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"y and fixed them on his cousin, in a sort | tory. That ought to be a good thing. | me a long, long while to know as much | for good conduct, but Yi‘:l“ ‘i’:"y :&E?:; %:;10 you an organ,” she sald decig.
HE BLhK[S k“n H.A“l[lh“s. of breathless astonishment. He fully | Have you read any of it, Eliza 2" as you do. Buys can never be 28 wise | there bk, no poison Y ettt Y. 4
. expected to sco Harry laugh, but| ‘' Not much, only just a chapter or |as their father or mother, you know, | about Papist ignoranee or superstition, | i« My dear child thoy can't,’ was the
I ! il;xr}l)' peither laughed nor swiled. 80."” for we learn in ounr catechism that our | or the plesumgu of gho l»:;-.,l'orull‘:n’;mx}.. goutle old priest’s answer,
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N Why, Harry, what's got into you,i )" \ it fren " de Sales, and though Kllen can’t read + Mgt ared Nettie, with
' ey hat you speak so? 1 never heard you \ Oh | about the burnipg of some gludn'ﬂnd divect us. i e 4 Rt V¢ vab, she gets Ned to |® positive little nod.
CHAPTER HIT that you speak & faa it cople in Spain long ago, on account of “ Well, but about the book?" eaid much of it herself yet, she & %1 seadly conld not ask for it."
\ speak so before, Bat youre jesting, ll‘ T A "“'. et V7 e ' g U o e Do | read it for her, and they're ail as much | . PRy COIG Dob &Sk Tor 10, eald
gv. PATRICK'S DAY—THE PREMIUM, wow : I'm sare you are!”’ religion. 1 didn’t much like it, it's so | Eliza somewhat impatientiy. - ey 2 i a5 o aborY Father Paul nervously
' sofl Pl gl . .| pitiful to read such things, but then it | you think Father Power wonld be very taken up with it as if it was a story “Then I will,” said Nettie gay
It was *‘St. Patrick's day, in the “ Nota bit of it; I'm downright in | Lo ite all quite tr‘ua.' Miss Davi- | angry if he knew I got it 2" book. Then, Ned got the life of Bt. “ anly we 'l eatl 4 ‘VI“ 1o gayly 3
jorning,’’ and the whole Irish popula- earnest "’ ‘_ m'm says 0. How wicked it was to 4 l\'ut 80 angry ‘.nl if he kuew you Patrick some time ago, lUl: a pum-.x"nt We will call it * ¢ lur:.d;«‘ ,Solie o
ion of the eity was in a state of joy- “ More shame for you, then,”re-j ., people because they wouldn't give | kept it,”’ said Mrs., Flanagan, with a | you remember, and he bhas it almost by Sk 16 happened s e
e, hilarious commotion ; wen and | sponded Ned, “and you may just walk | o fopoin peligion | Wasn't it dreadful, | smile; but if you or your father wanted | heart now, he kept at it s0. If your| ~ch hammering and tackir 4
boys were seen hurrying in crowds | by yourself for me, Master Yankee. | ty 2" to please Father Power you'd keep out | children were going to the same schools | o w0 et s the oM tows ! e $
wards the place of meeting, l':lL:h one | It's true enough what 1{.y father says. Just then her uncle came in, and all | of the way of gotting such bocks. | as mine you'd have nu‘nmd of getting SiC Rana’ sacals Wees b 1 .' W
iregsed ** in his best,’”’ and wearing on “ \‘\‘hat does Lo pf\y'f i : the children cried out, ** Oh ! father, Children, it's ',;('L'b'ul;; late | you ought in a passion, or returning bad bg-t;k'r: on meiiE, hl;w St 1 rl : ., A
is breast a badge of ‘‘ our own lmmor- “ You can ask him ynurn(:ll‘,' the first | father, see what a beautiful present | to be learning your lessons.”’ the '-"“"’,he“' ""l,w my \'w;rd I"”'.l'“ bee's skilful directions, I d a4
al green,” some gurmounted I)y“n (.ppurtunl(y,vv And 80 saying, the ‘ [iliza got from her toacher—the pretti- When Tim 'l"l;m:u;rm sauntered into “y wwl;_Lo God, N‘,'lu,,,' you d take Saik atited feom sl the i .l,
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the figure of a shamrock ; and handsome | join l\iy1 | ruUu'rrg who were close l)u‘hnm‘, ¢ From her teacker, eh 2’ said Tim | hands in his pockets, and his face as ‘ o 'zt‘ is not too late she added pines aill cedars, dutif ‘;!\ e :‘
badges many of them wero but poor | muttering to himself : ** If 1.d(".“ t tell drily. ** Will you let me look at it 2" | gomposed as it nothing were Wrong, he | anxicusly. gl .., | great wagon-loads at the faira .
substitutes, the wearers thought, for | Father Power every word of it. —«'There can't come anything good | found Miles very busy serving SOMO | hang B I do! s I'I( orders, despite _the six great | .
chab The procession was at last over; the | from that quarter,’” said he to himsell. | customers. A pod was as wuch as he | I‘:{::Ayirl the candle 'I 1L burn 1}.." inche | 000 with tallow dips that Ps
o (thosen 1osf banners and the music were all inclosed |  Ktiza handed him the book,and, lean- | could spare time for. ¢ Go in,” said | Tim is alw Ly s bolding up his (-.nlurcn‘ the ceiling, there was a grim
Of bard and chicf, ’ within the hall where some hundreds of | iz over his shoulder, pointed out the | he, * you'll find Mary inside.” as an example, and 1'm bound to shoW | 5y ehe festal room that see
O:d Erin's native shamrock the sons of Ireland dined together, in \ words written on a fly l=af at the begin- Mrs, Blake was just setting the | him th ‘will be jush a8 »":"“'J all Nettie's graceful ¢ fort y
I'he streets were vocal with the old ('l)x:||x1¢-xxlrbx'.}(it n of the day; Patrick’s | pjy g :—Presented to Miss Eliza Blake, | table for supper, and Harry was sitting L‘;wh"hc"' Lunl!;:':‘ "J‘(l,y '”\" 'brt'uf"'ll » “‘f ¢ Seiff ! still ! horribly masc 1
