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(-] The importance of

- keeping the blood in

a pure condition is

universally known,

and yet there are

L very few people who

have perfectly pure

Dblood. The taint of serofula, salt rheum, or
other foul humor is heredited and transmitted
for gencrations, causing untold suffering, and
ecumnlate poison and germs of dis-
the air we
the food
the water
There i3
more con-

we driuk.
nothing
clusively proven
than the positive
power of Hood's Sarsaparilliover all diseases
of the blood. This medicine, when fairly
tried, does expel every trace of scrofula or
salt rheum, removes the taint which causes
catarrh, neutralizes

the acidity and eures
rheumatism,  drives
out the germs of
malaria, blood poi-
soning, ete. It also | |

vitalizes and en-

riches the Liood, thus overcoming that tired
feeling d building up the whole system,
Thousands testify to the superiority of Hood's
Sarsaparilla as o blood purifier. Full infor-
mation and statements of eures sent free,

Hood’s

[
Sawapaw!ia
Bold by all denggists, £1; six for g5 Prepared only
by C. L. HOOD & CO., Apotheenries, Lowell, i\huu.l

10C Doscs One Doliar

EDUCATIONAL.

T, JOSEPH'S ACADEMY., — UNDER
S the direetion of the Sisters of the Holy
Names of Jesas and Mary, Amherstburg,
ont. ‘This eduentional establishment highly
recommends itself to the favor of parents
anxious 1o give to theirdaughters a solid and

sdueation, The scholastic year
ten months, opens ut the beg
September and eloses in July. Terms
(hall yearly tn advanc Board and tait
per annum, 703 musi 1d use of piane
drawing and painiing hed and bedding,
$10; washing, . For 1 her information
apply to the Sister Superior.

SHUMPTION COLLI(

Ont.—The studies embrace the Classica
and Commercial courses. Terms, including
all ordinary expenses, £150 per annum. For
full particulars apply to Rev. D. CUSHING,
C S

3,

ANDWICH

7. JEROME’S COLLEGE,
BERLIN, ONT.

Complete Classical, Philosophicsl and
Commercinl Courses,

And Shorthand and Typewriting.
For farther particulars apply to
REV. THEO. SPETZ, President.

5, TORONTO,
th Toronto Uni-
e of His Grace
and directed by

od

versi

In afliliation wi

I MICHAEL'S COLLE(

tuition, $150 ",
day pupils,
to

- v '
ST. BONAVENIURE'S COLLEGE,
ST. JOHN'S, Nfid
of the Irish Christian Brothers.
This Col + aflords, at moderate expense,
excellont  adva x E ents, Tho
healthiness or i tuation, the eqnipment
of the Schools and the general furnishing of
the e tablishment leave nothing to be de-
sired for the comfort and improvement of
the punils
Three Cours

<o
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EEFY, President,

Under e
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.y, PEr an-
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FACTS THE PUBLIC SHOULD KNOW

“ Belleville Business College

application to

Is the largest, most substantial, best equip-
ped and the bestin every particular ot all

the business coll

s in Cinadn, and 1 ha
ingpected them all,” was the remark made
recently by a prominent representative of

one of the largest corporations in Canada,

The Cirenlars of this Famous ness

College can be obtained free by writing for
samoe to

Bellevilie  Business College,
BELLEVILLE, ONT.

mm 3 rockville vy v
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College oo, send 'or

T Send tor

AND particuiars,
SHORTHAND GAY & McCORD,
INSTITUTE.

- WORTHERN, W 7
(Y ttdtrectd vigege’

OWEN BOUND, ONTARIOQ,
Is the Very Dest Place in Canada to aed & Thorousd
Business Iduoat

Principals.
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PROFESSIONAL.
HARLES J. MCUABE, B.A.,, BARRIS-
C TR, Solicitor, Conveyancer, ete., 69
Adelaide street east, Toronto.

Plh"l‘ & HOLMES, ARCHITECTS.—Oflices
Rooms 28 and 20 Manning House, King
gtreet, west, Toronto.  Also in the Gerrie
Rlock, Whitby.
A. A. Post, R A, A. W, HoLMES.

R. HANAVAN, SURGEON TO “D"

Royal school of fantry. Office and

residence, 3 Burwell street, second door
from Dundas.

OVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERS, ETC,,
418 Talbot street, London,  Private funds
to loxn.
FAANCIS LOoVE, R. H, DiaNAN.
R. WOODRUFE, No, I5h QUE S AVE,
Defeetive vision, impaired hearing,
nasal eatarrh and troublesome throats, Kyes
tested, glasses adjusted, Hours, 12 to 4,

Royal Canadian Ins. Co’y.
¥ . AND MARINE.
GEO. W. DANKS, Agent,

No. 8 Masonie Temple sLondon, Ont.

GEORGE C. DAVIS, Dentist.

OfMice, Dundas street, four doors east of
Richmond, Vitalized air admiunistered for

Omnia Pro Te, Cor Jesu.

L

Life on earth is all a warfare—
Foes within and foes without,
wJesus! Jesus!” Lo! thetempter,
Flees before the battle-shout.
In the fierce, unccasing combats,
Let our tranquil war cry be,
“Omnia pro Te, Cor Jesu!
Heart of Jesus, All for Thee.
: B 6 R - s
This will nerve the arm that's weary,
P'his will dry the tear that steals,
This will soothe the wasting anguish
That the heart in secret feels.
Ever in my heart 'twill slumber,
Often to my lips 'twill start,
“ Omnia pro ‘e, Cor Jesn ! 2
All for Thee, O Sacred Heart.

I1r.
Al! not thug, not thus, ‘twas always;
Sinful dreams, begone, du]l;:l_rl:
Jesus shed His Heart's blood for me—
He, Alone, can claim my heart.
God's pure eye, that resteth on it,
Written in that heart shall see:
“Omnia pro Te, Cor Jesu! :
Heart of Jesus—all for Thee !
V.
All things—all things—hard and easy,
High and low, bright and dark-
Nanght too poor for me to offer,
Naught too sinall for me to mark ;
Health and sickness, rest and labor,
Joy's keen thrill, and grief’s keen smart ;
“Omnia pro Te, Cor Jesu! -
All for Thee, O Sacred Heart.
V.
All—yes ! all-I would not pilfer
From this holocaust, a part;
y thought, word, deed and feeling,
Every beating of my heart.
Thine till death and Thine forever,
My bheart's shall be;
“(innia pro Te, Cor Jesi
Heart of Jesus !—all for Thee!

—i;ﬂ,@ss.

By Jusriy Hustoey McCarruy, M. P,

CHAPTER XIV.
BRIAN FERMANAGH,

I had a conversion once, or rather a
fragment of a conversation, with Gen-
eral Fermanagh on the Young Ireland
movement. He hardly ever spoke of
that movement of his hot youth, but he
did talk of it this once to me on a fine
summer evening when we were going
into action next day and our chances
of coming out of action secemed poor
enough. He was talking of his town,
and his river, and his youth.

“The dear old river," he said, ‘‘ how
we loved it, we lads, ay, and the lassies
too, who used to go boating with us in
the sweet days when we were all young
together. Yet, young as we all were,
we were not so young that we looked
upon life merely as pastime. We
would talk together of our land, and
its suffering, and its sorrows, and
promise each other that our motherland
should yet be free, and that with the
blessing of Heaven we should help to
free her. We thought we could free
our country by force of arms, and the
fancy was not so mad as it is sometimes
seems to the student of the times. |1
am older, and perhaps wiser, and I

through the united efforts of English-
men and Irishmen.  We were young
at the time, most of us were under
twenty, fow indeed had passed their

fair city who were not Young Ireland
and we were all ready to rise,
every man and every boy of us, when
the signal should come from our lead
ers.  Well, you know what happened.

transported. [ shall never forget the

a meeting in our club-room. One o
us, Ba
Mitel

eag

'l had been trausporied, asked
, was therve no attempt made t

shrugging his shoulders, ¢ Bravo, my
country, you'll be a nation by-and-by,

he said, and then left the platform, the

that hour he refused to have act or
strugele was over when the Irish

exile without a struggie.”
But if that was Burry Luttrell's way
it was not the way of his fellows : 1
of all was it Brian Fermanagh's way
Brian Fermanagh was only second
to MacMurchad in those day
handsome ; he was elever ; he was poo™s

poverty, because they had so much, at
least, in  comwmon with Brian Fer
manach. He had very little money,
whieh he tried to make more by writ

verses which appearved in the Nation,
and which his friends thought as fine
at least as Davis’s: and he made
speeches which they rather preferved,
it not to MacMurchad’s at least to
Meagher's. He lived in a rather
humble part of the city, on the out-
skirts, with his mother, a gentle old
lady, who in her childish days had
Known much by hearsay and something

those who knew him best would some-
times come to tea, and talk to Mrs,
Fermanagh of her givlish recollections,
and then perhaps

of summer evenings, those who were
Young Irelanders, with Brian Ferman

for the cure of colds and coughs and al
throat, lung, and bronchial troubles
is, undoubtedly,  Ayer’s
Pectoral.  Ask your druggist for it

the painlcss extraction of teeth.

