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THE HXPfilTED 
LETTER

Rat-tot! The postman had just 
left a Urge, important-looking seal
ed letter at Mrs O'Dougbrrty’s. 
TV little woman stood looking at 
ft with perplexed eyes and a rather 
harassed expression on her pretty 
Uce Around her the children were 
playing noisily. Her eldest hope, 
a bright-eyed urchin of three, had 
clambered to the top rail ol a chair 
aad at imminent peril of life and 
limb, was stretching forth a chubby 
bud towards the sugar-bowl, while 
hie little sister, noting his perform
ance! and not being a participant, 
«reamed at the top of her childish 
fugs- “Oor a bold, bad boy, Jem-

TV breakfast things still lay on the 
untouched, although it was 
ten o'clock. This was a 

unusual state of affairs in or
derly Mrs O'Dougherty's household. 
To add to the general confusion, the 
baby bad got hold of the little wo- 
man'n knitting and was busily engag
ed taking out the needles, to the de
light of a frolicksome kitten, who 
made sad havoc of the scarlet ball, 
winding It in and out round the feet 
of a chair in an intricate maze that 
would be hard to undo without 
breaking the wool, a thing Mrs. O'
Dougherty hated.

Yet all this went on mheeded while 
she scrutinized the letter She twirl
ed It up and down t. her trembling 
fingers, held it towards the light of 
the window, as if that would help 
her, but, strange to say, never at
tempted to open it, though the ad
dress bore in large, bold letters, her 
own name, and the envelope had an 
tmerican postmark.

The truth of the matter was Mrs 
O'Dougherty could neither read nor 
write, a fact she had carefully con
cealed from her husband during four 
years of happy wedded life Fortune 
had favored her wonderfully in the 
matter, and up to now, when Neme
sis stared 1er in the fate in the form 
of the A «encan letter, and threaten
ed to destroy her domestic happiness, 
her life had been as smooth as a 
bark on sunlit waters Now a sud
den wave threatened to engulf the 
frail craft of happiness, and it would 
require all brain power at the tiller 
to steer it safely to land

When honest John O’Dougherty mar
ried her, it was under the firm im
pression that she was a scholar. In 
her youth education in Ireland had 
been bought at too dear a price, the 
cost of faith, the jewel bead in the 
Irish rosary. But with Marv it was 
different. She was ten years younger 
and bad opportunities; but, alas' 
had not taken advantage of them ; 
preferring to run wild over her na
tive heather than to master the 
subtle difficulties of the A.B.C. The 
consequence was her present predica
ment. For John, like most of those 
to whom it was denied, had a great 
idea of learning, and had vowed ne
ver to marry a woman who was not 
a scholar. Pretty Mary’s letters dur
ing their brief courtship had not in
tended to deceive him on this point; 
for Mary had a friend, Miss Norah 
Fitzgerald, the daughter of a weal
thy landowner. a harum-scarum 
schoolgirl, who had taken a fancy to 
her, and to whom she acted as a sort 
of companion Norah volunteered to 
act as Mary’s amanuesis and, if the 
truth were told, enjoyed it immense
ly. But, madcap though Norah was 
she had sensibly enough tried to get 
into Mary’s giddy head the neces
sity of breaking the news to honest 
John once the knot was tied; and 
Mary had promised to perform faith
fully the disagreeable task as soon as 
possible.

On the ma’riage morning, follow
ing the suggestion of Norah, Mary 
had a violent pain in her h.-uid. and 
went to church with it bandaged, so 
that when the signing of the register 
caste, she made a creditable enough 
X in lieu of her name; and simple 
John was so happy that he never 
doubted, and, with a flourish, signed 
his own big X

If Mary had told him there and 
then, no doubt in the first flush of 
happiness he would have forgiven 
her and forgotten his disappointment; 
but, alas! Mary was weak; and when 
she overheard him whispering regret
fully to Anthony Carroll, the school
master , who was .John's amanuen
sis: “You know it’s herself is the
illigent writer; it’s a pity her hand 
is so bad," she checked the rising 
impulse to tell him of her deception. 
The schoolmaster, who had a shrewd 
idea that Mary never wrote tin- 
scholarly epistle he had read to the 
enraptured lover, nodded his head in 
sympathy and remained wisely silent.

