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Because
They’re Better,

more beautiful
and more economical

That's why our
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I1utzllic Ceilings and Walls
) are being used by progressive
Q reovle all over the country.

You can choose from designs
1able for any room of any build-
5] . with Borders, mouldings, etc.
3 1, match—they are easily applied
) sily cleaned—and strictly fire
b proof and sanitary, giving per
s went beauty, points wo other
¢ yle of finish can offer.

s are moderate—if you'd like an estim-
. | s an outline showing the shape and
(casurements of your walls and ceiliogs.

‘;" MITALLIC ROOFING CO. Limited
o manuracrunems. TORONTC. 8
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CALVAEARTS
CARBOLIC

OINTMBNT

18 unequalled as A remedy for Chafed .‘ikln‘1
Piles, Scalds, Cuts, Bore Eyes, Chappe
Hands, Chilblains, i“mrn«:bs, Neuralgie and
Rheumatic Pains, Throat Colds, Ringworm,
and 8kin Allments generally.

Large Pots, 1/1} each, at Chemists, etes,
with fnstroctions.

Illustrated Pamphlet of Calvert’s Carbolic
Preparations sent post free on application.

F. . CALVERT & Co., Manchester

SCHOOLS

During the coming School Term of 1898.9 we
respectfully #olicit the favor of your orders for
the supplying of Catholic Educational and
other Text books, both in English and French;
also, school stationery and sc ool requisites.

S8ADLIER'S DOMINION SERIES

wadlier's Dominion Reading Charts, 26 Read
ing Charts and one Chart of colors, mounted or
34 boards, slze 23} to 32} inchea.

Sadlier's Dominion Kpeller, complete.

Sadlier’'s Dominion First Reader. Part L.

Sadlier’s Dominion First Reader, Part 11,

Sadlier's Dominion S8econd Reader,

Badlier's Dominion Third Reader.

Sadlier's Dominion Fourth Reader.

Sadlier's Outlines of Canadian History,

Sadlier's Graudes Lignes de I'Histoire du

anada.

#adlier's Outlines of English History.
Sadiier's school History of England, witht
oolored maps.

Sadlier's Avcient and Modern History, with
{llustrations and 28 colored maps.

Badlier's Eaition of Butler’s Catechism.

Sadlier's Child’s Catechismn of Sacred His-
tory, Old Testament, Part 1.

Badlier's Child's Catechism of Sacred His-
ory, New Testament, Part 11.

Sadlier's Catechism of Bacred History, large
edition.

Sadlier's Bible History
trated.

Sadlier's Elementary Grammar, Blackboard
Kxercises

Badlier's Edition of Grammaire Elementaire
par E. Robert.

Sadlier's Kdition of Nugent's French anc
Eoglish English and French Dictionary witk
pronunciation.

Sadlier's (P, D, & 8.) Copy Books, A, and B
with tracing.

D. & J. SADLIER & (0.

CATHOLIC PUBLISHERS.
128 Church 8L, 1669 Notre Dame 8t
TORONTO, ONT. MONTREAL. QUE

THE LONDON
MUTUAL FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY
THOS, E. BUBSON, B

The Only Mutual Fire Insurance Company
Licensed by the Dominion Government.

GOVERNMENT DEPOSIT, - - $69,03875

The advantages of the ** London Mutual,”
in 4 loeal sense, are that—It is the only Fire
Company owning its own proverty and paying
city taxes. That if a fire occurs within a day
an adjustment is mado by one of the experi-
enced Inspectors of the Company and the full
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indemnity is paid at once withoul any vexa-

tious delay.

A.W. BURWELL, 476 Richmond-st., City Agt.
Agent also for the London and Lancashire

Life Co, and the Employes'

GOOD BOOKS FOR SALE.

We should he pleased to supply any of the
following books at prices given :  The Chris.
tian Father, price, 35 cents (cloth); The
Christian Mother (eloth), 35 cents ; Thoughts
on the Sacred Heart, by Archbishop Walsh
(cloth), 40 cents; Catholic Belief (paper)
25 cents, cloth (strongly bound) 50 cents,
Address : Thos, Coffey, CATHOLIC RECORD
office, London, Ontario,

PLAIN FACTS FOR FAIR MINDS.