etraing transplanted from the hills and | day had disappeared from the streets, | us « reward for punctuality, correct de- | one side learning his lessons by the | ab Lyl‘( '*"“"!“““ “]“"" li’: < *l m“lt. L‘ﬂll‘::L stiff,” eriticised that :hl in .
dzles of Ireland, as the boys caught up | save here and there where some groups | y,optment, and diligent altention to her | light of one of those gias oil-lamps, 80 | l‘,“,'"-‘i b"’“"_‘ _l ““7 ,g””k] : . ward | her perch on the step-lad ’ o
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noment, and, as band after band came his boys had just got Lome, and we “‘1 “ 8o far, s0 good, Eliza,” said her | uncle, taking a seat near him, “you fully, ‘m‘d ED NERER o \"-‘ T M l‘,: That dear old tu d
ne * Patrick's day,”” ** Garry | se ated at their comfortable dinner, 1 anele ; *“now let us see what this book | seem 1o be fonder of study than you Little House under the I-‘.‘l‘l' his - r of the .
)y or “The Girl I Left jehind | later than us u;xl. by a ‘(mu;!- of ?“mw, | is. I hope it's all right, but I have my | used to be. What's this you're at | gov ‘‘on lh.c high h )f':,«, ' as ‘.T.I;\\.! i B 2 :
Me,”’ the scene became more and more i when Kdward said to hisfathe “What | doubts about it.”” e turned over the | now? ’ B said, ;u'ul went out in a |vvmlL”u.) It.m 1‘ to § 4] ;
r wted, The wild enthusiasm ol the | can be the reason, father, thab Harry | leaves in silence for some time, then  Bible and Gospel History, uncle.!” | guard in the store. Harry came in to
its height ; every l Blake talks so strar as he does some- | suddenly he stopped with an emphati- “ Humph! * Bible and Gospel His- | his supper, ;ulJ‘«l_ Tim found out all of . o :
¢ heart throbbed | times 2" ; oal * humph !’ and deliberately turned | tory ' very good [ suppose; [ don’t | sudden, that ** it was time to be moving ?'p :
th jo emotion, when suddenly | * Why, what has he been saying now, | gown the corner of a leaf, regardless of like anything about » Bible coming ‘ home.™ - dear 2" Mac Grey's v
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aded from the laughin eye, and | Prise, his ""h"_" only smiled, v ".'l” his | | dder and redder as he proceeded. make & y witty respons when the | again; ?‘h‘_)"“ Ep s to 'l"“" '( paven't | B lby.
derness, if not sorrow, was in every | mother told him to ** mind his own | pii 0 hecame *‘all of a trem r,” and | door opened, id in came his father b .l wiil, if you wish ,[l ’“‘w',‘;"‘ n’o \ “The place is v
urt ; a spell was cast on the vast ' business, and not bother himself about | ... her aunt's curiosity was fully | from the store. .. |muoh hopes, for a reason 1 4ave. | ha interposed | ‘
ltitude, and, save the soft, wailing | what didn’t concern him. If you could | = 0 ad. ¢ You're just in ‘time, Miles,"" said ¢ And _\N!A\l is it, }”“,"’ o to tel] | Bartcn ; ‘or at least
gsiz, no sound was to be heard. \ do poor Harry any good, ltl "" "fl(‘ be all | “ Why, Tim dear, what sort of a book | his wile, ** 1 was going to call you. "(_", P . ,m“A.l. ‘:““ . .v:r“‘f - d‘l \.‘. an ill-temperec d )
mory was busy with most of those right enough, but you ean’t, Ned dear, | ;o ;¢ Supper's ready, and Harry can stay | you, d Tim, ‘it would do you no{ & v 1ot any one touct
wresent ; their hearls were far away in | you can’t do him any good so long as ‘ «[t's the very thing I expected to | without till you're done."” | good to uear it. ) T“ ‘]"‘:“) a them “ Nor a vine,” corr
land of their fathers, the home of | matters stand as they are. Bless your- | g4 it, only a little worse. Just listen, “ Agreed,” said Miles;  sit over, | B¢ ""“"nm' “,”‘L‘l:”“ bl L‘\‘I""‘ ny 2 e quickly. ‘*The boy "
youth ; and the present, for the ! selves, childre n, and get to your dinner; | Ngjjy, and you, HKliza ; what do you | Tim, and have some supper. What's | passed througt le' “l »',lJl-"" R 1 st honeysuckle last
nent, gave place to the past. Many | ! ire you're all half starved. I of this 2" your best news 2"’ _|mngto himself as he walked home : | thi : TR ,
'as moistened with tears for the Tim * helped the children all round,”’ The paragraph which he read was “ Nothing worth spe if it | « Gonyince a fool againat his will { Said he 1 1) ;
¢aistors and sire,”’ for ever lost, and | as Nelly said, and then helped himself, | descriptive of the blessed effects of the | isn't the bea atiful batch of s that He's of (he same cpinion suill, Sl sk
wany a sigh was heaved for but somehow he had lost his ?‘l’l"'Ut\‘.l Reformation, the greatness and glory I saw Mary putting in the oven there To the various questions which « Nonsense,” laughed N : i
" {ho cottage hard by the wild-wood,” and though he tried to eat, to please | of those who figured in it, especially | a while p_;;n." . ereeted him on his return, Tim curtly [ he could have any orders a N
_ . L Nelly, who had taken great pains Lo | Luther, Calvin, and Queen Elizabeth ; s And it's pot bad news, either, at|> . “ the book’s to go back to | old ivy tangled over the " s,
tevolled perhape, by a m‘ur(.-ﬂm{« }A\llq' make a nice stew, still ne could not | the hideousness and detormity of Popery | the present time, for I'm as hungry as ison to-morrow; and your | I'll v \ger three pounds of my M
yrd, or a cruel tithe proctor. A JONE, |, as a system, its demoralizing influence | a hawk. Let us have m.rl'n(: of them, Yathiar \\AU;H, Kliza. That's all I can | t>a box of Huyler's that I will il
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At length the procession was formed,
nd moved forward in cood order to-
ards St. Patrick's (‘athedral, where
,h Mass was celebrated, and a ser-