Almanac, whichis free to all,

believe that in the end the regenera-
tion of my country will come to pass

twenty-first year, but we were de-
termined, and hopetul, and sincere.
We had good reason to be hopeful.
There were few young men in that

Mitchel was arrested, tried, sentenced,

day when the news came in. It was
brought to our little knot of rebels, at

y Luitrell, when he heard that

rescue him.  Ouar informant shook his
head.  Luttrell gazed at him for a
moment in mute amazement. Then

hall, and the cause for ever. Irom
part in the business.  For him the

people allowed Mitchel to be sent into

s. e was § «

and many of the young “’b".‘q \\I}u
were  poor too were prn'ﬂd of their

ing for the local newspaper, which was
National as we have seen, and he wrote

oo out for a pull on
the rviver or a stroll in the meadows
with Brian, and listen to him while he
counselled and advised them.  There
was a walk by the river—is so still, 1
suppose, Permanagh often described it
to me—a long and stately avenue of
trees, with quaint, old-fashioned houses
on the one side and the placid river
on the other.  Here they loved to walk

3 ¥y
The best anodyne and expectorant | the second year of its mq

Cherry | tobaccos will leave behind them,

and, at the same time, for Avor's

agh in their midst, planning and
dreaming and hoping.

CHAPTER XV,

MARY'S REFLECTiONS,
Mary O'Rourke lived in one of the
prettiest of the many pretty little
houses that look out upon that long
avenue skirting the river of which I
have just spoken.
A graceful garden ran down from
the door of the house to the avenue,
and cominanded a charming view of
the rapid, murmuring river, and the
quiet, peaceful town beyond.
The side of the river on which Mary
O'Rourke lived was the least built upon
in the town, and, indeed, was almost
part of the country.
One evening, about a week after the
events which took place at the meeting
in the Desmond Confederate Club,
Mary ©'Rourke was sitting in her
window working, or affecting to work,
at some dainty needlework in which
soft stuff and brilliant colours were
blended together.
ButalthoughMary O'Rourke’s fingers
appeared to be busy with the needle,
although she secemed to be occupied
entirely in drawing the gaily coloured
threads of silk through the yielding
fabric, her mind was occupied with far
other thoughts than following the
pattern which lay before her, and the
activity of her fingers was purely
mechanieal.
She had many things to think about,
and her thoughts were not at all pleas-
ing.
Her life up to this time—she was not
yet twenty years old —had been a
strange and, insome respects, a lonely
one.
Like Murrough MacMurchad, whose
far-removed cousin she was, she had
lost her parents at an early part of her
life, and most of her youth had been
passed in the house of a sister of her
mother’s a kindly, well-to-do maiden
lady, who had gladly adopted the little
orphan girl.
Under heraunt’scare Mary had passed
from childhood through girlhood into
womanhood, a peaceful, happy life
enough. She had been well and care-
fully educated ; the friends that her
aunt had chosen for her had all been
well chosen ; and if her life had been
in a measure uneventful, it could not
have been called uninteresting.  She
loved her books, she loved her flowers,
she loved the accomplishment of those
daily household tasks which, in spite
of the wisdom of some of our advanced
philosophers, must always remain the
fairest and fittest duties of woman ;
and she was perfectly happy in the
somewhat narrow cirele of her exist-
ence.,

One reason, perhaps, for her com-

plete happiness lay in her intimacy-—
her life-long intimacy-—withMurrough
. | MacMurchad.
) The lonely boy and thecomparatively
| lonely girl had been thrown by their
relationship, and by something simi-
lar in their situations in life, much
together in their childhood ; and their
childish affection had been carried into
the later and maturer years of life.