THJ*‘, HAS A LARGER BALE THAN
any book of the kind now in the market.
1t 18 not & controversial work, but simply a
statement of Catholle Doctrine, The anthor
8 Rev. George M, Searle, The price 18 ex-
seedingly low, only 16c. Free by mail to an

address. The book contains 360 pages.  Ad

.irup-: THOS. COFFEY, Catholle Record office,

Ot

ONTARIO MUTUAL LIFE

P This Company holds ita Re-
’Z”.(NN'.‘N"' serve on the Actuery
IN FOROK & per cent. Tab.

Board of Directors:
ROBERT MELVIN, PRESIDENT.
© M. Taylor, st Vice-Pres.  Right Hon 8ir Wilfrid Laar-
Altred Hookin, Q. Q., $nd Vice-
Prosidont
Yrancis O, Broee
B. ¥, Britton, Q.0,, M. P,
J. Korr Fiskin, B
K. P. Glament

jor, .0.M.Q., Promier o
OCanada
W.J. Kidd, B. A
George A. Somerville,
Jumes Fuir
Willlam Hendry
W. H, Rroneny, Searstary

CONCORDIA VINEYARDS
SANDWICH, ONT.

ALTAR WINE A SPECIALTY,
Our Alter Wine is extensively used and
recommen led by the Clergy, and our Clare!
will compare favorably with the best im
ported Bordeaun,

For prices and information address

ERNEST GIRARDOT & CO

HANDWIOH, aN®n

PLUMBING WORK IN OPERATION
Oan be Seen at our Warerooms
DUNDAS STREELI.

SMITH BROTHERS

Banltary Plumbers and Heating
Engineers,
LONDON, - ONTARIO.
Role Agents for Peerless Waler Heaters
Telephone b3t

GLENCOONOGE.

By RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN
KNOWLES.
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CHAPTER VII—CoxTINUED.

c—
“You must remember, my dear,” con-
tinned Mrs. Fleming, “we never knew
much about her, and from the outeet she
has been very reserved even with us.
She is a loss certainly. She must be a
woman more than ordinarily gifted.
Coming, Heaven knows whence, she
dropped down here a complete stranger,
and has every one of these unrnly pedple
at her beck and call. Mrs. Eonis told
me before this miserable event hap-
pened, that she was highly pleased with
her book-keeper, and that she hereelf in
Ler best days had never hal affairs more
complet=ly in band. 1 am sorry to eay,
Mrs. Fonis continnes to countenancec
her still, notwithstanding that I have
expressed my opinion very seriously on
the subject. The gervants at the inn are
now Catholics without exception; and
Miss Johnson having in consequence of
her perversion gainel greater influence
over the rest than ever, 1 have told Mrs.
Ennis toat for her own safsty she ought
to get rid of the book-keeper at once.”
«wAg I have frequent'y rt:;narkc!," in-
terposed the rector, “I don't think I
would have gone quite 8o far as that, my
dear,”

“You are too cautious, Templ ston,’’ re-
turned his lady. “It 18 the way with
all our clergy now-a-days. With their
timidity, their considerataness, aad their
fear of offending and of inflicting injury,
onr Church is losingliground, and aggress-
ive men like your rival .yonder are
carrying everything before them. It
would be a mercy to that misguided
young woman herself, to get her any-
where out of reach of the influence of
that man. 1 am very much mistaken if
she is not already beginning bitterly to
repent of what she has done. I was tak-
ing the air yesterday among those quiet
pathways behind the inn which they
nave lately made—such an lmprove-
ment, Mr. Shipley—when, being unper-
ceived myself, 1 saw Miss Johnson at
gome distance pacing to and fro under
the trees in a singularly agitated man-
per. She seemed like one struggling
with herself; and if she i not unhappy,
T am no true jndge of the expression of a
face. She 18 jastly punished for her sin,
and she is a warning to all who run into
the path of danger.” Tnis with a look at
me.

“Nay,' said the rector, whose wife
ruled him when she kept cool, but who
habitually grew moderate when she
waxed indiscreet, “let us not hardea our
hearis. 1 say again, that little incident
whichi you have described, my dear,
fills me ~with hops; let us mot trinmph,
but be prepared to receive the sinner
back with open arms 8o 800D a8 she shall
desire reconciliation, having perceived
the error of her way.”

More interested in what had occurred
than in the forecastings of Mr. and Mrs.
Fleming, I asked what could have led to
Miss Johnson’s change of religion. But
it was a foolish question. I might have
known the book-keeper wa3 not likely to
have confided in either the rector or his
wife,and that 1 should only he flooded
with unfavorable surmiges. Mrs. Flem.
ing by her sarcastic remark, that no
doubt the priest could tell me all about
it, if he would only speak the trath,
brought me nearer to the right track.
Yes, natarally. Of course Father John
knew all about it.