dig i
mon preached by Dr. L.avins, on the
[ Patrick. After
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ife and virtues of St. | i.'s bad it isn't my fault ; I did my best | book as that 2
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usual cheerfulness seemed to have for-
saken him,

At length he pushed away his plate,
'd said across the table to Nelly, with
enongh to vex a saint, so it is
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|

expected : ** I know you did, N

vko a meal of it, do as we would. His 1

of little Susy were scarcely noticed. | 1y, to civilization ; the abominations of
the monastic communities, &e., &e. g
¢ [or goodness sake, stop 1" cried

disturbed and anxious look.
“ Well! It's really too

bad—it's |

1"

“ What do you mean, Tim dear - i

said his wife anxiously, at the same
ife and fork ; | g

me dropping her own
is it the stew you mean—I'm sure if

Tim laughed heartily, just as his wife

y 4T

| Mrs., Flanagan, “‘ we
alread
thrown in the fire.
to read it."”

on the homan mind ; its determined | Mary, as soon as you can.
ind oven the merry pranks | hostility to education, and, consequc nt-

¢ Poor Nelly, you lalk like an ignor-
nt, benighted Papist. Wouldn't it be | 1

a thousand pities to burn such a fine | 8

holding it up belore
hem, ** what do you say, Eliza i

¢ 1 don't know what to say, unele ;
'm so surprised at Miss Davison for |

. Why that book ought to be |t
No Catholic ought | never gay it twice.
i y WAV tafei our oo s A 3

in the way of eatisiying your hun',?(r. wish I could aasist you, but ¥
Miles, I want to ask you a questicn. | . ..o

book 2"’
“ The outside of it's well enough,

¢ Here they are, Miles, smoking hot.

then,” | |

‘ell, I don't care if I do,
Now that you're

)id you see the book that Eliza got at |

chool to-day ?"' h
“ Yeg, yes !’ said both husband

¢ js'nt it a beau..

tell.”

.t . m ‘¢ they’ A ¢ Dear me "’
Sit over Tim, and try if theyre a8|., fi0e Miss Davison after that? I|up, take you up
ood as they look.”

wish father would either take me from

after Kliza was gone; * Poor
it's the hard fa‘e that he's preparing

said Eliza, *“ how am I

I or else let me keep the

“ God direct you
u see 1

for your motk
Poor Mary!"” she

added,

Mary !

the

magculine v
off without a worl.

for the best! I1]tl

v will be on the|a
to pull a vine

ivy from him I want.
“Take you up, Miss N

: b . g " v .| the school, o "
¢ heard too much | said lu:.!..uy.v.xv._( his Ll!.ll‘l 10\-.ilds\thx bool What in the world shall I do, « Dear me, Zwhat have I
able: it's a friend would ask me, &0 aunty 2" asked Nettie, not a lit:le di {at

seeming defection of th ( yal

subject.

Pray to God and the Blessed s'Touched Jack in a '
| Virgin to keep you out oi harm's way. | that's all,”’ explained Dick 1 g
thisk it's time y were going home | ** You see, Ivy Towers is |

