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A Voice from the Void,

By Marion J. Brunowe, in
PART 1.

“Rose, I have something to say to
you; can you spare me a few minu-
tes before retiring?’’ Amnd Miss Car-
rigan, coming into her gister’s dress-
ing-room, placed herself om the sofa
beside her.

“Oh, of course,”’
petulant answer; ‘“‘but please,

ret, don't lecture.”’

The other looked at her a moment
in silence; then:

“Dearest,’”’ she said, “‘was not
that Mr. Harper whom 1 heard go-
ing just now?”’

“It was,” returned Rose,
shortly.

Margaret hesitated a moment be-
fore she spoke again. It wes Wwith
some degree of embarrassment that
she said:

“Rosie, I don’t want to lecture,
as you call it, or seem over-particu-
lar, but—but—is it homorable to
treat him so, to accept his atten-
tions so constan'tly?’”

was the slightly
Mar-

rather

The Christian Family.

perhaps mot strictly beautiful in the
ordinary acceptation of the word,
but her clear, pale complexion, coal
black hair, broad white brow and
large serious looking gray eyes, cOm-
bined with a finé womanly pre-
sence and a dignified, even at times
somewhat reserved manner had
earned for her among some of her
would-be admirers the appellation of
“‘the stately Juno.”

And if Miss Carrigan was a Juno,
Miss Rose Carrigan, to be fanciful,
resembled a sylph. Slender as a
reed, fair as a lily, of small stature,
blue-eyed, possessed of a delicate
transparent complexions of pink and
white, she was, in the langiage of
the poet, “peautiful as a dream.”’

Added to these charms of person,
a gentle confiding mamnner, an ap-
parently trustful, clinging mnature,

made her a universal favorite in so-
ciety. :
Old ladies patromized and petted

her, old gentlemen found her de-
lightful; young ladies, albeit a trifle

“I don’t see amything dishomorable
.about it,”’ was the answer.

“You know, you and Mr. Harper
.can nmever be anything to each other,
Rose.”’

The younger girl drew herself up.
“You are mistaken, Margaret, Mr.
‘Harper and I are everything to each
other.””

“‘Rosel”’ t
, Mgroaret's face was a picture of
Astorishiment, Sismay 8Rd SOTTOW:

Rose laughed lightly and affected
to hide her blushes. But truth to
tell, she trembled from head to
foot.

Tor o full minute there was oom-
plete silence in the room. In the
‘hearts of the sisters seated side by
-side, -a_conflict was going on. They
‘were great contrasts, these two
girls, daughters of the same mother,
yet in face, form or feature not
bearing the slightest tresemblamce.

Margaret was tall and rather dark,

jealous, could not long remain im-
. pervious to that subtle charm of
menner, that sweetly confidential
tone, thdt cooing, loving creature
who would not harm a worm.

And of her male adorers—ah, Rose
Carrigan might be said to have had
a legion at her feet. Yet, of them

all to-night had proved her choice,

and it was a strange one.
Gegrge Harper was not a young
man; that is a man of forty is hard-
ly young in the eyes of a wirl of
twenty; in manner and bearing  he
was perhaps as settled as‘a man of
fifty. i
Mangaret, consoientious to the
last degree, and not usually given to
unreasoning dislike of any human be-
ing, had nevertheless, from the very
first moment of her acquaintance
with him, conceived a violent aver-
sion to this man.
Conquer the feeling she could not,
to reason it down was equally  im-
ible, even 1o pray for strength

LIVER GOMPLAIRT.

“The livér {s the latgest gland in the body; it:
<office is to take froni the blood the propertiet
which form bile. When £ Jiver is torpid and
inflamed it cannot furnish bile to the bowels
- oausing them to become bound and costive. Tha
symptons are & feeling of fulness or weight it
the right side, and shooting pain: in the same
region, pains b should: |

to overcome it had herctofore seemed
quite beyond her.

That he was courteous {n manner
though somewhat cold, educated, cul-
tured, traveled, apparently in every
gense a gentleman, and at least so
far as drawing-room  deportment
went, a model of chivalry toward
womanhood, she could not deny. But
gifted as she was with an unusual
degres of keen perception, and with

a share of, let philosophers
soorn it as they will, woman’'s  un-
instinct, Margaret in spite

erring y
of herself disliked, distrusted him.
At times she caught a look, & tone,
a gesture, and in one d mo-
ment, when addressing a gervant, a
few words which betrayed a glimpse
of & tyrannical, ring nature.
The girl had shuddered, praying for
grace to conquer her

hatred of ‘the

Margaret was the senior by but
three years, yet her diiferent cha-
racter and the sense of responsibili-
ty thus thrust upon hef as her fa-
ther's companion, housekeeper, and
the protector and guide of her little
sister, the last charge bequeathed by
the dying mother, had made her ra-
ther old for her years and observamt
of many things.

was full of small vanities we can-
not wonder.

Naturally indolent, pleasure lov-
ing, averse to trouble, anxiety or
care, Rose could endure amy amount
of passive inactivity sooner than
exert herself beyond a certain point
She would smile at Margaret’
sional impetuous outburs
guch a trouble to get ar
the cause were just.
shrug her pretty should

: would
when con-

fronted with a serious view of any-
thing.