CHAPTER VIIL
SOUGHT AND FOUND.

Bat not a word had Father John ever
said to me of this achievemeat of his,
though I had seen him more than once
for & few minutes of a Sunday since my
arrival, and though, t>o, he was the most
open and communicative of men. Sun-
day to be sure was a busy day with him;
he was tired out with his long ride from
over the mountain tosay Mass, and with
his prolonged fast which he did not break
mueh befare 2 o'clock in the afternoon;
and there were baptisms and a number
of other calls to fill up the interval before
he must start homewards.

“Sure on Sundays 1 can’t call a minute
my own,” he would say. “Can’'t ye
come over to me some day in the week
and we'll have a long talk.”

One afternoon, soon after my visit to
the rectory, I rode over to Geelagh, where
Father Moriarty lives, choosing the dis-
used mountain road which, notwithstand-
ing the steepne:s of the ascent on the
gouth side and of the descent on the
northern, is & great saving of time com-
pared with the winding coach road. As
1 nearc 1 the hillock on which the pricst’s
honse stands, 1 caught sight of Father
John's burly figure moving with slow
swinging strides along the road in the
direction away from that in which I was
coming, and I knew by his gait that he
was saying his Office. 1 had seen him
on like occasions before. Not to inter-
rapt him, 1 pulled up my horse, and
keaping my seat, loked around at the
bleak hills and the long prospect ahead;
at the curtainless dusty windows of the
priest’s long one-storied whitewashed
dwelling-house and its cheerlsss slate
roof, to which the thatch of former days
had given place; at Biddy, the slatternly
gervant, a8 she made her round gathering
in dry clothes from off the grass and the
straggling bushes ; at Donal, the boy-of-
all-work, passing to the stable with a
trass of straw npon hia ba k. and finally
once more at Father John's broad shoul-
ders made to look Herculean by the
short clerical cape he wore. He peced
along with his cassock-skirt flying in the
breezs, and his biretta stuck crooked on
hiis head,in & way that the rector's wife
would have called “roliicking.” Present-
ly ke reached the cad of the span of
level road and halted at the spot where
it begins again to descend, and looked
down upon the valley which stretches
away for milss, beyond Kilmeedy and
away to where the hills begin to rise
again, and to form with long and gra lual
ascent the distant line of the horizon,
He looked out on the wild scane, on
rocky ridges and long slopes covereld
with vellow herbage, with here aud
there a clump of whitewashed buaildings
in the middle of a green patch of culti-
vaten land. Theair was clear that day,
the view unusually long, and the clouds
gendded across the sky. It was ot a
beautiful outlook, but it seemeld to hold
Father John. Derhaps its sublime deso-
lation suited the frame of mind with
whieh he closed his Dreviary. Inso un-
confined a space his thoughts might free-
ly soar loosened from the present hour,

chasing the mental echoes of the Office

he had just been saying, What saint’s
day was it? Of one who lived a thou-
sand years since, or only a century ago?
It matters not. On this day in every
year that saint’s undying star glimmers
o the upward-looking eyes of Christen-
dom. Whether cast in later or in the
early Christian times, it was a life, we
may be sure, patiently endured, wherein
good works were done and falls re-
trieved; a life in which self was con-
quered, and victory, whether by martyr-
dom or other happy death, finally
achieved over the evil one. Generations
of Christian priests long dead seut the
Church’s daily pman heavenwards be-
cause of the human fruits of the Chris-
tian faith ; praying the while that they

too might be made worthy of the promises
of Christ. To-day it is the tarn of those
now living on the earth to do the same:
a little while and their time ghall have
passed, and other throats shall raire the
song. Time and life are so gshort! “A
thousand years are a day in Thy sight.’
“Work whileit isday, for the night comes
when no man can work."”