Strange as it may seem, four years 
had elapsed, and honest John was 
none the wiser as to his wife’s edu
cational deficiency. Any odd time 
when discovery seemed inevitable, 
M*ry had skillfully warded it off. Let
ters were few and far between in the 
little household, and when one did 
come Mary would flv to her friend to 
learn its contents by heart, and 
then, like the diligent scholar she 
was. read it glibly to he: unsuspect
ing husband, who wouM listen to 
her so proudly that, as time went 
on, she found it more and more 
difficult to undeceive him.

But, alas! matters this morning 
had come to a climax. The Ameri
can letter had arrived, and Norah 
was away in Dublin, and there was 
no one within the radius of a mile 
to whom Mary could appeal The 
poor little woman was in a state of 
mind bordering on distraction She 
thought of burning it; but she knew 
that would be useless, for John and 
the postman were great friends, the 
latter usually dropping in for a 
sfnoke and a schanachie to the little 
house. He would be sure to pass a 
remark about the letter, just as he 
had done when he was handing it to 
her "Who knows but there, is a 
fortune in that letter. Mrs_ O’Dough- 
ertv," be had said jokingly; "don t 
forget to invite me to the feast

Mrs. O’Dougherty, with rather a 
wan smile, had assured him in the 
same tone: “Sure an’ its yourself 
will be welcome; but fortunes don t 
grow on haystacks,” and had hurried 
away from the door, afraid that he 
might await the opening of the letter.

And as if to worry her still more, 
Mr» O’Rorke, the greatest gossip 
round the country side, had drop
ped la when she saw the postman, 
and had effaced a very pardonable mrtofity as to Its ceetefa. ontti 
«se little woman was nearly at her 
' it’s and as to how to get nd of 
’ w without giving pStncr. Anally 
|S| miftmiirH s.vrot* for Alv^nT

mg such a terrible headache that 
she thought she would have to take 
a test. Mrs O'Rorke saw through 
the device, but politeness forbade 
her expressing what she felt. And 
with a st rt that told plainlv that 
she suspected something was up. and 
eyeing the letter that lay carelessly 
on the breakfast tabic with a sour 
glance, she departed without deigning 
to suggest a remedy.

Added to all, Mrs (> Doughertv 
hetaeU was devoured with an all-c-on- 
suming desire to know what was in 

: the letter, and whom it was from. 
She had no friends in America save 
an uncle whom she had never seen, 
and the wildest ideas shot through 

i her brain concerning him. almost ov
ershadowing the misery of being 
found out in her deception. Perhaps 
the creature had died and left a for
tune to wee Jemmie. who had been 
named after him Already she saw 
her eldest joy in all the glittering 
paraphernalia of wealth Visions,

: too, of John and herself seated in a 
■ brand-new cart drawn by a fine horse 
to market, instead of the modest don
key that hitherto bad been the 
height ot her ambition.

“I’ll get new clothes lor the chil- 
der." she murmured, lost m a golden 
dream, “and a new square of drug
get carpet for the kitchen, and fresh 
rnusl.n curtains (or the windows.’’

By this time Jemmie, seeing that 
bis depredations passed unnoticed .be
came bolder and toppled the sugr.r- 
bowl on to the floor, breaking it fo 
pieces. The crash w as the first thing 
to awaken Mrs. O’Dc ugherty from 
her reverie.

"Ye little thief o’ the world,“ she 
cried, catching the child and giving 
him a shake

Jemmie set up a howl in which 
his little sister joined in token of 
sympathy; while the baby, open-eyed, 

j watched the pair in wonder
“God help me!" said the poor little 

woman, “but that American letter is 
bringing the bail luck. There is mv 
good sugar-bowl gone, and himself 
will he in shortly, and what am 1 to 
say to him about the letter. Good
ness knows it’s the worried woman 
1 am.”

