
ffitmcrttUnml.to be true, and everything had g ne on 
smoothly until the arithmetic class was 
called, and eight pupils were at the 
board, when suddenly the tire alarm 
rang.
“The fire drill I" exclaimed the 

senior, excitedly.
“ Kire, Bre!'1 shouted a voice In the 

street below.
The senior sprang (rom her seat and 

rushed from the platform. Pat raced 
down the aisle, caught her in his arras, 
and hurried ner back to Mias McClain's
desk.

Interest in Pat's manœuvres had 
saved the grade from panic.

Holding the struggling, half-hyater 
ical senior, Pat gave the necessary 
number of sharp, commanding taps.
The grade responded mechanically, but 
when the little girl who led the line 
looked into the smoky hall and saw 
white-faced teachers struggling devper- 
ately to control themselves and the 
crooked lines of crying girls and ex
cited ooys, she hesitated.

“ Ernest, lead the line!" commanded 
Pat. " And every one held on to the 
one in front I"

From the foot of the stairs the prin
cipal saw Mias McClain's grade holding ^ 
their lawful place near to the wall. A 
line too compact to be broken, they 
came on past him, and In their roar 
came a red-headed boy dragging an un
conscious senior.

In the morning paper was the prin
cipal's account ot bow Pat Dillon, in 
the absence of his teacher, had pre
serve! the honor of the sixth grade.
Mias McClain reai it, and was proud of the 
her rod-headed affinity.—Alice Daly, In 
the Chri- tlan Instructor.

THE RED HEADED AFFINITY.nature protested against a divine In- tered the fortress of Aherman and the 
miration end decree. Bat now every halls of Argenk. Even such was the 
moment wee preolons. And on a diead spectacle that smote on the 
sudden Impulse of divine self surrender, senses of Barbara and the o Slier In this 
«ne lung out her arms, like the limbs abode of the living-dead. A heavy 
of a cross, and uttered the mighty cloud, charged with the dread vapours 
words that spoke her doom and the re- of opium, hung thick and opaque on the 
demptlon of her brother. The mighty celling; and its folds, too heavy for the 
thrones, that swung round and round atmosphere, curled down and curtained 
the altar, stopped in their adoring the llaor. Bleared lamps shone through 
Sight, poised themselves on their it, and lighted Its thick volumes, and 
wings, stared at each other, stared at scarcely threw a dim shadow on the 
the silent Tabernacle, and looked floor, where, plied against the walls, 
down on the white, tearless face of the and stretched in every hateful and 
victim. But no sound broke the still- abominable posture on filthy mattresses 
ness of the sanctuary. Yet the Heart lay the stupefied victims of the diadly 
of Christ throbbed quicker beneath drug. Some lay like dead logs ; some 
the accidents of His great sacrament-— had sense enough left to lift their 
throbbed quicker as at the grave of weary eyes and stare, like senseless 
Lazarus, and at the voice of Magdalen, images, on the intruders. Some were 
and surely no snch tremendous sacri- yet la the beginning of the dread trance 
fluial vow had ever passed human lips and wore smoking leisurely. It was a 
before. mass, a squirming yet senseless mass of

Tnen a new, strange strength pos- degraded humanity, and Barbara clung 
sessed her. She drew on her gloves close to the ofllcer, as they passed down 
calmly, and without a tremor calmly the hall, sometimes stepping over a 
picked up her beads and umbrella, prostrate lorn, and the eyes of the de- 
calmly genuflected, with just a whisper voted girl almost starting in fear and 
of silent protest against the dread cariosity and the dread hope that here 
exorbitance of God, and passed into at last her quest was ended, 
the night again. She stumbled against They had come to the end of the hall 
some person in the darkness and and had turned back to examine the 
begged pardon humbly. d-eamers on the other side, when a

"Verra, ye needn't," said an un- figure, almost juried under the super 
cistakable Hibernian voice, “ye didn't inenmbent forma of others, turned lazily 
hurt me much. ' and helplessly and muttered something.
“Thanks be to God !" said Barbara ; Barbara stopped, clutched the arm of 

“surely you are an Irishman." the ofllcer, and pointed. The inspector
"fought to be, lor mo father and pulled aside one or two helpless figure» ; 

mother afore me were," sail the voice, and there, curled up in a state of 
“But, begor, I’m beginning to think abj -ct impotence, was Lonls Wilson, 
that I'm a mi.vfum gatherum of all the Barbara was on her knees in a moment 
liare people in the world ; and that's beside her brother, foudlir g him, car- 

a big worrd.” casing him, with one dread fear and
“ 'Twas God and the Bleseef Virgin hope —would ha live ?