These thoughts and words came back
to me while I 8tood watching Father John
at a distance, because be gquoted them
one day when in a moment of rare solemn-
ity he took me to task for my idle life;
dwelt on the good fortune which was
mine in being free from the necesaity of
devoting my days to procuring the means
of subsistence ; spoke of many uses to
which I mignt turn my leisure, and suc-
ceeded with a wonderful ease in enlarg-
ing my mental vision for a luminous in-
terval, and in making me feel not alto-
gether comfortable. And npow as he
turned, and with his hands behind his
back holding his Breviary, and eyes bent
on the ground, wended his way thought-
folly homewards, 1 begzan to feel toat I
deserved another lecture and almost to
wish that I might get it; for though not
of Father John's creed, I have the firmest
belief in his sincerity and disinterest-d-
ness. Nosuach luck! Father John is the
most cheerful, not to say boisterous of
hosts. Lifting his heal as he drew near
(nis biretta ba1 still the rollicking perch),
nhe saw me dismounting, and hurrying
up, almost shook my hand off, beliowing
at tie same f.me for Donal to come and
put up the horse. 1 must be tirel after
my ride. Would I come in and rest ?
No? Perhaps 1'd like to have a look at
the demesne while Biddy was getiing t2a
r ady.

“And how are all the good peopls at
G!encoonoge 7'’ asked Father Joun, a8 we
strolled across the heathy ground of his
unfenced holding. “It was only last
Sanday that I was there; but 1 come 80
late and have to leave so early to gel
ba-k over the mountain before dark, that
I have hardly enough time for my duties,
and none a: all for civilities, All well?
I'm glad to hear of it.”

“ Perhaps 1 ought not to say ‘all;’ there's
one important exception who doesn’t ap-
pear to be at all in a happy frame of
mind.” Father Johnlooked concerned and
curious at the eame time. *“The rector,”
I continued, “you don’t ask after him.”

“(Oh the poor man!” laughed Father
John. “What's the matter with him?”

“Well, he is put out with things in
general.”

Father John roared with laughter.
“Sare, when did you ever know him to
be anything else? 11l engage he’s been
talking about me azain? You needn’t
tell me, I see he has. And I'll under-
take to say he told yon no good of me.
Will you believe it tnat though we've
been here neighbors together, as you may
say, for the last nine years, not 8o much
as a word or even a nod ever passel be-
tween us, notwithstanding that we fre-
quently mest; and I declara 'tis no fal
of mine. 1 was friendly enough with the
man in his place befoie him, aad hail
every intention to be so with him; but he
held me at arm’s length from the begin-
ning. And so—oh dear, oh dear ! aad
Father John held his sides while he
doubled himself up with langhter, “he’s
been talking about me again. Now I'd
give anything in the wide world to know
what he said,”” and Father John's danc-
ing eyes looked at me full of inquiry.

“He is very sore about you're having
stolen one of his sheep; that is to say—""

“Ah!”7 said Father John quickly, with
bated breath ; “ he means Miss Johnson
at the inn. But—stole her! If a poor
gheap comes to youtorn and bleeding and
all astray, bleating for hunger, are you to
give her no shelter or food ? 1f ho is her
shepherd she will know his voice and
hear his call. Bat the book-keeper re-
fases to have anything to say to the
Reverend Mr. Fleming; appareatly con-
giders herself at homein her present fold,
and intends to remain in it. Ah, look
there now! Do you know that man has
been saying right and left that in this
matter I have been lad by a spirit of vin-
dictiveness, and that be has for years fore-
ssen toat some day I would take my re-
venge on account of his refusal t» recog-
niz» me; the fretful poor creature!
What a life he must lead brooding over
such trifles! Bat whatelse has he ty do?
1igad, I wish he had a taste of My lie for
a month. Two Masses of a Sanday in
two churches nine miles apart, and a
steep mountain between them and all
fasting: stations to be held four times a
year at Glencoonoge and at otheroutlying
points of the parish, to say nothing of
weekly confe3sions at my own charch be-
low there, and to go to sick calls any-
where at any time in a widely extended
and mountainous parish, sometimes to be
called up out of his bed to do it. Lot his
parishioners likewise be, in the majority
of cages, too poor to pay the'r dues, and
let him have to eke out his living with
his own haunds after t1e manner of Si.
Paul himself. Lot him get what profit he
can out of some acres of rocky ground,
and have the care of acow and a few
pigs and poultry on his hands, with none
but a poor lad like Donal yonder to look
after them, and I'll engage he won't have
much time t> make himself miserable
about triflas, or about anything else for
the matter of that. Bear malice! nurse
revenge! I haven't the time for it even
if it were lawful.”’