She never stopped to think that it 
was her own deliberate deception that 
led up to this train of unhappiness. 
Like many another poor mortal she 
trod the broad and flowery path 
with such ease, that it never occur- 

1 n-d to her to seek the nan jv "one 
and confess the whole matter to her 
husband, relying on his love for for
giveness. Now that discovery seemed 
imminent, the little woman, with a 
face like death, and a heart like lead,

; tried to prepare herself for it. She 
hastily put away the breakfast)

! things, tidied the kitchen, put clean 
tuckets on the children, prepared a 
tasty dinner for the arbiter of her 
destiny, and then went to the win
dow to watch for the first sign of 
his coining.

“What on earth is the matter with 
you, Mrs. O’Dougherty, you look as 
if the end of the world was coming?”

! said a gay voice.
The poor woman started as if a pis

tol had been fired at her head, and a 
gleam of hope lighted up her pale face 
es she recognized Terence Fitzgerald, 
Nor ah’s twin brother, whom she had 
often assisted out of numerous scrapes 

' in his younger years when, as a fro- 
j iicsome schoolboy, he had been the 
delight and terror of the neighbor
hood.

“Mr Terence," she gasped, “will 
you do something for me?"

I "What is it?" said the young man 
; smiling. “I’ll do my best, but don’t 
ask too much. I am just off the 

i train and dead tired."
“Read this letter for me before 

John comes in.”
Then, noticing his bewilderment, she 

tried to explain in short, gasping .sen
tences her dilemma.

“Is that all? Poor little woman.
I wish l had never learned to write 

, my name; there would not be so 
! many f O U’s flying about with that 
interesting appendage to them. How
ever, here goes,” and with a quick 
motion of liis hand the young fellow 

I opened the letter and read aloud the 
following extraordinary epistle:

“Dear Madam—Enclosed find a copy 
of the last will and testament of 
your uncle, the late Jallies O’Reilly, 
of Broad street, New York, who died 
on the 10th of .lune last, leaving you 
the bulk of liis fortune, amounting to 
one hundred thousand dollars. For 

, further particulars apply to our Lon
don agent, Mr Tuites, of Lincoln 
Inn Fields. We are, madam, your 
obedient servants

“Grass & Goldsmith, New York.”
With a low whistle of astonishment 

Terence read and re-read this most 
astounding intelligence.

■Do you realize what this letter 
means?” he asked her.

"Not quite,” said the little woman, 
j t rembling,” but 1 am so glad you 
happened to come in before Jo n 

I came," the red coming hack to her 
cheeks and the brightness to her 
oyes.

“By Jove!” said the young man.
I “It doesn't much matter whether you 
| can read or write, as long as you are 
the possessor of a cool one hundred 

! thousand. It is like a tale out of 
a fairy-bookf"

I “We will be able to get the horse 
and trap now, and new things for the 
children,” said Mrs. O’Dougberty, 
practically.

| “My good woman, you do not real
ize your good fortune. Wait until 
your husband comes in. Hello' here 
he is," as the stalwart form of John 
O’Dougherty came into the kitchen.

“Lucky beggar!” exclaimed the 
young man.

"Oh, John! here is a wonderful 
letter from America. I have just 
been reading it to Mr. Terence. We 
have fa!lm into a fortune. Uncle 
James is dead and has left me all 
his money.1"

“Which amounts to only one hun
dred thousand dollars'” supplemented 
Terence.

i "A hundred thousand what?” said 
John, his ruddy face turning pale. 
"Sir, you arc joking."

"No," said the young man gravely, 
in answer to an appealing look from 
Mrs. O'Dougherty, “I will read it to 
you myself.”

Gallantly guarding the little wo
man's secret, he read again the won
derful letter Suddenly his eye 
caught a postscript which had escap. 
fd him in his hurried perusal *

! "Mrs O'Dougherty." he cried, for
getting all about the little woman s 
secret, "I>id you read the post
script?"