nd it's tou

** And why

i
1 ran was tl in hig glory . 3 4 x d ”~ b . 5 . < |
s ; "“’: R “1 - 1;‘ :,‘ ll 0t } i)‘ know you did. I have nothing to say i giving me such a book as that, and she responded Tim coolly, ** but I'm sorry i for you with his wild notions ; he's ndfather, continue I
th hi threo ons, Mlies 1ol w 4 » . 3 ¢ I 14 ) an't sav ¢ c 9 y inside. ¥ . b "
e .' tl ”1 'l :: to t cal f hi o the stew only what's good. It's of | knowing very well that 1'm a Cath liz. | I can't say as much I'»'xv the inside. |, 97 . the stall that would support | old Turk turne 4 Yiss ont .
o fo it da ) ) Are { 115 il I v kinge + v o it's ' . 5 Ah lac. son're i gt yok cor it all ¢ 3 g ST, 199 ) 1 .
irev holpmate, and ** turned out ™ in Miles Blake I'm thiuking ; you see it's | ['ll just show father that piape FOor ' Did you .l:’”“ over it all ? e ‘ your ge and his ! has cut him ¢ff wi | 3
"x‘ ‘I‘ p W . doprinisrss I just coming to pass as [ often told you | after read’'ng as soon as ever I go home, No, neither of them had had time; v Ay! that he is, Nel and when | something abe N
Y b, .U‘l. e | |‘ “ b ;, | it wo 1d. ] .Nl,\\'. that .'14‘.\" Har |‘_\v | | the book back to Miss whu:lsnrt of a l;r_».:l«: was it ? .| the time comes for him to reap what ‘It was all about r L
ta s UL ¥ of 4 iy e | THOBR s IORIS B MRS of the iinest boys | ysw. 1I'msure father will | ¢ Just wait till after supper, and |, . coming now, nobody can be sorry | pos d Madeline ean
L all the ienery ¢ s g “ n the city of New York if he were ouly | I'll read you some passages. I'll take | f«:- i b W 50 he must ¢, as | parcnts died your . ap ab
ad before him a certain vision O 2 - ining R \ - : vavy God !" | another cuy that Ig if y B Iy g el Tk m o 0 it '
h P R i devemi of b put l}lx.:(« X l.r" |}|: r tr l.:llL,‘.' _l A e may 1 pray G d! (.x‘.‘ ther cug of that tea, Mary, if you | my poor old mother ased to say, God | Ivy Towers—his grand! : f
i plat 52 I I promising a child as ever I laid my eyes | n, with pious fervor ; | please. | be good and me t er soul.” 1 3. And t A
! es, There was his "‘" il | upon. and [ thought he'd be a credit to | ¢ this will open his “ 3 u'll be for finding | "".°5 nen 1" respond Nelly tl i wor alent {
: the pride 1 g . | us all, but you see how It IS now | fault with that book now saia Miles, | pious ferv T x‘.'“- the night pray- | ser N A y
had d t4 mot study n | 9 1 . y | " 4 : \Wrvor, ao hen the night pra | 8 L
e S W tog | he'll be a disgrace to us, Nelly, il God | ., it will be the lucky | pettishly, *‘because Kliza got it I tead aloud by Tim, the | became a Catholic t
- '\ R e N i | hasn't said it 1" | book,” said Tim: * that’s what neither | her : \ 6 ¢ to | or Led: ; “ Wh 53" 9a
V¢ ¢ ‘\ { ] \ 1| “ [at, tut, Tim, what d y n oI could d hese fiv \I one W l‘g‘ again ¢t it, | parting to 8t Pa i Pl et g 1
7 9 tor Are v haven . at year | M Let it tell 1ts ows c 1 Over ytecet ¢ them 1 mai cont i
! | " " thing to sav ve bad of him yet, . P , you God His | : t ensuil € fb 1
¢ 5 it 1 YW d for ) 1 | ed at r hush WL “' i 1 |
1§ (& N N . ' 1 1 had " : X
| \ a X L © " JOW h . . o S s 1 v vl house A Le )
AV '\ th “nvl v more abon by ) and L Miles Let | st ¢ h ““ thot t Bla ot Wit 11
\ sl e you cou ) 16 till yvou 1 ba wnd 1y I t pu 3 cat {ai
iy A \' & ASOL nd, after all 1 , for | be un- | d | f e \ ab \ ¢
{ la v \ \ e to God f o ; | - 1 s whan bl i L ¢ ) ; :