“Life is too short to spend in
anything but sunshine,’” the young

philosopher was wont to affirm; “‘1
wonder, Meg.- you aren’t sensible
enough to see that.” -

In the whole course of her exist-
ence perhaps she had never so much
as raised her litile finger to help
another, when by so doing it would
in the slightest inconvemience her-
self. Anything for an easy life, was
her motto. That winnin manner
was a gift of nature; to be otherwise
would have been .an exertion.
Thinking now of all this, Margaret
trembled for the future of the girl,
her future as the wife of George Har-
per; trembled as she thought of the
character to whom her sister was
about to intrust her life, a man to
whom religion was nothing, an ag-
mostic, an unbeliever. And—Marga-

Symptoms of
Kidney Disease.

Cloudy or milky urine.

Frequent desire to urinate.

Scanty end high-colored urine.

Brick deposits in the urine.

Pains in the back over the kidneys.

Feelings of weariness and despon-
dency.

Shortness of breath and general
weakness.
Thousands of people to-day have

discased kidneys and do not know it.
Are you ome? If so it is absolutely
neccesary that you should do some-
thing to prevent the developement of
such eerious diseases as Bright's Di-
sease. Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills
mthebestonbhemmt!orthe
prevention of serious diseases. Thou-
gands reccommend them. T
Mrs. Joseph Gray, Sartell, King’s
Co., N. B., writes: “For four or five
years my husband and 1 have used
Dr. Chase’s Kidney Liver Pills for
‘Kidney troubles and billiousness and
find them indispensible as @ family
| medicine. Wé could not do with-

out them.””
 Billiousness, liver
gestion,

rible thought that to this mam a
wife would be a picce of property,
to be owned body and soul.

the announcement so evidently dis-
tasteful to Margaret, she fell to tap-
ping the carpet nervously with the
toe of her little slipper, once or twice
glancing deprecatingly toward
sister.

Father and sister had petted, de-}gid as a statue looking straight out
ferred to, perhaps spoiled the little | before her. The younger girl’s lips
one, only ten at the time of her | formed themselves into a pout, and
mother’s death, until if the heart |she slipped noiselessly to the floor

complaint, consti-
kidney disease

But to return. After Rose made

her

Margaret. however, sat ri-

at her sister’s feet.
“‘Meg,”’” she implored in a caressing
voice, ‘O darling Meg; look at me;
give me a kiss; say you are glad.”
And she pressed her cheek against
the other’s hand.
Margaret stooped, lifted her, for
she was but a fairy weight, and
dtrained- her to her bosom while hot
tears fell upon her bright hair. But
she could not yet comunand her
voice enough to speak.

“I think you are cruel,” said Rose)
plai ‘I fesl so strange and
; you might be kind to me

Meg.
As she spoke she trembled violent-
ly and pressed closer to her sister.
Margaret encircled her pet more
tightly and bending her head kissed
her.

“My little sister,”” she said in a
tone of infinite tenderness, “‘1 wish
you happiness, but, O Rosie, have
you mot been rash? Do you really
—love—George Harper?”’

The last words seemed wrung from
her as by a tremendous effort,

Ttose lifted a face mow wreathed in
smiles.

“You dear, darling, over-anxious
girl, such a question! Why, of course
love George. Do I not look hap-
py ? Come now, aon’t look such ‘&
handsome tragedy queen but wish me
every joy. Indeed,”’ she finished up,
L. wonder he did not fall in love
with you; omne would imagine you
would be more in his style of wo-
mam, you kmow, than an airy flitting
creature, a very butterfly like my-
self, but—there’s no accounting for
tastes.”’
Involuntarily Margaret drew her-
self up; was her sister comparing her
to this man? Then a wave of self-
reproach overwhelmed her, and sl'm
folt she was indeed acting crm!l_y in
withholding her sympathy in this su-
preme hour of that sister’s life.
““Rose,”’ she said, in a voice ‘that
shook in spite of every effort .110
dieady it. ‘‘Rose, you know 1 wish
happiness on earth; I am

you every
glad, =lad, glad that you are happy
to-night, that you love and are be-
loved, but, O God! I cannot s'('iy I
am glad it is—George T,
Rogse freed herself from the em-
brace, and turned & little pale.
““Why do you dislike him 80 in-
tensely, Meg?’’ she demanded in @
strange voice. ‘Has he ever 'bcem
aught but gentlemanly to you?
“‘No, no, no,”” cried poor aret,
iyt Ydistrust  him, Rose, 1 dis-

fiantly, ‘‘that is better thamn a false
aliow me to practice mine.”’

nation.

girl with childish abandon, ‘'you are

| risen from the working classes him-

religion. It will make him more
tolerant to me, for 1 suppose he will

“You suppose!’’ Margaret’'s voice
was charged with a vibrating indig-
“O dear!’”’ exclaimed the younger
dreadfully disagreeable, Meg. of
course Mr. Harper—I mean George—
will allow me to do just as I please.
Perhaps 1 shall even make a Ca'tholic
of him yet. At all events it’s time
enough to talk of troublesome things
after marriage.”’