“No," stammered Mrs O’Dougher
ty. .

“Read it, wife, read it." quota 
honest John, thrusting the letter in
to her un witling hands.

The red burned in the little wo* 
man's face, then faded, a way and left 
it dealhlr pale.

"John," she murmured faintly, the 
tears running down Her face like 
rain, “1 have deceived you. 1 can 
neither read nor w rite “

"Tut, tut, woman, you are looting 
lire Haven’t you re».d many an illi- 
geiit letter to me’ Sure, an it's 
yoursei* is bashful Ikin’t he afraid. 
Mary.

“I can neither read nor write,” 
wailed the poor woman, “and I am 
a wicked woman lor deceiving you so 
long."

“Don t mind her. Mr. Terence, she 
is just the best little woman in the 
world," said John, staunchly, “but 
she sometimes takes notions, and it's 
hard to put her past them. Takin' 
about her schoolin', sure an" it's her
self wrote me the illigent letters."

“Don’t, John, don’t; you will set 
me mad, ' almost screamed Mrs ()’- 
Dougherty “Ainn't I the hateful 
woman to have such a good husband. 
i " t either read or write."
“Hush, mavourneen. an’ if you can

not, what’s the difference1" said John 
soothingly, frightened by this hys
terical outburst; "sure an’ I married 
you and not the letters. Win didn't 
you tell me long ago, and not keep 

, troublin' that purtv head of vours?"
“Sure an' 1 hadn’t courage," mur

mured Marv. as she buried her head 
on his breast “I thought you 
would cease to love me."
“Well, well, but women is loolish,” 

was John's answer.
"As to the postscript," broke m 

Terence, “which 1 most unpardonab- 
ly alluded to," with a penitent glance 
towards Mrs. O’Dougherty, “it is 
merely an intimation that Mr “sites, 
the agent, will be in Ireland in a few 
days, and give himself the pleasure 
of calling on you, thereby saving you 
a journey to London."

"Don’t be blaming yourself, Mr. 
Terence It is me that is the happy 
woman,” said Mrs. O'Dougherty with 
shining eyes “Sure an* it w»3 the 
one skeleton in my cupboard, and 
kept frightening the life ott of me; 
and only for you it Jd never 
have come out.'

“I am sure 1 am much obliged to 
; you, Mr. Terence, for your kindness 
in reading the American letter," said 
John with a simple dignity that set 
well on him, “but 1 don't know what 
we will do v.ith the money.”

“You will soon learn,” said the 
young man, smiling, “money soon 
takes wings, as I know to my cost.”

“But you are used to it, we are 
not," said John dolefully “The lit
tle woman an’ me was quite happy 
here. Now she’ll he wanting silks 
and satins, and I would rather see 
her in that pink cotton gown, with 
lier white apron on, than the grand
est dress in the world."

“kicp to those sentiments, John,” 
said the young man gravely, “ and 
you will never regret the dav you re
ceived the American letter."

* • *
After Terence’s departure, John 

ODougherty and his wife stood star
ing at each other, neither of them 
able to realize their good fortune 
The little woman was the first to re- 

I cover herself, and it was astonishing 
how quickly she adapted herself to 
their changed circumstances. She did 
so much more readily than .John 
Truth to say, lie felt more flurried 
than pleased at the coming of the to
tally unexpected fortune. He was 
an easy-going mortal, and his prac
tical little wife nearly set him 
wrong in his mind with her talk of 
what tin y would do, and what they, 
wouldn’t do.

The next morning her first question 
staggered him. “John," said she, 
“how many pounds of your money is 
in one hundred thousand dollars1’’

“I don't know," answered the hon
est man, a puzzled expression steal
ing over hiv face. “i never was 
good at figures. Sure an’ I can ask 
Mr Terence.” So away lie went 
with his question in arithmetic to 
the big house, about a mile distant

“Is Mr Terence at home, Mike?” 
lie inquired timidly enough of the but
ler, who was an old friend of bis.