,ent you," said Barbara, realizing that “This is he," she said.
this was the agent of the Must High In the last mercy. How shall we get him
the fnltllment of His part. hence?"

" Tis many a long day since I hard They raised the senseless form be 
the worrd," said the po'ieomun, taking tween them, and, by a mighty struggle 
off his helmet. “Wbat may be yer drew it down the floor and to the cur- 
throuble ?" tain. Here a figure stopped them.

Simply and directly Barbara told “ Hallo, I siy, what's this?"
her story, them In the darkness out- But the ofllcer flung the fellow aside;
side the Church. then followed him, and, after a few

it was so wonderful, so incredible, words, the fellow came over and re 
suspicions became aroused, lieved Barbara of her burden. They 

He had very large ambitions in the do- huddled the senseless figure into the 
tective line, and it would never do to cab, and sped homewards, 
be caught so easily. In the gray dawn of she morning, two

“ Como over here to the lamplight." anxious figures stood by Louis Wilson's 
he said gently but firmly holding her bed, watching, watching, for a sign of 
by the arm. “ Now, young 'umau, do returning consciousness. The doctor 
yon see a feather bed In me of ?" had administered some powerful res
te said, lifting up his eyelids in a toratlve, which, If it took effect, would 
comical way. bring back the vacant mind

But something in the gentle face to partial soli knowledge, 
smote him with sorrow, and, dropping heart was hopelessly diseased, 
Barbara’s arm hastily, he doffed his there was no chance of recovery. Bar- 
helmet, and said humbly : bara was quite easy in her mind. She
“1 beg yer pardon, miss, a thousand knew that the Eternal should keep His 

times. 1 didn’t know ye were a lady." contract. Not so Father Sheldon, lie
" But knew nothing of the tremendous inter

change that had taken place that night 
between the young girl and her God.
He only saw with human eyes, and 
judged by human
a priest, and this was a soul in peril. 
And so lie knelt and prayed, sat and 
walked, always watching, watching, for 
the one faint ray of light that would 
herald the return of reason in that help 
loss form. He had done all that the 
Church allowed to be done under such 
awful circumstances ; but, partly for 
the sake of that immortal soul, partly 
for the consolation it would impart to 
this devoted girl, be prayed and wished 
that, at least, one act of sorrow or char
ity might be breathed by the conscious 
intelligence before It was summoned to 
final judgment. The dawn grew to day; 
sounds of renewed traffic, suspended 
only for a couple of hours, began to 
echo in the streets again; now and 
again a street-call was hoard, as boys 
rushed here and thero with morning 
merchandise ; a company of soldiers 
swept by to oatob a morning train. 
Barbara had left the room for a moment, 
when the patient woke—woke, feebly 
and faintly, and stared at the window 
aud at the face bending over him.

Barbara 1" he moaned in pain.
Barbara is here," said Father Shel

don, "and will be delighted to see you 
so revived."

“ Why are you here ? " Louis asked.
“ Because you are in danger, and 1 

am a priest." >
«• Oh 1 I remember. I had a dream.

I thought I was away in S witzerland or 
somewhere ; and there was a stage, aud 
illuminations, and a tragedy. And we 
came home, and you wore so kind."
“Tell me, Dr. Wilson," said Father 

Sheldon, “ have you any objection to 
make your peace with God and to^re
ceive the Sacraments of the Church?"

" Not tho slightest. Bui Barbara 
must be here. 1 should like to make 
my confession to Barbara. 1 could tell 
her everything."

