he

80 he

almost at once beside her father in the
hter's heart. She lavished on him
all the little tender tokens of thoughtful
affection that only a woman can bestow.
I'he strain of her secret love for Maurice
hurt her sorely, though she hid her suffer-
ng with smiling lips or cheerful words.
I'c her woman's heart it was relief to give
Lier iove for the son free scope in her ten-
derness for the father.

Sir Valentine eptered heart and soul
into the “United Irishmen " orginiza
tion, with his son and his son’s bosom
friend. There was good hope, then, of a
peaceful victory ; for the power of the

He

His hand shook | Castle quailed before the power of the
so that a letter which he silently offered

people.

The Government. however, still played
a game of brag, and pressed forward in
their course of bigotry and oppression,
though they were walking with congcious
fear, on the thin crust of a volcano.

The more moderate party, of which
Girattan was leader, bided its time, and
made no sign

But Lord Edward believed that the
hour had come for a bold stroke in the
Iouse of Commons itself, which wonld

the United Irishmen must no longer be
tritled with.

Maurice Blake and his father strongly
seconded his views. It was resolved that
by Lord Edward himself, who typified
their corganization alike to the country
and the castle, the challenge should be
made.

I'he occasion was not long wanting.
Under the auspices of the United Irish-
men the policy by which the Irish Volun-
teers had succeeded in wresting some-
thing of Ireland, right from England's re-
luctant grasp was revived. An armed
association had been organizad, calling
themselves 1he Iirst National Battalion,
and having for device an lIrish harp, sur-
mounted, not by the customary crown,
but by a cap of liberty. 1ts meetings had
been proclaimed and suppressed by the
Giovernment. As usual the coercion pro-
clamation bred new trouble for its authors.
A body of delegates of the old Volunteer
corps of Dublin retaliated by announcing
their intention of holding a meeting to
celebrate the successes of the French Re-
public.

The Irish Government, in desperation,
resolved that this meeting should also be
suppres It was thought advisable by
the bigots to strengthen the hands of the
Lord Lieutenant, by an address from Par-
liament approving of the proclamation.
Lord Edward went down to the house
on the day the address was to be
moved, with a number of {riends he could
trust.  Maurice Blake and lus father
were, of course, of the party.

These and others of the United Irishimen
waited inthestrangers’ gallery, while!Lord

surprise. Rather with the waking | 1dward, hislips compressed and his brizht
of the words came the thought | eyes blazing with restrained excitement,
that he had known the secret all | walked up the floor to his place. It was
along, as he eagerly clasped his father's | a full house. ~ The beautiful Amphi-
hand. theatre in which the money changers

8o those two met for the first time in | now rustle paper and chink coin, was then
silence., They looked into each other's crowded with the wealth, the intellect,

honest eyes with joy and love;

yvearning of their heuarts at rest.
CHAPTER XIX

STELL TRUTH IND SIHAME

Henry IV. Part I,

w Seorn and defiance ;8light regard, contempt
Henry V.

* Ig this proceeding just and honorable ?
I8 your assembly so Henry IV,

which Mark Blake had concocted
Lord Dualwich

given Sir

and against
ifed Invain.,

an apostate should
Cloonlara, and with
was to do.  When

never he
him

An action

who entered into possession on

father's death, of all the lands, tene-
ments, and hereditaments of Cloonlara,
arrival. The famous
and Leonard M'Nally. the | There was a ruthless trampling down of
connsel of the

on Sir Valentine’
Philpot Curran
leading senior and
bar, were engi

unior
ged for the plaintifl’;

the aching

i

Part I
(hristy's letter told the hideous plot
with
and the startling news had
Valentine power to break the
ealling links of habit which bound him to
) which he had so
He determined that
heir
to determine
he set foot in Ireland,
he learned from his old retainer that his
brother was dead, and that his nephew
was a parricide as well as an apostate,
in trespass was promptly
begun for the recovery from Mark Blake,

} 1 A and |
in compliance with the quaint legal fic-

and the beauty of the gay capital. Cirat-
tan was there, eagle-eyed and eagle-
beaked, resolute for liberty, but biding
his time, and, as the United Irishmen
thougut, too patient ofoppression. Curran
was there, his ugly features jluminous
with the genius that shone through as
licht through a transparency.