“Just step this way, sir," said the 
man, as if he had never seen John 
before Evidently the good news 
had travelled quickiv, judging by 
Mike’s demeanor, for he drew him
self up stiffly, with the grand air on 
him, "just as if he were speaking 
to one of the quality,” as John af
terward expressed it to his wife 
“Come this wav, Mr. O'Flaherty,” 
Mike repeated, with a stress on the 
Mister, “and I'll see if Mr Terence 
is disengaged.”

“M. O’Dougherty ," repeated John 
with labored politeness, ‘Nv ho, might 
I ask, is tie''” Then suddenly chang
ing Ins tone, and putting his brawnli 

i fist riglit up into Mike’s eye, he 
1 added: "If you mister me, my fine 
sir. I ll break every hone in your 
body!"

Mike s fine relaxed into a broad 
i grin. “It’s yourself, John, that 
1 money can’t spoil,” and he shook 
|his old friend heartily by the hand.
] "Don’t be going an’ making such 
mistakes again," said John grimly

When Terence came into the room, 
Hie found John sitting on the edge 
! of a chair, evidently very ill at 
ease not a trace of his usual na
tural dignity about him, and a very 

! perturbed expression on his good- 
natured face.

“Mr. Terence." he said earnestly, 
“it’s myself is tier unhappy man since 
I came into this pile. I have only 
had one night of it, an’ how ah’ ever 
am I to spend the rest of fay life 
in such misery, I don’t know. The 
little woman is off her head,” he 
declared ruefully; “the silks and sa
tins have commenced already. She 
was down in the village this morn
ing ordering a blue dress with pearl 
trimming like Miss Norah’s."

The young man carefully smoothed 
his moustache to hide the smile 
playing around his mouth. "Are 
things really so had as that?" he 
said gravely “I thought Mary had 
more sense "

“Troth an’ she hasn’t," said hon
est John. “Not but she is the best 
little woman in the world," he added 
loyally. “By the same token. I 
eame to ask you how much it is?"

“How much what is?" said Terence 
mystified.

“I mean how many pounds of 
money is in a hundr'-d thousand 
lars?"

“Twenty thousand pounds,” 
the young man promptly

John’s fair fell "If it ha, 
about five hundred now. I coûtai »ve 
managed it all right. We could have 
bought a little farm and had a horse 
and car."

"Instead of that you ran drfee 
your carriage," broke in the young
fallow with a «mile.

"That's where the trouble comet 
hi. She'e ready enough for that, bet 
I am not I never was one far 
making a fool of myself," he

with unconscious iroo>, “and I* 
van t commence now."

“There are ver> lew," said the 
y O'mg man gravel), “who would take 
such good fortune the wav you are 
doing 1 admire your seutm-ents ; i 
but when vou become accustomed to 
it I am airaid you will change your 
iinnu.”

“Never, said John earnestly; j 
“though I know most of the neigh- 
burs will envy me being a warm | 
man."

“And even that consideration does | 
not attract you?"

“Well," said John smiling, "1 I 
wouldn't be too sure of that I'm 1 
only human." ■

“A piece of advice before you go. I 
.Naturally your wife, woinan-hke, is 
dazzled with her future prospects, but 
she has a good heart and is pretty 
practical Allow her full scope, de
ny her nothing, and she will soon re- 

! gain her senses ”
Terence threw out his hand, which 

j John grasped earnestly, and with 
many good wishes on either side 

|they parted.
When John reached the house he 

found Mary absent; but old * Mrs.
! O’Rorke and rosy-cheeked Mrs Ryan, 
the post-mistress, sat waiting in the 

, little kitchen. They had just lifted 
| the latch and walked in, country 
; style

“John," said Mrs. O'llorke, "is it 
: true the news I hear of you falling 
into a big American fortune1”

“It is," said John modestly; where-, 
upon both women shook him heartily 

i by the hand.
"1 happened in the day the letter 

came, but I heard no word of it 
then,” said Mrs. O’Rorke, with a 

I sniffing of her nostrils, like an old 
, war-horse; and she glanced suspicious
ly at John. “Your mistress had a 
headache and could not read it. Is 

; it better?"
“Is it Mary have a headache, sure 

i an' she never had such a complaint 
i in her life," said John incautiously.