There was something of the close
intimacy and warm afiection of brother
and sister existing between them.
Neither had any secrets from the other.
MacMurchad confided to the young
.| girl all his boyish hopes, dreams, and

ambitions ; the young gi always
shared with the handsome, dark-haired
¢ | young chieftain her ideas and her
H_wll Ons.,

1 Unfortunately for

as she grew older, as she

-

A\

ry, however,
becaine more
and more a woman, her affection for
MacMurchad began to ripen into some-
thing more than mere sisterly admira-
.| tion and sympathy. With the dawn
| of womanhood she felt new emotions
rising in her soul which she was not
quite able to comprehend.

i She found herself waiti more anx-
iously for MacMurchad'sdaily visits; she
found her heart beating more quickly
when he came; she fouad hep =md
growing more melanchoty when he left.

Like the girl i o ;..\.-v:‘mrul tragi-
comedy of Reaumont and Fletcher, she
did not at first completely recognize
the full force of the new emotions that
weroe Invading her soul; but when
she grew acquainted with her heart,
and asked what stirred it so ; alas! she
found ‘twas love !

Unfortunately for herself, her girl-
ish affection  for MacMurchad had
grown into an all-absorbing love such
18 she could neither conquer nor exor-
(GEILH
Unfortunately for herself, because
that love was evidently not returned.
MacMurchad did not seem to be
aware—and was not aware—of that
warmth of affection he had inspived in
Mary's heart.

As a boy and as a young man he had
loved her cordially ; but only as a
brother loves a sister. It had never
occurred to him to cherish any other
or more  passionate feeling For the

y

; 3 beautiful girv o 1 in was s
by sight of the horrors of '08. Here L girl whose friendship was so

dear to him; and whose friendship
and advice he always found so precious.

He loved her indeed warmly, but
only with a brother's warmth ; and he
never thought for a moment that she
could cherish any other feelingstowards
him than those he entertained towards
her.

She was a part of his life, as a sister
would be part of his life ; and though
it occasionally crossed his mind that
some time or other she would probably
lr\.\'u and be loved, and pass away from
.| his existence to make some :.:m;d man

-] An old_smoker declares that he has b
: ares the as been
using ** Myrtle Navy”

tobaceo ever since
! ¢ t mutacture and that
1 :!ln‘l.m: that time he has never sufferod from
a blistered tongue or parched tonsils or any |
s { other of the unpleasant effocts which n‘lﬂ-\:f :
His experi-
Is that no other tobaceo \\Hi('ll
he has ever tried is quite its equal and that
in value for the money ** no other comes qav-
where near it,” i

onee, Lo sayvs

happy, he only regarded this possibil-
ity as an event of the distant future to
be perhaps somewhat selfishly regretted
when it came, but which was inevitable,
and indeed desirable.

It was not that MacMurchad loved
any other woman better than Mary.
He had never loved any other woman.

He had, indeed, known few women.
Mary was the only woman with whom
he was on anything like close terms of
friendship. His life was so entirely
occupied and all-absorbed by his cease-
less struggles and labors for the
national cause that he had little time to
8 out the society of women or to
spend much of his scant leisure in their
company.

He was so engrossed in the work of
his cause that he noticed no want in
hislife. His friendship with Mary was
enough for him; and until now he
had asked for no more—had thought
of no more.

Mary O'Rourke knew well enough
the state of MacMurchad's mind, and
the full extent of his feelings with re-
gard to herself. She knew well
enough that MacMurchad did not care
for her as she cared for him.

She knew too, with the quick appre-
ciation of woman, that Brian Ferman-
agh did care for her, with a love which
it would be impossible for her to re-
turn.

She was thinking of all this as she
sat there working, or seeming to work,
at the open window, while the soft air
of the summe.: evening wafted in upon
her the dreamy, heavy perfume of the
July roses, and the sunlight floated in
fantastic chequered patines of bright
gold upon the floor of the room.

She was thinking of all this more
bitterly and more sadly than she had
thought of it before:; for within the
week much had happened which had
forced her into these reflections.

Since the day of the meeting, when
MachMurchad was first introduced to
Lilias Geraldine, a curious intimacy
had sprung up between the young
Irish rebel and the English strangers.

MacMurchad was now incessantly
visiting Mr. Geraldine and Lilias, and
much of his time was spent in their
room at the Crown, or else in company
with them, directing and finding ex-
peditions for them to places of historie
interest in the country about.

For the moment a kind of quiet
seemed to have come over the whole
political agitation. The transporta-
tion of Mitchel, unaccompanied by any
effort at rescue, seemed to have flung
the country, for the hour, back into a
position of apathetic repose.