That wasn't to be, however. He did 
tho next best thing. lie confessed and 
was absolved. Aud when Barbara re 
turned, and saw the candles lighting, 
and the purple stole around the priest* 
neck, and the light of reason dawning 
in eyes that had, heretofore, stared in
to abysses of ghastly phantoms, she 
(lung herself on her knees in mute 
thanksgiving to God for the mighty 

And then her woman’s heart

“There's that awful red-headed boy in 
a fight 1" The sharp voice belonged to 
the sharp-faced teacher of the fifth 
grade, who happened to be on duty at 
the noon recess. She hurried to the 
struggling boys, and, with the assist 
ance of another teacher, managed to 
pull them apart.
“Young man," she addressed the 

owner of the red hair, “ this is not the 
first fight you’ve had on these grounds, 
but I certainly hope it will be tho last."
She marched the panting boys to tho 
principal's office.

In the meantime a red road had ap
peared at an upstairs window. O ie 
«.lance from a pair of intelligent brown 
eyes took in the situation and the head 
disappeared.

“ Yes, Ï saw him, with my own eyes, 
rush at the other boy, grab him by the 
collar and fling him down !" The sharp 
voice was pitched so as to enter the 
principal's ear and penetrate to his 
rather kind heart, arousing it to exe
cute a righteous judgment on the red* 
headed culprit.

“ Bo seated, boys.
you in ?" The red-headed boy looked up.

“ Indeed, I'm sorry to say he is still 
in mine." The sharp voice hadempha- 
kixi still “

“ D d you attack this boy first?"
“ With my hands, ye», sir."
44 Why do you say with your hands?"
“ Because he attacked me first, with 

his tongue."
The principal looked at the other 

bov, who grinned and flushed.
There waia tap on tho door. “Co ne 

in!" called the principal, and a tall 
young woman witn red hair aud brown 
eyes entered. She looked sympathetic
ally into the eyes of both boys, causing 
them both to blush with shame.

The red-headed boy blushed because 
he remember, d the fight he had the 
previous year, aud how this red-headed 
teacher from another grade had walked 
all the way home with him ; how she 
had told him that God had made both 
their heads red, bow lie had numbered 
each of those red hairs ; how that it did 
not just happen to be red,but that God 
had permitted it to be that col>r, and 
that it was wrong to fight about it, be
cause it was like reproaching his 
Heavenly Father ior making it rod.

44 Have a seat, Miss McClain ; I m 
glad you have come. Now,'* to the 
black, drooping head, 44 how did you 
attack him first with your tongue ?"

B )th boys’ faces got redder. After 
an embarrassing silence, the red head 
was thrown back and a pair of honest 
blue eyes looked at the principal.

41 He don't want to tell you because 
Miss McClain is here. Please, Miss 
McClain, go out. Then you can come 
back when we holler 4 come.’ "

The blue eyes looked beseechingly 
into the brown ones. Tne principal 
raised his eyebrows ; the thin lips of 
the sharp-faced teacher curled con
temptuously. Miss McClain laughed 

/merrily.
41 Excuse me, professor . but perhaps 

you don't understand. Why, it’s some 
thiog about red heads. You see, Pat is 
so sensitive on tho subject that he can't

Don't
mind me, Ernest; just spoak the truth." 
But the boy only looked more ashamed 
of himself.

Miss McClain smiled knowingly at 
the principal. 11 He called him a red 
headed, freckled-îaœd Irishman, I ex 
pect. Was that it, Pat?"

44 Ask him." Pat Dillon codded his 
red head towards Ernest's black one.

Ernest raised his black eyes, full of 
tears of shame, to his teacher's intel
lectual face ; and the look in her eyes 
breught him to his feet.

41 Professor," he stammered. “I— 
that's exactly what I said, only—that 
wasn’t all. 1 said that his mother 
nearly whipped him last night because 
she saw a light through the transom and 
thought he was still reading after she 
bad told him to put out his light and go 
to bed, but she found it was only the 
light from his head. I—I didn’t know 
how low down it was until—-until Miss 
McClain came in.

Miss McClain’s eyes rewarded him. 
She was proud of her pupil.

Pat was on his feet before Ernest had 
finished.
"It was my fault 1 I promised Miss 

McClain last year that I would stop and 
spell ‘God made it red,’before I fought 
about it, and I forgot to-day ; but it is 
the first red-headed fight I've had since 
I promised her." And they all believed

The principal rose and shook hands 
with the boys.

44 Now shake hands with each other ! 
That's right. Pat, ray boy, I bali-ve 
this is to bo your las; fight on account 
of your hair. Now, I want you to study 
your hardest, so 1 can promote you to 
Miss McClain’s room. I think there 
yon would soon learn to appreciate red 
hair,

“ Ernest, your teacher is justly prend 
of you. You may both go."