‘•Just 'what I said," returned Mrs. 
O'Rorke, looking triumphantly at the 
postmistress with an “I told you so" 
air

"Bedad, 1 have put my foot in it 
now,” thought John, as he permved 
the old gossip’s drift. “Is it Mary 
have a headache,” he said with an 
air of not altogether understanding, 
which didn’t deceive Mrs. O’Rorke in 
the least “Now, when I come to 
think of it, she was complaining one 
day; but I think she imagined it.”

“As if I was going to let them 
know how deceived I was in thinking 
Mary such an illigent scholar," said 
John afterwards "Sure an’ I would 
be the laugh of the parish if they 
knew I had been married four years, 
and never found out that she was 
as great an omadhaun as myself with 
regard to the reading and writing 
and me always boasting so much 
about marrying a scholar. Please, 
God, the clnhier won’t have to com
plain about want of education, any
how."

At this1 moment in came Mrs. O'- 
Doughertv laden with parcels, the 
two children dinging to her skirts, 1 
while a small girl carried the baby ,

"John," said she, “1 am quite ex
hausted," and she sank down on the 
nearest diair. "How are you, Mrs 

; O'Rorke, and you, Mrs. Ryan? It is 
very kind of you to.come to see us,” ! 
there was a condescending note in her 

, voice.
“We both came to congratulate you j 

on your good fortune," said the ; 
postmistress hastily, seeing a wild 
look in Mrs. O’Rorke’s eye, and fear
ing that she would commence the as
sault— and in fact she did afterwards 
assure Mrs Ryan that she was at ! 

i “boiling-point."
“Yes, we are very fortunate. John 

j and me can live on our money. Uncle j 
• lames died and left us one hundred 
thousand dollars,” said Mrs O’Doug- 

, hertr proudly.
Both the visitors uttered an ejaru- j 

1 at ion of surprise
“How much might that be?” they 

inquired simultaneously.
Mrs. O’Dougherty looked at her 

husband.
“About twenty thousand pounds," 

he answered briskly.
“My, Oh, mv!” tried Mrs. O’Rorke, 

lifting up her bands in astonishment. 
“It’s a power of money. You will 
never be able to get through it." 
While Mrs. Rvan's round, rosy face 
pursed itself into an expression of 
wonder.

“That remains to he seen,” said 
John. "The little woman there has 
been out buying already Look ' at 

; the parcels."
“Yes, indeed,” said Mrs. ODough- 

ertv, witii a miming air totally at 
variance with her usual manner, “1 
was just down ordering a few things. 
Of course the money hasn’t come 
yet, but John’s law)or is to be here 

, shortly, an’ I didn’t want myself and 
! the ehildcr to disgrace him They 
j haven’t a dud that they can wear. As 
| for myself," she looked disdainfully 
i down at her pink cotton gown, “I 
would be ashamed to appear before 
tlie gentleman."

"Troth an’ you needn't," said John,
there is nothing I like you better 

in."
Mrs. O’Dougherty pretended not to 

hear this outburst, and continued her 
conversation. “So I just went into 
the big drapers in Ballyvaghan and 
ordered an elegant silk to be trimmed 
with pearls."

John groaned.
"With what, did you say1” inquir

ed Mrs O’Rourke, who was a little 
bit deaf '

* With pearl trimming,” repented 
Mrs. O'Dougherty, with intense sat

isfaction. “And I am going to get 
! it made laced up the hack like one 

1 saw in a pattern book.”
"And who. might I ask, will lace 

it for vou1” said Mrs O’Rorke, sar- 
! castically.