In MacMurchad’s own city the move-
ment, to all outward eyes, had fallen
asleep as well.  MacMurchad and his
friends appeared to have recognized
the impossibility of any immediate
action, and to have reconciled them-
selves resignedly to a quict acquies-
cence in the existing order of things.

Authority, observing MacMurchad
busily engaged in entertaining and
amusing Mr. Geraldine and his sup
posed daughter, wisely assumed that
the young man had abandoned his re-
bellious dreams, had seen the folly of
his desire to cope with the Government,
and was content to occupy himself at
once more pleasantly, more peacefully,
and more safely.

Mary O'Rourke knew, of course,
well enough that MacMurchad was do-
ing nothing of the kind. She knew
that under his air of indifference and
apparent acceptation of the situation
his brain was busier than ever with
schemes of insurrvection e KNEW
that he was working, an® (hat his
friends were working®. Juore strenu-
ously than ever o be in readiness for
the fittest mement to strike a blow for
their principles.

It was no rear, therefore, for Mac-
Murchad’s political apathy  which
troubled Mary’s mind. But she knew
well enough that MacMurchad had be-
come strangely captivated by Lilias
Geraldine

She knew well enough that the feel-
ings which MacMurchad already enter-
tained towards the fair girl from Eng-
land were very different from those
which he felt for herself.

During the week which had passed
since the meeting MacMurchad had
come to see her far less frequently
than was his wont.

He had excused himself on the
ground of his many occupations; but
she knew well enough that the
probable cause which kept him from
her side was the bright eyes of Lilias
Geraldine.

CHAPTER XVI.
\ YOUNG IRELANDER'S WOOING,

Brian Fermanagh walked slowly
along the pleasant avenue by the
river. :

He was thinking deeply, and his fair
young face was gravely set, as it the
political problems which were then
agitating Ireland were proving too
difficult for his solution.

It was, however, of mno politi-
cal problems that Fermanagh was
thinking  just then. His  mind
was wholly directed to the gracious
image of Mary O'Rourke, and his
brain was busy with the winged words
which he always longed and had never
vet dared to address to her.

Slowly, slowly he paced along the
poplar-shaded path, the grave inten-
sity of his countenance deepening as
he walked, until he came to an unde-
cided pause at the gate of the garden
which led up to Mary O'Rourke’s home,

The little gate swung invitingly on
its latch, and the young patriot pl;u'wl

At this season of the year the efiects of

catarrh and cold in the head are most likely
to be felt, and danger to life and health will
result if not promptly treated. For this
yarpose there is no remedy equals Nasal
dalm. It is prompt in giving relief and
never fails to cure.  Beware of imitations
and substitutes,  Sold by all dealers, 0
cents a bottle,

his hand hesitatingly upon it. It
viclded to the touch, and yawned wido
a8 if summoning him to enter the en-
chanted precincts.

Looking along the llfll‘r()\\' ‘p.'llh
which led up through a tlm:kut of con-
gregated roses to the door of the house,
Brian saw Mary sitting at the window
and working.

"That sight decided him. He (!Illit'l't‘(l
the garden, latched the gate sul\l‘\: be-
hind him, and made hLis way quietly
up the path between the sweet-scented,
many-hned roses which made the place
a very wonder of glowing colour and
exquivsit(-, odour. He made his way so
gently that he was actually at .(hu
open window where Mary sat before
the girl, hearing a footstep, looked up
and recogaized him.

She welcomed him with a smile that
had something of sadness in it. .

“How quietly you came, Brian,”
she said.  ** A little more, and I shall
believe that you have borrowed of the
fairies their gift of fernseed, that you
may approach unsuspecting mortals
unseen,”

Brian laughed.

“The good people and 1 have had
no dealings, I regret tosay, orI should
wish for wonders. 1 have not even
found the four—leaved shamrock,
though I perceive that you have.”

He pointed to the needlework she
was engaged upon. Part of the de-
sign consisted of shamrocks, one of
which Mary had represented with those
four petals so dear to poets and so
vainly sought for by eager, childish
fingers.

“Perhaps this  means,” Mary
answered, **that we must make our
fortunes for ourselves, not seck them
from the fairies.”

Brian’s reply to this allegory took
the torm of a question.  “*Mary, may |
come in ?” he inquired.

Mary nodded. Brian went round to
the door, which stood ajar, and in an-
other instant was by Mary's side in the
dainty little room.