“ Oh, I do hopb you can promote him 
professor ! Ever since I first noticed 
him in school we've had a queer sort o 
understanding. A sort of red-headed 
affinity, I suppose. I'm sure we could 
make the most of each other."

411 sincerely hope he will bo pro 
mofced," snapped his teacher.

Pat Dillon was promoted at Christ
mas. and from the day he entered Miss 
McClain’s room, and looked into her 
eyes, he became a different bey. He 
was from the begin ni o g her messenger, 
because when she looked up to select 

a pair cf eager blue eyes
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counting," "protesting," etc., or he 
v.ill l;:iii himself "out of pocket"
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beriog, dear old Gdway ; Galway <-f HQ] I 
the stalwart gray houses that have 
stood for centurie# the storms ard 
ballots and driving rains of the At 
lautic ; Galway of the narrow, 
ing, quiet streets ; Galway of th 
tiful bay, where of an evening the sink
ing eun touches with its dying splendor 
the quaint-colored sails of the fibbing 
boats rocking at anchor.

Pleasant Galway it is, where the peu 
pie are erect, and sturdy, and kindly, 
aud the children—real, rosy, country 
children—smile at you out of d-ep blue 
eyes as you pass; where you are awak
ened in the early mornings by the com
plaining. musical cry of tho shawled 
and barefooted fishwives. “ Fresh her 
ring ! Fresh herring 1 they chant, as 
they trudge, basket on hip along the 
cobbled street. Ob, a quaint, old-world 

is Galway; aud a good old-world 
people are they that live there.

It chanced late last summer that a 
wanderer, weary ol the noise aud stress 
of modem city life, strayed into the 
old town, and instantly felt the rest 
and quiet comfort of the atmosphere, 
and, going forth to stroll among the j 
streets, found a throng wending their j 
way on some great purpose bent, and
so, following, came to an old arched *3§r----------------
gateway, in a strange little nook, under 
which these people disappeared. The 
curious one, going iu, was received try. How fine was that old orator, 
with prompt and courteous hospitality who had his tale to tell, aud his say 
by the members cf the Gaelic League, to say (ooncernlug tbe legitimate free- 
and was made a free and delighted doaa of Ireland) and who would say it, 
spectator of tho proceedings. , Ignoring tho tinkle ol the judge s boll

Ii was tho "Fois Connacht," the great ] (intimating that bis time limit hud ox- 
annual gathering of the local country pired), and indued, upbraiding thos j 
people who were assembled to hear with upraised hand", and nodding head, 
the old tongue spoken, tho old songs ^ fie perforce Abandoned tho rostrum 
sung, and the old stories told, not, as ana descended to his place among his 
so iamiliarly known to them, around 
the cabin fires on the breezy hillsides, 
but in the groat “town," in a hall, 
where judges would listen to their 
efforts and award prizes and honors to 
those they like best.

So it was in the old, long, low-colled, 
white-washed ball they met, and they 
thronged irom far and near, young 
aud old, the ancient village favorite, 
white headed and frieze-clad, who was 
received with shouts of applause, the 
worthy matron, conscious ot her dig
nity, the young, earnest farmer lad, 
with deep, ever burning hope of Ire 
land's freedom in his deep and earnest 
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•‘Never mind, said Barbara.

Tnore is no time to loot iscome, help me. 
lose. God has sent you."

He blew his whistle, and at the 
shrill summons another constable in
stantly appeared, lie whispered a few 
words to his comrade, and then, turn
ing to Barbara sal.- ;

•‘Come !"
He led her from the main thorough 

fare down a side street that led to the 
river, for a cold draught of wind swept 
up the street, and exiled gratefully tl 
burning forehead of Barbara. Then 
another turn, and they passed into a 
police office. The inspector sat mutely 
at a desk, poring over a pile of papers. 
Oue gas-jet, shaded by an opal globe, 
flickered over hi« head. He looked at 
tbe constable and said nothing. Tbe 
latter told his story as circumstantially 
as he conld, and wound up In a whisper 
so that Barbara could not hear ;
“Begor, 'tis like hunting for a needle 

in a bundle of sthra v."
“Broderlce, you're a fool," said the 

inspector to his fellow-countryman, for 
he, too, was of that desperately law
less race, who are the guardians of the 
law In all the cities of the world. “Go 
into the kitchen and get the lady some 
tea. and be quick about it."