On the over-crowded benches of the
Government Lord Castlereagh was the
most prominent figure, sleek, graceful,
cold and false. A few seats ofl' sat Flood,
dark-eyed, wdaverous-looking, awkward,
and uneasy in the Ministerial chains in
which he had fettered his genins and
patriotism.

\s Lord Edward passed to his place he
received kindly greeting on all hands.
From the Ladies’ Gallery especially
at | bright glances were showered on the
handsome and noble young patriot.  In
that gay throng were many by whom the
beantiful Pamela was envied.

But Lord Castlereagh frowned and bit
his lips as he saw him, and Mark Blake,
who had been “brought into Parliament”
by a noble patron, alter his apostacy, rose
quietly and slipped out.

The obnoxions address was being read
-, | as Lord dward entered. It was couched
in the language of undiluted coercion.

his

| popular rights in every sentence of it.
{ ['he speech in which it was moved was

! hoisterous and truculent. The seconder

and | was as savage as the mover.

teach the Government that the power of

“The
were denounced as * crawling
glaves for whom life was an excess
of toleration.”” The United Irishmen
were “disloyal traitors, the flame of whose
vile congpiracy must be quenched in
blood.”" The Lord Lieutenant was ex-
horted * to stamp with armed heel on the
poisonous snake which mistaken mercy
had engendered.” Each furious sent-
ence was followed by a furious burst of
applause from the Ministerial benches.
But a quaver as of fear seemed to run
through those wild cheers, There was a
touch of terror in the desperation of their
defiance, and many an eye wandered
uneasily to where the gallant young
leader of the United Irishmen sat, with
face pale and resolute, only the flashing
eves totell the fierce scorn that consnmed
him. The debate wus short as it was
violent. Only the Government hacks
and partisans took part in it. ~ As tannt
and insult were repeated without reply,
their spirits rose, and their triumphant
iibes and scornful langhter rang throu rh
the house.

At length the time came to put the
(uestion, and a momentary silence tell on
tue assembly.

\s the Speaker rose, Lord Edward rose
with him. Before a word could
from the Speaker's lips his fresh, young
voice rang out boldly throngh the hushed
assembly, in words that have lived to our
own day :—

“ Sir, I give my most hearty disappro-
bation to this address, for I do think that
the Lord Lieutenant and the majority of
this house are the worst subjects the king
has.’

All eyes were upon him. For a mo-
ment after he had spoken the silence
seemed to
\H‘llll'l',

Papists "

issue

Then the storm burst loud and
furious round the daring young patriot,
who stood there facing them smiling and
defiant. At first it was an inarticulate
roar of rage; swords were half drawn and
geats overleapad by the howling throng,
and it seemed as if the Government par-
tisans would attack him even in

sacred precinets of the house itself;
f

the

but

the more cautions of the placemen
noticed that in the strangers' galleries
were those whose hands wer2 on their

sword hilts, and whose eyes wait iy
a signal from Lord Edward ; he'd
back their furious friends.
TO BE CONTINUED,
- -
THE STATION MASS.
Only & week from Christmas, and