His face slightly fell when he per-
ceived that she was not alone. Her
aunt, Miss O'Rourke, was seated in
the farther corner of the room knitting,
an occupation of which that most estim-
able of elderly maiden ladies appeared
never to tire.

Fermanagh mneed not have been
alarmed, however. It was one of Miss
O'Rourk fixed opinions that her
neice ought to and wonld marry Brian
Fermanagh.  Any idea of Mary's
caring for Murrough MaecMurchad
never for a moment entered Miss
O'Rourke’s well -regulated mind. If
Brian Fermanagh was poor, he came
of a wealthy family, and might one
day be wealthy himself. MaeMurchad
was as poor as Job himself, and Miss
O'Rourke's respeet for the last of an
ancient Irish house did not take the
form of desiring
in the Red Tow

So, after shaking hands with Brian,
Miss O'Rourke uttered something un-
intelligiblein the way of an excuse, and
glided tvom the room in a
of selt-congratulation at the disereti
of her little strategy.

Mary frowned slightly, for she saw
the drift of her aunt’s intentions, but
Brian was conscious of mothing but a
sense of grateful reliet at  Miss
O'Rourke’s abs

He moved over to where ‘
sittine, =nd, taking a place beside her,
deveted himself for a few minutes to
eritical inspection and admiration of
her handiw

Mary

to see her niece reign

eped.

him a few questions
about the political situation, and then
the conversation languished.  DBrian
had much to say, and did not kuow
how to say it, while Mary’s heart was
too sad not to love silence better than
speech.

But after a moment or two, when
the silence had become embarrassing,
Mary spoke. ;

I'hose last verses of vours were
very charming, Drian, '
them over this morning,
to the music admirably.”

She spoke of some verses of Ferman-
agh’s which had just appeared in the
Na‘ional newspaper.
flushed with pleasure.

Do me a great favour,” he pleaded.
Sing them to me again now.’

Mary smiled consent, and, rising,
went to the piano.  She played over
softly the opening bars of a beautiful
old Irish air, familiar in many parts
of the country, under the title of
**The Gorey Caravan,” and then began
to sing the words which Brian Fer-
managh had newly wedded to the old
tune.

Master Francis Osbaldistone in Rob
7oy has declared that the lover knows
few higher joys than hearing his own
verses repeated by the lips of his mis-
tress.  As Brian Fermanagh listened
to Mary’s sweet, pure voice singing
the words he had written he would not
h{:l\'(' changed his fortune to become
Emperor of the East.  Poor Brian!

This was the song that Mar

I was singing
and they go

Brian’s face

ang :

“By a cabin door on an Trish hill
He from his love did part ;
As she said slan lath, Hlu' strove to smile
To hide her breaking heart : >
5 Nliv prayers are with our cause, my dear.
Please ( od, you soon may stand 1
In victory's pride here by my side
In holy [reland.’ X

**He had cast his lot with these
H ast his se gallg d
o lh:il )Ii(-zu in Ninety -eight g
tor their country and their father's faith :
Alas! he shared their fate ! I,
His foes have gent him o'er the sea,
( ;:nf an exiled hand,
rom his heart'sdear love, a far
rom holy Ireland. St

arts

“In astraneer's land with a we
He longed for death to free

His soul from tears and loneliness
And end his slavery ;

ary heart

©
And in his grief he cried, * Ah, 2]
That T but once might stand i
And strew the shamrocks on your e
In holy Treland.'” §b

The song died away in
Mary looked up at Brian with ;
smile.  Her thoughts were vory kindly
to the young man at that moment for
she was wishing that her fate had i)ocn

silence,
L gentle

otherwise, and that her heart coulq
have beat responsive to his gallang
hoart instead of throbbing out igg iy,
in vain and hopeless passion, Ul'iaﬁ
murmured some words of thanks, y,
was deeply moved, and Mavy, s00iy,
his agitation, hurriedly ‘1“"»~!im|u'.-1
him,

“ Have you written nothing sinee s
Mary asked, ecagerly. Her cagerpog
was not solely to learn the regylt of
poor Brian’s latest tribute to the Myge
It was partly an intense desire (o py.
vent him from saying that whicl g,
feared, with a fear that made cyepy
nerve in her body tingle, he was aboy
to say.

Alas, for the vanity of authorship!
alas, for the easily flattered pride of
poor humanity in its artistic produe
tions ! Brian Fermanagh was g
content with the good impression thy
one specimen of his verses had pro.
duced, and must needs attempt another,
most unhappily.