When Barbara came out from the day- 
, refreshed and strengthened, for 
she felt sure that God was doing

John R. Sayers,
reason. But he was Picton, Ont., Canada
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A MODEL HOME

WHAT CAN BE DONE BY LIBKltALITY 
AND GOOD TAST».I « -**

Wnile it is quite true that “ be it 
ever so humble, there is no place like 
home," there is a good deal cf satis
faction In looking at a home where 
there is no lack of resources, 
money is not scarce, a home can be 
made very beautiful, a joy to look 

It is no wouder, therefore,
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When

upon.
that the model home prepared by 
the T. Eaton Company, in the Man
ufacturers’ Building, was one ol the 
features of the recent Toronto Exhlbi 
don. From tbe kitchen cabinet to tbe 
cupids on tho coiling ol tho drawing
room, everything was elegant aud 
tasteful. The, drawing-room, pirtlcu 
larly, was most attractive. Mahog 
any and gold seemed the prevailing 
tints, while tho rug, the hangings, 
and the beautiful paneling ol tho

But

M 'HI
now
His part faithfully, although He had de 
manded such a fearful price from her, 
the inspector was standing, gloved and 
bitted, and a cab was at the door. He 
lifted Barbara in gently and followed.

11 Where are we going? " asked Bar
bara,

“ To the third of the three places 
your brother haunted," said the officer. 
"Did you tell that fool it was an opium- 
den.

eyes,
children, fresh and sweet material 
these, lor the work of keeping tbe old 
tongue alive. The old people knew it, 
they would pass, but it was these tiny 
ones whose little llspings were listened 
to with greatest attention by the 
judges, for within their curled palms 

the future of tho Irish bang "age.
They sang, these children with their 

clear, fresh voices, iu the soft accents 
ol the old tongue, the ancient songs of 
their race, and while they sang, one 
road in their bright eyes and fair, 
Greuze-like laces, the hopes of the land 
for the future. Oh, the sweet songs. 
" Kithleen nl-Houllhan, " solemn and 
mysterious, “Vaisfcin Fiona," with its 
wa.iiug refrain, and the slow, stately 
strains of the "Cooliu."

Even the wild, gypsy-Uko children of 
the famous Claddagh were there sturd
ily chanting and (?ot more to thoir 
taste), answering back, in the “ con 
vernation contest," with a free, brisk 
promptness, the questions put by the 
judges. It was a Claddagh lassie, with 
a great shawl drawn about her, like 
unto her elders, who seated hersull 
with much composure, and bogan a 
long story in Gaelic, which convulsed 
her hearers with merriment that found 
its origin in the twinkle of her shrewd

BELLSChurch
Chime
Peal& r (Ml Memorial Bril* u Hpvrlelty.

.4 [ Bc.bUser lleU FoundrytAt., I*ultimo4.

lies

it. walls harmonized exquisitely, 
tbe finishing touch to tho design 
provided by a rich G our I ay piano, of 
Sheraton deslga, which stood In the 

of this firm,
Messrs. Gourlay, Winter and Loom
ing, ,is always of the finest type, and 
it was no wonder that the Katun
Company went to them to procure 

piano in harmony with their model 
room. It is understood that at the 
Ottawa Exhibition the Eaton Com
pany will make a similar display on 

larger scale. For tho drawing room 
there, also, a Gourlay Art Piano has 
been secured.

“Yes, indeed, " said Barbara, won
dering that she had not thought of the 
pi ice before,

44 And Albemarle Buildings, Victoria 
Street, was your brother’s address?"
“Yes, yes," said Barbara, eagerly.
"Then he’s nob far from Albemarle 

Buildings," said the ufflser. He said 
no more. Barbara took out her beads, 
and prayed softly to herself.