“Bat I'm told,” he continued, *that
the rector is at loggerheads with every
one dowa there with his owa parishion-
ers, and even with the great landowners
of his neighborhood, and they of his own
religion! Now with me they are haad-
in-glove, ‘Where's that jolly parish
priest 2 Lord Lisheen always asks when
he comes to the cottage. There’s noth-
ing I'd ask for myself that he wouldn’t
give me, Ho's my landlord and I
couldn’t desire a botter. From where
you stand, to & little way on the other
side of that hill of which you see the top,
bound by the road on one side and by
that stream on the other, I have the use,
for nothing, of betwsen two and three

hundred aczes in all, To be sure 'tis good

for little, much of it mere rock, bat it pas-
tures the cow snd the horse. Yee,'” he
went on, following my look as T turned to
survey the back of his dwelling-house,
«'tis ‘& rambling, tambledown old place.
When my new church at Glencoonoge is
built, I'll begin to think about building a
proper priest’s house. But this does well
enongh for the present. Won't you come
H 01

Father John's sitting-room was a rough

and ready place. A big crucifix was on
the chimney-piece, where, too, were the
rarely used pen and ink, and sundry let-
ters and stray papers. A small book-case,
a table, some wooden chairs, and one, his
favorite, with a high back all round it
and ledges for the arms, in which, secure
from dranghts, Father John was wont to
doze over his nation, completed the furni-
ture of the room.
“Is that Donal holding your horse?”
cried Father John, springing to the win-
dow. “The young jackass, why doesn’t
he take him round to the stable?” and
throwing up the window, he called ont
to Dopa. in no very measured terms, who
hurriedly disappeared round to the back,
leading the horse.

» A wiiling boy,” says Father John ap-
provingly, as he shuts down the window,
“and a hard working: looks after the
stables and the cow, washes down the car
and catches the horse when he's wantad ;
and that same's no joke; for ‘Dreamer’
—that's the name I've given him, he’s
such a sleepy Lorse—has a bad habit of
straying out of bounds, as we used to call
it at coll-ge,”’ and off he launched while
Biddy was laving the cloth, into some
story of his collage days twenty years ago,
told with as much z28t and easernees as
if it bad happened yesterday.

Fatnher John was eminently good com-
pany, and I did not wonder that old Lord
Lisheen, whose wealth is enormous, and
who has exhausted nearly every pleasure
in life, shounld bave fonna Father John's
gociety refreshing, He had a thousand
good stories to tell, sometimes witty,
sometimes pathetic, not feldom old—to
tell the truth; and the slightest sugges-
tion suffice 1 to set his eyes sparkling with
a pew set of recollections. With great
gusto he related how, by asimple ques-
tion put with the most artless air in the
world, he had got the better of the Bis-
hop's chaplain—"and he sitting in state
in the Bishop's carriage beside his Lord.
ship, 8o trim and dignified, you’d almost
have thought that he was the Bishop

himself.” That story had cfien been
rehearsed, and Tathsr John would repeat
the points a second and a third time, and
laugh on each occagion with undimin-
ishel relish. Then there was the witty
answer of Tim Mahoney to the agent—
“think of that now for a poor, low born
peasant, a man that if he can read aad
write can do little more. On, the wealth
of genius that is locked up inthese moun-
tains and glens and valleys ! The ready
wit, the nataral fertility of the intelli-
gence of these people continues to aston-
ish me, though I know them now so
well. I'm t3ld you've nothing like it in
Eagland. I'm told your peasantry there
are poor, mneglected, dull clods, a little
better off in a material seanse, but not
much; and that as for their iutsllect-
nal and moral condition, that it is de-
plorable; and altogether that they are
but a little raised above the brute beasts
of the field—you shake your head? you
won't admit it?—wel!, well! 'tis but nat-
ural! I'm not pleased myself when I
hear my own peopls criticizad, and even
such fanlts as they possess referred to by
strangers, or for the matter of that, by
any one but myself. And mind, I only
say what I've been told; and your own
conntrymen bave told it me. For my-
self, 1've never yet bean in your country,
though some day I hope t> have that
pleasure. But, without presuming to
say anything farther in depreciation of
Eagland,I will say this of my own people:
that though education may improve
their manners, extend their knowledge,
and cause them to make a better fizure
in the world, it can hardly make them
more honest than they are, more pure in
their lives, more fail of a generous
warmth of feeling, ready to well upina
moment to those who know where its
springs are: nor caa it give them more
than they have of that iva dali
cacy of feeling which, in my opinion, it is
the highest achievement of education to
bestow, and which is to be found here
growing wild in some of those who have
pever had a particls of what is commonly
calle 1 education in their lives.” £

With this Father John proceeded to
give an account of the loss by a widow,
1ately, of her only son, and of the circum-
stances preceding and following that
event—a heart-rending story, which,
though its precise bearing on his rewmarks
was not obvious, * perhaps it was not in-
tended to have any such bearing,”
showed at least Father John'’s sympathy
with the suffarings of his parishioners,
expliined one of the secrets of his in-
fluence over his people, aad illustrated
by comparison with his previous high
spirits, his many-sidedness and his power
to appreciate both the lights and the
shadows that fluctuated over the cheq-
uered little world to which he minis-
tered.