4 o you If we wald get y W i1 sa | ha sk ,_['» com Hurry | obli | ho was prou %l by
e ¢ bo hes W If, Tim, till I let ry to his N 1 ) -
i i 1 I'hen | . S i S was doing so 11, but she i Cli ’
v of-- t—th tay here w Eliza an ipper. Where have you that book olic. and could not d or keep h| 1
f o e . | t B | children till 1| * Here it is, Miles; read for your- | “pc i ool :
1 e | I A © 10 18, INell§ nd I'll bring you lots of | seii. And he pointed out to him & 1" gaid Miss Davison, it ‘ £ stton mills 1
ldnt v I 0 t1 oy t teac \ | ST ¢ om the Reformatic " $ 3 : ' crdblmin Mol (B : f oy
Siiealt had e aq | the P'rotestant te .gvv,\_ hie e | paragraph *‘ on the I.(' Hl 1 ’ ' great surprise, what do you find | Cerberus of a Caspar 0y
" ’ | the l: ‘,‘l save him ! e, eve u to g ‘._g“\ him | Miles began to read aloud, aud ong in the book, Mr. Blake 2"’ Towers, and its cranky d n or i8
\ { | 48t Father Lowar &) Miles 2 aid her aunt, in a low voice. | some time made no other comment thi cthing wrong, Miss, every- l at Carisbad trying to hang cn to lieas
11 . f er al y it P gie ' : " SRR P ¢ hat " yuning gy AL = Jilig B o
o Pty RS Se0 Jire & 80 SE ; Oh no, aunty ! I'd a cat deal | a oceasional ‘¢ humph thing wrong; so ['ll thank you to give long as he can That is why Jack
' t e i i \ p > 1 i 'y | T : AR . g g & he 3 e | long ! . v "
d he t ! they | relieved his 1 ind by talkir e | rather stay here. I don't care t | George! By and bye it beg i \ no more books, let her be ever 8o | 3¢ oked so blue when you asked him or
1 are d y Ui i N y g " . b ¢ e a : = B haters B » booKs, leb ¢ | 5 wh 3 .
nd, and are - il | lim recovered his wnatu al | home when father’s in passio Well! tha not so bad, either!| qii0 e and attentive,” the ivy this morning! 2 why
{ thing, but I guess I'd rathor | £ and soon forgot his recent dis- \ does make such a time of it.” Ihe Reformation, indeed! a pretty This was a great blow to the amiable | you are going to 1 caramelsy
N or even | H a g y I tl ) " — anvihi e PR vas 197 N $ e bt it 3] e g H S '
pathematics ju \ roeven | guictude in a gam ol romps with the Why, sure he never says anything Reformation it was! Tim and his |, 4 pious \lics Davison: but she had | for that curmudgeon at the Powers
1 i 1 ! 2 i " > s tetor exchance e ai al® y e Y ’ : . 2 C
nering Sam Herr ,’- l.l en | ¢ |v4].\‘ll n. ¢ = 1 to you, Kliza ? 1 know he gives 1t to | sister exchanged looks, but said not a only to bear it with Christian resigna- | is the surliest old savago this side
vondered how his cousins, the young | Towards the evening, Fliza lxl‘\!\'“" your mother now and then, 1 some- | word. They could see by Miles face tion as a (resh proof of Romish bigotry of the Rock You had better call
wnaeans, could take such an interest | game in, her usually pale face flushed | times Harry cowmes in for his share ; | that the steam was getting up, and they | Poor creatures !’ sighed the charit- [ your wager off while you can, Miss
et " ’ ’ v Bat they | v ) L3 R : {2 . -y o - atures !’ s e 3 173 :
n what was going Ofi. Hus the | and smiling, and a certain nervous | put I thought he never said anything waited the result in silence. able young lady, *‘they have eyes and Nettie.”
1 e § 3 L o y 3 3 2 3 § - . .
a'n't got to lose their placos, W trepidation hor mannar, which was | eross to yon.” “ Yes,” said Miles, * that wus v i 4 “Not I,)' apswered Nottie,'' im-
o . il - o =