1 have another little thing here,»
he said, obeying the apparently invar
able instinct of youthful poets to de
seribe each of their productions as ¢y
little thing.” ** May I read it to you?
Mary nodded prompt acquiescence
It was not from any impassioned de
gire to hear Brian's verses, though she
liked his work well enot It was
from the agreeable conviction that sy
long as he was reciting his poem he
could not possibly make love to her,
and that thus the inevitable wgs
staved off for another few moments
Brian, serenely unconscious of the
thoughts which were passing througl
Mary's mind, put his hand to his
breast-pocket and drew out a foided
sheet of manuseript.

“You will understand at once wha
they mean,”” he said, half apologetic
ally, as all poets do when they are
about to declaim their verses |
fancy they would run to the air «
¢The Green above the Red.” ™ Then
he began to read in his soft, strong
voice:

1
se sad

“There is a grave in Dublin town, wi
and silent stone,

No name of him who sleeps beneath, no culogy
makes kuown ;

No prayer for the departed soul, no monumental
bust

Adorns the voiceless sepulchre that shrouds a
martyr's dust.

“'Tis the grave of Robert Emmet, it obeys the
latest breath

Of his bidding to his country on the day he met
his deatn :

*My epitaph,” he ordered, ‘ let no loving fingers

trace,

Till with the nations once again my country
takes her place.’

“Butall who love their country love that mel-
ancholy ave,

Where the gallant body moulders of the hravest
of the brave,

"Tis a nobler 1 for such a sleep, with it
epitaph unsaid,

Than the proudest tomb men ever raised tot
venerated dead

Al lover, soldier, patriot, the time will surcly

8y

When that mute slab that guards thy rest aced
e 1o longer dumb,

1 the children of thy race shall feel

1l to make &

pitaph for him whe died for Irefand

Jrian’s voice died away into silence
Mary said neening.  She sat quite still,
with he« hands folded lightly on he
taps 100king out with fixed, sad eyes
across the rose-haunted gavden, across
the still and silver river nay, her
o seemed to go beyond the city’s
and spires, and farther, beyond
the fair hills that formed its back
ground.

“Over all the mountains,” a great
poet once wrote, **is peace.” But it
Mary’s thoughts fioated beyond the
mountains they found no peace there
Her face was very sad, and there were
tears in her bright eyes.

With the same intent look still on
her, she spoke at last, atter a silence
that scemed like a century to Brian
waiting near her with his verses in his
hand.

1t is glorious,” she said, and her
voice was tremulous as she spoke,
t“glorious to love one’s country and to
be beloved by her like that.  How |
would rejoice to give my life for sucha
man.  And she — she married, while
her lover lay in his nan cless grave

She was thinking of Sarah Curran,
of the woman who was honored so
highly in being beloved by Robert
Emmet, and who yet consented to wear
the name of another man.

She sighed deeply, tor painful
thoughts were crowding in upon her.
Brian noticed her emotion, and mis-
understood it.

““Marv,” he said.

Something in the tone of his voice
startled the girl from her reverie. She
turned hurriedly round and fixed her
wide, melancholy eyes upon him, first
wondering, then alarmed, for she saw
in his voice what was coming.

She half rose from her chair in the
n hope of averting the threatened
sorrow, but it was too late. Brian
spoke rapidly, passionately, implor-
ingly.

“*Mary, " he said—his voice trembled
terribly, but he went on desperately—
‘it is not given to all of us by Heaven
to be men like Robert Emmet. But I
love my country even as dearly as he
loved it, and I love you as deeply, as
truly, as loyally as ever he loved Sarah
Curran.  No, let me speak "—for he
saw that she had made as if she would
interrupt him—*“ I have long dreamed
of telling you this, and never dared to
till now, and now you must hear me.
[ have loved you, worshipped you for
80 long a time that I scarcely care to
remember an hour of my 1 in which
you were not the dearest thought in the
world to me — the dearest after the
cause to which we are both devoted. [
have not much to say, after all ; only
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You Can Rely
Upon Hood’s Sarsaparilla as a_positive
remedy for every form of scrofula, salt
rheum, hoils, pimples and all other diseases
caused by impure blood. It eradicates every
impurity :nu’l at the same time tones and
vitalizes the whole system.

Constipation, and all troubles with the
digestive organs and the liver, are cured by

Hood’s Pills,” Unequalled as a dinner pills
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