Mrs O’Dougherty looked a bit non
plussed, hut soon recovered herself 
“Of eourse,” she said grandly, “our 

i < ircvmi»tanccs being changed, I will 
j have servants to do that for me."
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“Servants, did you say?" almost 
screamed Mrs O'Rorke; then she 
whispered in an audible undertone. 
“Put a beggar on horseback and she 
will ride to the—you know where, 
Mrs. Ryan."

“Talking about horses," said Mrs 
O'Dougherty. who had only caught an 
oild word of the impertinent remark, 
“John, you must buy a couple 1 
cannot abide a one-horse affair, and 
there is the loveliest little trap that 
will just hold ourselves and the chil- 
der. I’m near about tired walking 
to church of a Sunday.’’

"She has lost her head complete
ly," whispered Mrs. Ryan to her 
crony as they left the house. “I’m 
about sick."

“So am I,” repeated Mrs. O'Rorke. 
“.John is a decent man and a good 
neighbor, but she is an upsetting hus- 
sey. She never so much as offered 
us a cup of tay. I don't believe all 
1 hear,” she said darkly "Didn’t 
you notice how confused John was 
when I spoke about the American let
ter? Oh, never a headache had she'”

“There is something going on that 
we don’t know about,” said Mrs. 
Ryan cutely. “Not but I always 
thought .John O'Dougherty an honest 
spoken man, with no double dealing 
connected with him I wonder is the 
fortune as tug as they say.”

“Oil, it’s true enough about the 
mono), but there is something 
strange behind it," said Mrs O’
Rorke, angrily; “and I’ll find it out. 
Katherine O’Rorke will not be made 
a fool ot for nothing. Headache, in
deed!" With the last exclamation 
she hade her companion goo<l-by and 
each went her way.

In the meantime John and Mary 
were having it out, to use a homely 
expression. When the visitors had 
gone, John said quietly in a voice 
of conceiltraWxi wrath: “What do 
you mean, woman, by forgetting your
self so far, an’ talking in that up
setting manner to decent neighbors1’’

"Woman, indeed!” said Mrs. O'
Dougherty, with a saucy toss of her 
head. “I’ll thank you, John, to call 
me bv mv right name ”

John stared at her in astonish
ment Was this his humble, loving 
wife1 Truly, the. world was going 
upside down.

"And I think it's better,” said the 
little woman, “to call me Mrs. O’
Dougherty before strangers. The 
quality all do it."

“What have we to do with the qual
ity, I would like to know?” cried 

"hast.
"Well," said the little woman 

wheedingly, "we are going to be 
quality now, and it's better to begin 
early." She nestled her brown, 
glossy head on lier husband's shoul
der and looked at him with feverish
ly bright eyes.

John remembered his promise to 
Terence and stifled back a cutting re
tort. "Well, well, Mary," be said 
softly. "I suppose you must have 
your way.”

“That Mrs O’Rorke is a spiteful 
old cat. and Mrs. Ryan is nearly as 
had," said Mrs O’Dougherty. “I 
don’t believe they were a bit glad 
to hear our good news.”

"Ah, well, wife, you cannot expect 
people to be like yourself All the 
same, I would give a good deal that 
the letter and money was a dream: 
for It seems to me we have had very 
little peace since it was first men
tioned "

"John, you are mad'” said littl" 
Mrs O'Dougherty indignantly "Just 
think of the grand times we’ll have 
when the money comes I am long
ing to see a good broad«-let'- <-•> vou 
instead of that old frieze .Seven 
years von are wearing it now."

"I wouldn’t wear a shiny cloth 
coat to save my life. T leave that 
to the quality. Frieze is good er 
ouch for me."

"There you go again now,” said 
the little woman, tewtfly "You are 
as good as the quality any day "

"Perhaps better." said John, with 
a siv wink. "Anvhow. ! think more 
of myself than so/ne of them does 
Begor. here comes one of them It's 
hemelf from the big house, and here 
is the postman flying at her heels." 
cried John, as he stood at the win
dow witching Miss Norah Fitzeereld 
leisurely coming towards the cottage, 
the pnetm»n following at a respect
ful «Usance

MI don't ernopt «nr more letters. 
I wonder «hat’s bringing him Î am

glad Miss Norah’s home," cried the
little woman.