/' thought he, ** if they had, I've a
sotion that they couldn’t enjoy the fun
4 much as they do. There’s no school
o their school to-day. I wish there
was none in ours, or else that father
W let me goy, 1 do!” And poor
arry hod deeply. It never oc¢
warred to him that he was at the wrong
sehool, and that all his difliculties
wrose from the fact that he was under
Protestant or rather non Catholie influ-

GNnoe. ! ]
Kdward Flanagan noticed his
cousin's  dejeetion, and strove to

oheer him after his own fashion : *‘Isn't
& lucky,’’ said he, ** that the day is so
dne? 'I'ho streets are a little muddy,
‘o be sare, but we don’t mind that.
Doesn't it do your heart good, Harry,
 soo such a turn out of Irishmen. I'm
saeh I feel as if I could jump out of my
skin for joy.”'
“ Bat we ain't all Irishmen, as you
aay, or irish boys oithor."’
«’And what are we, then ?" demanded
{tdward, in surprise.
“ \Why, Americans to be sure
we not burn here 2"’
“well, 1 suppose so," returned Ned,
woolly, ““but what of that 2 aren't we
he sons of Ivishmen, ay! and the sons
¢ St. Patrick, too, as Mr, Lanigan told
s vesterday afternoon? I'm sure St.
efrvick is worthy of all the honor we
an pay him; don't you know what he
1id for Ircland 2"

were

vory unusual with her. She had in her
hand a small parcel, neatly done up in
blue paper, and {rom the way in which
she looked at it, and held it up before
the children, it was evident thatit con-
tained the cause of her joy. Running
up to her aunt, who was sewing at a
small table near the stove she threw
her arms about her neck and kisted
her : then took up Susan on her knee
and began to untie the precious parcel
while all the other children gathered
eagerly round to see what was coming.