They sped swiftly to the Victoria- 
Road Station, passed down some narrow 
streets, and stopped. The officer 
alighted, and went into a large build- 
ing, from which he presently emerged 
with another officer. They were con- 

Barbara watched

SUK94RD ARTICLESTne workcorner.
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grace.
sank sadly as she thought : Yea, clearly 
Ho demands the sacrifice, as He has 
clearly wrought His miracle ol love. 
Yea, Lord, be it so 1 Who am I to con- 

tho purpose of the Most

What Are We Doing.suiting together, 
them eagerly. Then thero was a hasty 
order to the driver, and the cab sped 
forward again. Then, after one or two 
harp turns, they stopped before a long, 

.'uw shed.
“Your brother is probably here," 

said the Inspector ; “ but how shall I
-now him ?"
“ I shall go with you, " said Bar

bara,
"No, no; this is no place for a lady," 

said the officer. “Let me know his 
appearance, and some distinguishing 
signs, and if he is there I shall certainly 
2nd him."

Bat fearing some violence from one 
'Cause or another to her beloved one, 
Barbara insisted. The officer offered 
his arm to the door, a small, low, 
shabby door, that seemed to open no 
where. He pushed It, and it yielded. 
They groped through the darkness to a 
heavy curtain, that screened the light, 
ar d pushed it aside. They were in the 
Hall of Kbits. Readers oi Beckford’s 
wonderful vision will remember the 
ghastly sight that met the eyes of 
Vathek and Nouronihar, when their 
curiosity was gratified, and they en-

The Catholic Columbian asks a pert 
Incut question, as follows : 
lies the responsibility of bringing the 
prooi» of
Cstholic religion to 
tention of the 65,000.0» of non-Oatli 
dies in America. Every parish em

“On us
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travone
High?" truth ol the 

the at-
thegr*y eye.

How indepoudont they were, those 
Connect people 1 No sign ol shyness 
or mauvais Itonic. They stepped up 
and recited, sang, danced, whatever It braces all the people in it. \\ hat are 
might be, with osrijestoesu and Indus-1 we doing to convert our neighbor !

Acd so tho Rev. Luka Delraego was 
grievously disappointed on arriving, 
with all hie heavy luggage of books, 
etc., at Easton Station, and quite 
punctually, to meet the 8.30 down mail, 
when ho found himself alone. He 
paced the platform Impatiently and 
looked eagerly at every one that 
alighted from cab or hansom. The last 
bell rang. He had to take his place 
alone. For, alas 1 one of his expected 
fellow travellers was sleeping peace- 
tally In Ilighgate Cemetery, and the 
other he was to meet after many years.
“There no use,"said Luke, “ In try

ing to teach onr countrymen anything. 
Even the best fail hopelessly to appre
ciate the necessity of punctuality.’

TO BE CONTINUED.
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some one 
begged to be of service.

The principal watched with Interest 
tbe developing of the rod-he*ded boy 
by the tactful, intelligent, red-headed 
teacher.

“ Miss McClain has the besb-bohaved 
grade In school. I’ve taught It twice," 
declared one senior to another whom 
she met In the hall on her way to fill 
Miss McClain's vacant seat.!
“I’m certainly glad to hear it, for 

I'm awfully nervous about teaching' 
boys and girls of from ton to thirteen ; 
they are simply at an abominable age 1 
I’m not surprised that she has those 
violent headaches come on suddenly."
“ Don't you worry. If you want any 

Information, Just ask that red-headed 
boy; he's a treasure."

The nervous senior found the report

LondonWituai Fire
Consumption is less deadly than it used to be. V

IHF.

c
INSURANCE CO. OF CANADA.

Certain relief and usually complete recovery 

will result from the following treatment :

Hope, rest, fresh air, and—Scott’s 
Emulsion.
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. 8(12,906 30

orpor-Ui'1 and license J by the 
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antic lo the Pixel lie. Con- 
ellable and

Asset h.......... ........ .......................
Liabilities (Including re Insurance 

Reserve *3U.'U0 28).................

8\ Surpl ii? ............................. ....
Security f r Policy holders...

Inc
Dor 
from the AU 
servatlve, r! progressive.

ALL DRUGGISTS; 50c. AND $1.00. Mi Uj

wwwwoww^ 1
HEAD OFFICE. 82 and 84 King Street. TORONTO 
Hon. John Drydkn D. Wbismillkh, 

Pissidoni Sec. * Mans*. Director
There is energy of moral suasion in 

a good man's life, passing the highest 
eftorts of an orator's genius.
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