Aunt Eva, Kitty, and I are on our way
by our usual short cuts, to tell Mrs
Ryan that we are coming to the Station
on the morrow. [am getting along
quite famously this afternoon, so much
g0 that Kitty looks at me surreptiti
ously now and again, bat says not a

word. Aunt Iivaisan old campaigner.
All her life she has roamed the hills,

and to day, despite her fitty golden
years, she puts me to shame with her
light, active step. Our present little
stroll is only eight miles, but she thinks
nothing of it. A few weeks ago
should have emphatically refused to
walk, and insisted on riding D’rincess
Maud ; but at last [ have imbibed Irish
ways, even with the turf smoke. To
tell you a secrct, I have perpetratcd a
pair of shoes a la Kitty's—an ordeal, I
must confess. There were noue in the
village to suit me, and as pair after
pair were tried and found wanting, I
felt so humiliated that my feet, erst
while my pride, seemed now my shame
and degradation—and was only saved
from eternal disgrace by an old cobbler
who thought he could make me a pair
He did, leaving them a sizs too larger
—*“ for improvement”! When first
introduced I viewed them with wonder,
but familiarity is everything, and
after a few private rehearsals I came to
the conclusion that there was nothing
after all like home maunufacture. |
swing along now with a Kitty-like air,
my head aloft, as it eight miles were —
well, just a nice little exercise.

The road never seems so short as
when enlivened by Eva's bright storie
and sly sallies. She has read every-
thing, knows everything, and Kitty
and [ are never satisfiad without her.
Her heart and mind are always youth
tul and buoyant ;: she enters into all
our interests and pleasures, she sees
the good and pleasant side in every
thing and everybody. She has a gay
smile for the people we meet, T
brighten at her coming, and she has a
way of making men, women, and chil-
dren show their very best when she
speaks to them, It is one scene of hap
piness and mirth and sunshine from
the time we leave home till our return.
As we go through the village every
head is at the door, every voice cries a
loving greeting, even the babies in
arms join the general chorus.

We reach Mrs. Ryan’s, shut in by the
woods, the blue smoke drifting through
the trees, thedying sun flashing on the
old farm house, turning the yellow
thatch into gold, and peeping through
its latticed windows for a warm good-
night, as it slowly sinks behind the
mountains, Through the open gate
we go to the wide, comfortable i
yard, with its long clamps of turf on
one side and lofty hayricks on the
other. Thereis a clean, fresh, washed
look everywhere, in preparation for the
Divine Guest of the morrow, and the
neighbors who, though miles away,
will gather to give Him a joyous wel-
come, Little Dymphna stands on the
door-step, and seeing us, comes for-
ward, her hand over her eyes in pretty
shyness. Nitty catches her with a
bound and carries her in triumph to
the house, where we are received with
whole-souled rapture—Aunt Kva, as
becometh a dearly loved queen. The
best chair is brought forward, and
mother and daughters gather around
her with a hundred endearing ques-
tions. Kitty is in the midst of the little
ones, Dymphna by universal consent,
as the baby, holding first place at the
meeting, and I, as the bashful stranger
look on the scene so pleturesquely
beautiful, so peculiarly Irish.

immense, wide, handsome flagged

kitchen, with diamond-shaped windows

rrow even more profound than §

looking out on the garden, half veget.
able, half orchard, with a sunny corner
for Grace's flowers, Off the Kkitchen
open three or four bedrooms, and above
is the loft for the farm-boys. The
hearth is a study, deep and roomy,
with huge piles of turf throwing their
cheery, pleasant flicker on the shining
flags, dancing in and out, through the
whitest and brightest of china, on the
old fashioned dresser. At one end a
table stands ready for the altar, the
basket with the vestments having just
been sent from the farm where yester

day's station was held, Kitty's eyes
fall on it, and she asks Mrs. Ryan if
she may arrange the altar, and s0 save
I"ather Tom some time for his morn-
ing's confessions,. We go to worl
Grace and Couth lending willing
hands. From small beginning we de
velop into decorations. Liace curtains,
evergreens, and leaves are pressed
into the service, and in an hour we
have, to our own eyes, grand results
A recess at one end holds the ar-

the kitchen table. The wall we drape
in white, with a water-fall of lace as a
border, the whole caught up with holly

and ivy. An old family crucifix is
suspended above, the large white fig

ure showing effectively on the ebony

wood. With the assistance of blocks
for the flowers, and candles on the
altar, we succeed admirably. Kitty

arranges the altar-stone and vestments
with the familiarity of an old facristan
and when ali is complete wa stand at a
distance and adwire. Tne effect is
really very pretty—a soft white mass,
with wreaths of ivy and clusters of red
berries, the sad, s..eet, pathetic Fizure
on the cross between ; below, the altar
crowned in great bunches of laurel
and holly, with chrysanthemums here
and there to brighten the coloring. On
either side of the altar two windows
look out on the mountains, shedding a
subdued, restful light on the whole