He was st speaking, whea Biddy
opened the door, and putting in_her
head, said that Miss Johnson wished for
a few minntes’ converaation with him.

“Miss Johnson!” cried the priest,
astonished. *“D) you mean the book-
keeper from Glencoonoge ? Why how in
the worli did she get here?”

“Sure, on her lezs, I suppose.”

“Bat she can’t have walked all that
way. lsn’c tuere a car, or a horae, or
sometliing with her?"

“Divil a—ne'er a one of either, your
Reverence,” replied Biddy, with diffi-
culty suppressing a short cough. “May
be she got a lift on the road—anyway,
she's bere waiting,to see your KRever-
ence.”’

“ Well, show her into my study. Say
I'll be with her directly, and be quick
and get ready some fresh tea. You'll ex-
cuse me, I know,” he added, turning to
me a8 Biddy shut the door. *I won’t be
long, and if I am, yowll find maybhap a
book among taose beyond to keep you
company.”’

“Dou’t hurry on my account, Father
John. I'll take another stroll about
your demesnc; or let me say good-bye
now. I'll saddle my horse and get home
before dusk."”

“What! Is it desert a lone mountain
priest so early? Besides, how do you
know you may not have to act as escort?
Ezad, I'd not take my cath but 'twas
attar you Miss Johnson came, and not to
see me at all.”

“She did not know I was coming,”
said I, for the moment mistaking his
badinage. “I didn't know myself when
I started.” 1 was glad that Father John,

by slammifig the door to after his last
words, had missed my stapid serious-
ness.

Drawing Father John's big chair near-
er the fire 1 enconsed myself therein. It3
soothing eflects almost immediately
began to work. By imperceptible stages
I fell into a doze, and from & dozs into &
gound sleap; out of which I was startled
all of & sudden by a vigorous shake from
Father John. At the door-way of the
room stood the book-keeper in her fami-
liar hat and cloak. o 2
“Wake up, wake up,” cried the priest
in stentorian tones; you have a duty to
perform, sir, a fair young lady to see back
over the mountain. I'm loth to let gs
go,but you must depart at once or the
might will overtake you, and you may not
be able to find your way. Hus Donal got
the horse yet?'" he called to Biddy, who
was bringing in a cup of tea for Misa
Johneon.”

“Qh dear!” cried the latter. “I had no
idea it was so far, or I would never have
come.”

“You did guite right to come, Miss
Johnson,” answered the priest.

“At least, my mind is easier,” the
book-keeper rejoined.

“That's well,' repliel Father John.
Don’t worry yourself now ; there is norea-
son whatever why you shouid. Mr.
Shipley, you'll have to leave ‘Captain’
Lere to-night, and drive my car for this
lady. I'd send Donal, but you can do
very well without him, Has that boy
found the horse yet?”

“It may be an hour before he'd find
him,” was Biddy's disheartening reply.
But Biddy was given to looking at the
worst side of things. Donal had already
caught ‘Dreamer,’ harnessed and put
him to the car, and preseatly appeared,
leading both to the front. Fatuer John
was most anxious we should start at once,
and came out to speed us on our way.

“ Perhaps you'll have the kindness,”
he said when we were 1eady, “to ask
Mrs. Eanis to have the horse and car
gent back to me some time to-morrow:
Whoever brings the car can ride ‘Cap-
tain ' home. Startoff now ;yonhave only
an hour’s daylight. It won't be enough,
but get as far onthe way as you can, and
God speed ye.”'

The evening was mill and still
Small white clouds were high up in the
air witha pale blue sky for & background.
The hills waved around and before us, so
bare of trees on this northern side of the
mountain, that there were no leatlass
hranches hare ta proclaim that the vear
had reached the early stage of winter.
“You do not often have such stretches
of dry weather as we have hal these
last few weeks?" said I, after we had
drivensome way in sileace.

“Iy is generally like this,” she
anewered, “till after Christmas. Some of
the young men would like it to be colder.
They want skating, but I don’t know
where they expect to get it; the rivers
are too rapid to freeza."”

“There are small lakes upin the moun
tains.”