“Good morning, Mary; good raora 
ing, John. I was delighted to heai 
of your good fortune," said the lady 
as she lifted the baby, who was nam 
id after her, and sat down quite at 
home in the little kitchen "What 
do you intend to do?" she inquired

Rat-tot!
“God bless me! I'm no* easily 

startled, but that made me jump,' 
said the little woman, whose nerve, 
were upset with the excitement of the 
past two days

John opened the door “Is It an 
other American letter, Pat? If so, 
you can keep it. One of them Is 
enough to last a lifetime," he said 
jokingly.

“How did you guess it. John?" 
said the postman in surprise "It 
has the American postmark. But 
I'm off, I have to go to Widow Flu 
mean's, an' It's a gor.d tramp “

When the door closed John held 
the letter towards the voung lady 
"Miss Norah, I would feel obliged if 
you would read it I know Mary is 
no scholar," and be looked at his 
wife, who stood with downcast head 
and shamed face. "Not that I mind, 
but I thank you all the same for keep
ing her secret.

I Miss Norah blushed as rosy red as 
the little woman “John," she said 
simply, “you are a man in a thou» 
and ” She took the letter and read 
the following:

“Dear Madam—We regret very much 
owing to an error on the part of oui 
clerks, that you should be under the 
mistaken idea that you are the heir- 

of the late James O'Reilly of 
Brooklyn. By a strange coincidence 
there are—or rather were—two James 
O'Reillys, and still more singular 
each had a neice called Mary O'- 
Dougherty. Both men were clients 
of ours, the only difference being that 
one lived in New York and the other 
in Brooklyn. The estate of James 
O'Reilly of New York, your esteemed 
relative, realized one thousand hol
lars, while his namesake in Brook- 
lyn realized one hundred thousand 
dollars. By some mischance the let
ters got mixed. Hoping you will 
overlook this carelessness, wc are, 
ma nam, your obedient servants, 

“Grass A Goldsmith, New York,"
“Thank God!” said John heartily 

“I <an grapple well enough with 
that, it means about two hundred 
pounds, the other was too much for 
me."

Mrs. O’Dougherty turned white and 
red alternate*), then finally burst 
into a flood'v of tears Miss Norah 
sat a quiet, sympathetic spectator 
“Mary," she said gently, "perhaps it 
is all for the best."

"It will take me a long time to 
get over it," said the little woman 
"How that spiteful old gossip, Mrs 
O’Rorke, will laugh when she hears 
the disappointment I got."

"Them that laughs last, laughs 
longest," said John oracularly- "I 
wouldn't say she would turn up her 
nose at a thousand dollars "

The little woman dried he* eyes 
briskly "You are right, John, as 
you always are it’s me that is the 
foolish woman," and she threw bee 
arms round her husband's neck .while 
Norah quietly slipped away.

Mrs. O’Rorke’s remark when she 
heard the news, consisted of the one 
significant sentence. "I always knew 
there was something queer In that 
American letter—headache, indeed!" 
—Shiela Mahon in The Catholic 
World

The Flagging Knergies Revived — 
Constant application to business to a 
tax upon the energies, and if there 
he not relaxation, lassitude and de
pression are sure to intervene. These 
conies from stomachic troubles The 
want of exercise brings on nervous 
irregularities, and the stomach ceases 
to asmmllate food prouerlv. In this 
condition Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills 
will be found a recuperative of rare 
power, restoring the organs to 
healthful action, dispelling depraa 
sion and reviving the flagging ener
gies

ANOTHER NEW CHURCH.

Father Moves, of Orillia, has in 
view the erection of a new. church 
in that town to cost $36,000.

It fa an argument of clownery to do
s other people do.
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