We are proud of our work, and Mrs
Ryan and Aunt Eva go into ecstasi
declaring that the priests will be
amazed when they arrive in the morn
ing. It islater than we expected, and
we hurry h ards.  Kitty
with anxiety as to my welfare, wond
ering how I shall stand the return brisk
effort. She need have no fears, how
ever., 1 step out like a Trojan. Hall
way back she suspects something has
changed me, for she cries roguishly
*Iolly, where are your American
rubbers 7’

“ (Gone a begging,”
response.

“Sensible girl !" with a wise shake

itty ig

coizod
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of her head. ‘‘1 knew we would
teach her better.’

But I vouchsafe no remark

Through the fresh, keen air we

drive next morning and arrive at the
Station to find the priests hard at work
The bedrooms are the confessionals,
the kitchen the chapel : the women are
kneeling before the altar. A great
fire roars up the chimney, and there is
a solemn stillness over everything.
In the farm yard and around the door,
every one apart, buried in their prayer
books, the men are preparing for con
fassion, evidently a matter of much
thought., In and out they go, kneel
ing before the altar until it is their
turn to be heard. Father Tom says
first Mass when his penitents are al

most finished, the curate hearing
meanwhile. 1 wish I could give some

idea of that Station Mass in the kitchen
so strange and new, so wonderfully de
votional, It islike a peep at the Cata
combs, a glimpse of the early Charis
tiang, a scene of the penal days when
their forefathers gathered by stealth
for Mass in the mountains !

A thousand hallowed memories come
crowding on me as my eyes fall on the
bowed head of the old priest at the
altar, the sanlight softening his white
hair and worn, holy face. I think of
the dread days when others like him,
of his own blood and kindred, were
chased like wolves through these same
mouuntains—nay, that even the very
ground I now kneel on may be sancti
fied by the blood of martyrs! I pray
as | have never prayed. There seems
something in this truly Catholic scene
that stirs me to my very soul. No won
der the Irish are pious, no wonder they
are pure : no wonder they to day are,
as they nave ever been, in the most
distant climes, missionaries of the
grand old faith !

The Mass continues.
verence the communicants advance
after the Domine, non swum dignus
Mrs. Ryan and her two stalwart sons
leading off : then, two and two, men
and women approach with bowed heads
to receive Him whose delight it was to
be with the lowly. It is a glorious
sight and brings tears to my eyes, and
the mountains fling back rosy smiles
through the latticed windows as
as the sun climbs above the peaks with

youbhiul joyousiicss

With deep re

Tho fist Mass i
over, and as the old priest goes to the
confessional the young curate takes
his placo at the altar. A second band
of communicants at this Mass, and then
it is over —but, no! not yet. TFather
Tom appears at a little table, a large
open book before him, aud in a loud
voice reads the name of each house-
holder. The one named comes for
ward and gives an account of each
member of his family, those present at
the Station, those those absent and why,
naming a day through the week when
they shall attend at the next station in
the neighborhood, avd so on down to
the last name on the list. I am aston-
ished at this beautiful spirit of humble
faith and the wonderful government
the parish priest has over the souls
committed to his charge. 1n speaking
of it on the way home, Aunt kva tells

The house is low and rambling ; an |

me the same rule is observed in the
towns and villages ; but there the
people go to the churches, the house-
holder remaining after Mass to give an
account of his stewardship. Simple

,Ireland, prayerful Ireland, holy Ire-
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