“Indeed 7"’

“Yes. I will show you one when we
get up higher.”

“ Are you sure you are taking the right
tarn?"’

“Oh yes! That one leads to the old
disused road over the mountain, by which,
1 sugpose, you came?”’

% No, I took the coach roal”

“]5 you know you have walkel at least
twelve miles?”

«T did not walk all the way,but I won-
dered at its being so long. I had heard
it was but nine mil2s to Father Mori-
arty’s.”

“By the mountain roal, yes. Conn
Hoolahan ought to have told you. The
short' cut by the old road is a wrinkle I
had from him., I think the old road
when yon gat near the top of the moua-
tain, i the steapest I eversaw. Imagine
its having been the coach road once. I
have read somewhere that travellers had
to get out when they got near the top, and
assist the efforts of the horses tugging in
front by pushing the vehicle from behind ;
and then in descending, the horzes had
to be lad step by step, and the difficulty
was to put on drag enough. That must
have been a haphazard reckl2ss old time.
014 Matt Dwyerramembhersitwell. Have
you ever heard him speak of it?"'

“Never.”

“Jt is worth while to get the old fellow
on his experiences. Talking about that
very road he has said io me more than
once, Many's the time, sir, I've helped to
push the coach, and that I've hung on
behind and it going down, whea I was a
lad. Them were times worth livin’ in,
just after Emancipation. Bstween that
and Rapale it was that the new road was
made. 1 worked on it myself and 'tis a
good road. But 'tis a tame way o’ travel-
lin' entirely. You might go from one
end of it to the other and come to no
grief; no variation, no alventure about it,
pot a bit in the world. 'Gad, thea, if I
were & young man I'd keap to th’ old
road.”

“ather Moriarty?s horse finds even
this ascent difficult eaough. Look how
he is straining!”

To lighten the car I got down, and
walked by the side till we raachel the
summit, where we halted for a few mo-
meats to rest the horse, and look around
at the endless vista of mountain-tops and
ridges.

“How lovely the fading of the sunset
is!" remarked the book-keeper.

“1 wish we could have been here
earlier,” I said. “I like to watch the sun
approach the edge of those hills, then
touch and gradually sink behind them,
and to see the golden light that flames
along the anmmitta, and the blne shade
that comes out upon their rocky sides.’’

“Ah, you have been up here before.
Conn Hoolahan is always talking just in
that way; and watching the sunset one
night from the high ground behind the
inn, I saw for the first time what he
meant. He says he learnt from you to
see these things.”

“Conn is a very teachable fellow, and
knows more things than I can tell him
of.” We had started again and were now
going along the leve! road at a spanking
rate. “I often wonder how Conn came
by his knowledge,”’ I went on, “and his
various tastes., He has a passion for bot-
any, and an acquaintance with it that is
surprising under the circamstances. And
these stones and rocks are not things with
no significance to him. He is a whole-
gsome happy-minded youth to whom
nothing comes amiss—neither games, nor
faats of strength or agility, not even the
mild excit>ment of a counury walk which
to him is fall of pleasure hidden to most
eyes. We have been companions on
many such.”’

“ Lately ?”