* Why, what have you got there,
Kliza,” said her aunt, ** that you seem
so delighted 2"

“ Oh ! something very nice, aunty
only look !’ and she drew from its
paper covering a handsomely bound
volume, gilt~edged and otherwise
highly ornamented, which she held up
before her aunt, whispering at the sameo
time to the child on her knee:
“ Phere's some_beautiful pictures in it,
Susy, that I want to show you."”

“That's a very pretty book, Eliza,
my dear ! how did you come by it

¢« Oh! that's the best of all, aunty !
I received it this afternoon from my
teacher, Miss Davison, as a reward for

* Well, no more he don't,

aunty ;
but then I never like to hear any one

scolding. It makes me feel dreadfal
bad. 1 hope he'll not go down to the
school to-morrow and make a fuss, I'm
sure Miss Davison meant no harm when
she gave me the book ; she dosen't
know that Catholic are so particular
about books. She gave Jessy Me-
Pherson one just the same.'

“Yes, but Jessy McPherson is a
Protestant 2"’

“Oh! of course she is, aunty!”’

¢ Well ! that makes all the difference
you see. What answers one, doesn't
answer the other.”

“ Why can't we all be of the same
religion, aunty?" said Eliza; if we
were, we have no need to quarrel about
books.,"

¢ It would take a wiser head than
mine to tell you that, Lizzy., All I
know is, that we're 1ot all of the same
religion, and as we have the true re-
ligion, we must try and keep it, with
God's help.”

“ \Well, but if we have it, aunty, we
can't lose it very easy, I guess. It
aint reading a book that would make
us Protestants, is it 2"’

good conduct. I knew you would be
pleased to find that I am doing so well
at school, so I just bronght over the
book to show it to you and my uncle !
You know I don't much like the school
—or rather, I used not to like it, but

¢ yes, | guess I have heard enough
Jout what he did for Ireland, but that
a't do for me; it ain't very likely
he'll help me to get my place
There, you see, I was head in
sthematics, gsecond in rhetorie, and
ird in natural philosophy ; now 1'11
be foot in every one of them, I wish
hoy wouldn't keep l‘nh-i«-l\'s. day here;
hoy might leave it behind in Ireland,
i’'m sure.”’ d
Ned Flanagan could hardly believe
Gig ears ; ho opened his large blue eyer,

really 1 find this so very kind of Miss
Davison, that I begin, already, to think
botter of her school, Just look what a
protty book."

The exterior of the volume was duly
admired, and then Mrs, Flanagan pro
coeded to investigate the contents,
saying ** 1 wonder if it's as pretty
within as without 2"

“ Oh dear, yes, aunty !—it has ever
so many beautiful pictures.”

* Yes, so I perceive. Let me see
what's the name The Beguties of His-

“ Yes, it would,” said Edward,
stoutly, before his mother hud time to
answer ; *‘it was eating the forbidden
fruit that made the first sinner, Father
Power says; and you know we're for-
bidden to read bad books, Lizzy ; so if
we read them we'd be Protestants, be-
cause Mr. Lanigan says that a Protest-
ant is one who rebels against the law-
ful authority of the Church, Isn't that
true, mother 2"’

“ 1 believe it is, Ned,” said his
mother with her brightest smile;
¢ you're getting on so fast these times
that you'll soon be able to teach us
all.”

“QOh no, mother dear,” replied the
boy, with a look of unutterable affec-

and old Harry the
old Harry t

surely a greab By
Eighth was a great fellow—
* When he the papal power rejected,
Ani from the Caurch the realm dissected,
And in the great St. Peter’s stead,
Prociaim’d himself the Church’s head.’
(* Ward's Cantos,” Caat, L, p. 20.)
—They haven't a word here about the
causes of the Reformation! oh no!”
* Why, yes they have,” said Tim,
with sly hamor ; *‘ don’t they tell about
the corruption of the Church, and the
wicked lives of the clergy, and the
¢ worse than pagan superstition’ of the
people ?—bless the mark!’’
‘““Ay, I see there's plenty of that
kind of stuff in it. The sham causes
are all given, but not a word about the
real ones. Not a word about old
Harry's beastly doings, or about
Cranmer, the reprobate, smuggling his
old jade over from Germany ina chest !
Ah, the villains ! it's true enough what
Ward says in his Cantos:
“With (very vice they stock'd the nation