Margaret could mot repress a heavy
sigh.

“God keep you, my darling,”” she
i as her arm stole around her
ster’s waist, ‘“‘“and forgive me if 1
seem unkind or wanting in sympa-
thy. It is only my love, if you will
believe it, which makes me appear
s0.”’

Rose was moved beyond her wont, |
and for a moment remained quite |
lent, softly returning the mute
ress. Then there was a relapse,into
her former mood.

|
ca-

“You dear old Meg,"” she said,
stroking her sister’s cheek, ‘‘I wish
it had been a Catholic—to pleas:

you, but*' —looking up archly, ‘‘do we
know any Catholic gentlemen? Could
you have me lose my heart to our
butcher, our milkman, even granting
1 should find favor in the eyes of
those gentlemen? Ah, no, my “high
and mighty Meg; some day you will
do just as I have done, and then—'’
She 'held up ome finger in playful
menace.

Margaret shook her head; she could
not treat the affair In this light
spirit. Besides part of Rose’s aseer-
tion was quite correct. In this lit-
tle New England town they number-
ed mot one Catholic in the circle of
their acquaintances. -

Although Patrick Parrigan had no
pretensions to family “in the way of
titled grandfathers or ancestors des-
cended from Irish kings, and had but,

Yet thus affairs stood, and Marga~
ret, who had at one time some very
ardent, rather socialistic ideas as to
!‘h‘e perfect equality of all shuman be-
ings, and had mdde some ludicrous,
perhaps mortifying experiments as
the social equal and companion of
some ladies, who were more up in
the price of eggs or the breed of cows
than in the rudiments of grammar
;‘md who would persist in uddmss:
ing her as ‘“‘ma’am,”” now acknow-
ledged she could not establish a mew
order of things. Rose, had such an
idea ever entered her head, might
have succeeded better, as naturally
possessing more adaptability tham
the high-minded though rather per-
plexed Margaret,

And now, while not approving, yet
she could not consistently hln'me
Ros2 for her choice. In her prayers

that 1§igh' she was fain to place, as
had ever been her habit, all fears for
the future in the hands of ‘‘One

without whose knowledge not even a
sparrow falleth.” But her heart was

heavy.
LK B o
Six months later a quiet home
wedding  was celebrated under the
Carrigan roof. The bridal pair
stood beneath a bell of lilies at the

far end of the flower bedecked par-
lors while the ceremony was per-
formed by the parish priest of St.
———. The usual promises required of
the prospective bridegroom on such
occasions had been solemnly sworn
to. George Harper was pledged to
refrain ‘from any interference in his
wife’'s practicing of her religion, or
with her perfect freedom in the reli-
gious training of their children.

““All now depends upon you alome,
Rose,’’ Margaret had said; ‘‘and who
knows, my dearest, what your ex-
ample, combined with the grace of
God, may do for your husband?’’

Margaret was looking on the bright
gide now with all the force of her
strong will. Manrgaret was endea~
voring to hush a wvoice which would
not be quieted. Mangaret was try-
ing to feel that this was the mar-

self, still an inate refinement had
led him, while still poor and strug-
gling, to woo and win a gentle girl
of birth and breeding, every inch a
lady.
There is an old adage, perhaps ob-
solete mowadays, ‘that blood will
tell, and in this case it was verified.
The daughters possessed, as a“na-
tural inkieritance, what a score of
training in schools, convents

or otherwise, would never have be-
stowed upon them, a delicacy and
refinement. of thought and feeling too
seldom met.
And on this subject of the choice of
society Miss Carrigan had suffered
many oonscientious scruples. Melford
was o small town and as @ New
Bngland town, notwithstanding its
coterie of educated cultured men and
women, Was ally @ narrow

to 'the contrary, but _the

him. Above all, how can you
spending your whole
intimate compan-

fact exists that our New
not  overcome

1se, ‘have
At their dislike

town. ;
Enthusiasts and ultra-liberals may

England

.rhaps in all things
brethren, liberal perhap: & 4oy s

of and :
A4, . i

riage scene she had dreamed of for
her darling, but ah, was it?

‘Nvo. that picture had held much of
simple beauty, of divine meaning
lacking here. It had been a morn-
ing in early Jume, rendered glorious
by the sunshine, the song of the
birds, the fresh flower-scented air
of that month of joy and roses, and
above all a sky of serenest blue
looking down upon an humble little
church—humble, plain, perhars ugly,
vet, withal the abode and resting
place of the Most High.

Before the altar, glowing with
burning tapers, kneel two. forms,
and the head of the fair young bride
in her snowy raiment and orange
blossoms is bowed_ low as with up-
lifted hands God’s minister bestows
the Nuptial Benediction—the blessing
descending that both may be faith-
ful unto the end.

To that, how oold-and formal this
sceme, when before mo higher = audi-
ence than the fashiomable assemblage
bepeft of prayer or blessing, the aw-
ful binding vows are teken.
Yet Rose is radiant as tu

congratulations