“No, confound him! I don’t know

what has cowme over the fellow, I never

saw any one so chaoged. Ha mopes for
all the world as if he were in the pangs of
unrequitted love, and if that is 8o, I am
gorry for him; because having got to his
resent age without any experieace of the
ﬁind, 1 fear he must be having a bad
time of it. Pity he wasn't stricken
earlier—when he was in his teens say—
he might have been proof against the
tender passion now, and lived happily
ever afterwards.”’ Y
“ He was not alwayssusceptible then "
asked the book-keeper, laughing.
“(On dear no! Always ridiculel the
idea; never ssemed to be able t) under-
stand it. Look! there is the lake I told
you of, right on the top of the mountain,
where they skate. It is in a good posi-
tion for fraezing, i8 it not 2"’
“How is it possible to get up there 2
“Easy enough to any one who knows
the path, You conld get there easily on
a pony, alwayssupposing yeu had & ruide.
You know little of this neighborhood?
It is worta being well acquainted with,
And when you po commence to learn its
variety, let me recommend an afternoon’s
ride to Ballyford Hill. It is a height
some miles beyond that ridge. We can't
ge> it from here, but from its top you will
see the sun go down into the Atlantic. [
know of no grandeur sight on a night like
this; and over the sea you get tue long
twilight; while here, these mountains
with their shadows make the valleys
dark too suddenly. Look down there to-
wards Glencoonoge. It i8 quite black.”
“Please press on. Ob dear, oh dear!
what an escapaie! How could I run my-
gelf into such a difficulty !’
“\We are a good way from the village
yet. Wa shall not get there till long after
dark, and yet I don’t know; perhaps it
will not be dark to-night. The sky is
clear, and Jook at that light yonder in
in the east,”
“Some bonfire on the hill-top, I should
think.”
“ No, it is the moon getting up. Tuere
will be light ’enough.”
“8tili, hurry on. Mrs. Eanis will be
anxious."”
This idea gained more strongly on the
book-keeper the nearer we reached home.
At length we had completed the descent,
and were in the level road that runs
straight as far as the chapel, and thence
bending at right angles continues it3
course through the village to the inn.
Bat before we reached the chapel we be-
came aware of a distant hum somew nere
far off in the air; and it grew louder and
nearer a8 if it were approaching us, or we
to it. 1t was soon evident that the noise
was advaacing, for a3 we got nearer it be-
came distinctly a roar of many human
voices, not cheering, not shouting, but
volubly talking all at the same time. A
body of people was evidently coming in
our direction and might at any moment
be npon us.
What shoull we do? Reatreat, staad
aside, or go forward? Cariosity harried
us on until we came to where the chapel
stands, and where, as I have sa'd, the
road making a sudden bend rans scraight
into Glencoonoge. Oar view becoming
suddenly enlarged, ravealed some alarm-
ing appearances. Nearly all in the crowd
were carrying torches, the light from
which showed up many an excited face
with rapidly moving mouth and eazer
gesture,

“What does allthis mean?” exclaimed
Miss Johnson, startled,

I did not answer at once, otherwise
than by turning the horse off the road to
the far corner of the triangular bit of green
which frontad the chapel. To attempt t5
proceed would be useless — might be
dangerons. But the long branches of the
beech under which I now reined up toe
stumbling horse would throw us in deep-
er shade, nearly leafless though the
branches were, and make us invisible as
the rioters passed by, blinded, as they
wonld be, by the light of their own
torches.

TO BE CONTINUED.

DEATH AND INFIDELITY.

Doaath is always a refutation of infi-
delity. It is. a refutation because
death i8 not only a mystery beyond all
merely human explanation, but be-
cause the fact of death wiihout the
solution, which Faith alone gives to it,
becomes a cruel, horrible and dreadful
discord in the universe. If death be
not a grievous penalty for the grievous
original sin of a rebellious race, as
Christianity teaches, then it is the
vicious device of a malignant demon,
who playe with mankind as the puppets
of his malicious designs. To deny
God, to deny redemption, to deny the
scheme whereby a benign ard divine
wisdom overcomes the power ot sin and
repairs the breach in nature which sin
has wrought, by the supernatural
power of grace, i3 to accept, as the
logical alternative, that view of the
universe which makes evil and wrong
and sorrow and death the fatal condi-
tions imposed by a dlabolical power
not only without mercy but with the
intention of torture. To human rea-
son, seeking for an explanation of the
mystery of life, which focuses always
in the mystery of death, there can oe
but one logical, harmonious and suffic-
fent account, viz., the account which
Christianity gives, of death as the
result of the sin of the rebellious crea-
ture happily remedied and rectified by
the superior and supernatural wisdom
of the Creator in the divine scheme of
Christ’s redempiion. In the light of
that doctrine death is robbed of its
horrors and its sting. Without that
doctrine death is the brutal and crue’
fiat of blind Fate or a malignant devi!
—Church Progress.

Strictly true

In every respect and attested by, the test.
mony of thousands that Putnam’s Painles
Corn Extractor is a sure and painless cur
for corns, The claim that it is just as go/
made by those endeavoring to paim off imit
tions for the genuine only proves the supe’
ority of ‘' Putnam’s.” "Use only Patnan
Painless Corn Extractor. Sure, safe, pal
less.
PR S
A Life Saved.—Mr, James Bryson, Ca

eron, states : “ I was confioed tomy bad w.
inflammation of the lungs, and was given u
by the physicians. A neighbor advised m
to try DR, I'HOMAS' ECLECTRIC O1L, sta
ing that his wife nad used it for a thros
trouble with the best results, Acting on hie
advice, 1 procured the medicine, and les
than a half bottle cured me ; I certainly be
lieve it saved my life. It was with reluc-
tance that I consented to a trial, as 1 was
reduced to such a state that I doubted the

power of any remedy to do me any good,”
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