To fit it for a Reformation,” (0 bid p. 154)

Tim waited patiently till Miles had
vented some of his indignation, then
he quietly asked : ** What do yon think
of such a book as that for a present to
your daughter—eh, Miles 2"’

*I think bad enough of it,"” said
Miles snappishly, *“ and if I live till
to morrow, I'll tell Miss Davison so
with my own lips ; I will, by George!"’

“Yes,” said Tim, *you'll do great
things, I know myself. What good will
it do for you to bring back the book,
when you expose your children, day
after day, to the danger of Protestant
teaching ? Don't you remember the
old saying there's more ways of killing a
dog than by choking lhim with butter ?
This villain of a book is only one in-
stance of the way in which they go on
with Catholic children in them common
schools, Now my little Kllen's just
beginning to read, and Sister Mary

tion, **it would take a little fellow like

will not see; ears and will nov hear;
we wouid eniighten them, but they will
not be enlightened ! how sad a thing
it is to *sit’ thus ‘ in darkness and
shadow of death,’ in the full glare of
gospel truth!  And she gave an extra
twist to her glossy dark ringlets, in
preparation for a class meeting, where
at she proposed to make capital of
¢ this melancholy affair.” "’

TO BE CONTINUED.

NETTIE'S WAGER.

Mary T Waggaman, in the Catholic Home
Annual

There was a pleasant flutter in the
little village of Selbyville; in faca
there had been more or less of t
pleasant flutter since pretty Nettie
Dayton had come down for a three
months’ visit to the maiden aunts who
lived in the Dayton farmhouse below
the hill.

For Nettie was one of those bright,
breezy creatures to whom rustic stagna-
tion was quite possible. With a
widowed mother, a paltry income, a
five-room flat for a home, she had
managed to extract more out of her
blithe twenty years of life than many a
girl whose pin-money would more than
balance the Daytons’ livelihood.

- Thesix weeksof her visit had already
quite revolutionized Selbyville. The
patterns Nettie had brought down!
the Paris hats she manufactured! the
stylish wraps she evolved from old
capes and pelerines! all these were
revelations to the conservative village
belles, while the tinkle of her manner
and the music of her voice delighted
old and young alike.

And now, after leading the church
choir as it had never been led betore,
Nettie had risen in arms against the
old melodeon, whose screech almost
defied her rich contralto.

mediately seized with a devouring ine
terest to see **Jack’s’’ old howe
“I'1l stand to it and win, as you will
see.”’ .
And so it happened that our darling
little heroine started out this bright
afternoon to storm the fort, hitherto
held by the redoubtable Caspar
against all fair invaders. To her sur-
prise she found the great iron gates
standing encouragingly open, and .the
mark of carriage-wheels on the Crisps
snow covered road. Butb neither
Cerberus nor his companion dogs were
in sight.

The wintry sunshine seemed to rost
upon the silence and desolation, like
the pale, strange smile that linger
upon the lips of the dead, Nettie
walked up the broad avenue, h'el'
bright eyes taking in all the beauties
around her; the wide slope of the
spacious lawns, the great elms, whose
leafless branches stood etched a'gmust
the sunlit sky, the broken fountain, the
moss-grown terrace, the tangle of rose:
trees and woodbine around the pillared
porch. Ah! no wonder Jack ha
choked up and turned away when she
had asked him to come here- back to
this beautiful old home in which he had
no longer right or place. How fair and
dear it must have been to his artist's
eye, his poet soul!

In her tender sympathy for Jack .
had almost forgotten the ivy, when xh:
was startled by a hacking cough, an
there at the turn of the road that cir-
cled the broad park-like grounds st«_“‘d
their grizzled guardian, Cerberus hiim-
self. lle was growling audibly ab &
felled treo that had been flung cares
lessly across the path,and fora mowent
did not see the pretty intruder.

* Good evening,”’ said Nettie i her
pleasantest tone. :

¢ Hey!" said the old man, turning
sharply upcn the speaker. He made an

she
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