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THE CATHO RECORDsplendent beauty, at Ii'ih feet, with a «al- 
ver of medical cordials in lier hand. 
Near them stood a young man. On the 
entrance of Halbert, the earl raised him 
self on his arm, and welcomed him. The 
young lady rose, and the young man 
stepped eagerly forward. The earl in
quired anxiously after Wallace, and 
asked if he might expect him soon at 
Rothwcll.

"He cannot yet come, my lord," r<^- 
plied Halbert ; “ hard is the task he has 
laid upon his valiant head ; but ho is 
avenged ; he has slain the governor of 
Lanark."

" Slain !—how?" demanded the earl. 
Halbert gave a particular account of 

the anguish of Wallace when he was told 
,,f the sanguinary events which had 
taken place at Kllerslie ; of the events 
that succeeded ; and of the death of 
ileselrigge -stating that, when the gov
ernor fell, Wallace made a vow never to 
mingle with the world again till Scot
land should be free.

“ Alas !" cried the earl, “ what mir
acle is to effect that ? Surely he will 
not bury those noble qualities within 
the gloom of a cloister ?"

“ No, my lord, he has retired to the 
fastnesses of Cartlane Crags."

“ Why ?* resumed Mar, “ why did he 
not rather fl; to me ? This castle is 
>trong ; and, while one stone of it re
mains upon another, not all the hosts of 
Kr gland should take him hence."

“ It was not your friendship that he 
doubted," returned the old man ; “ love 
f *r his country compels him to reject all 
comfort in which she does not share. 
His last words to me were these—'I have 
nothing now to do but to assert the liber- 
ties of Scotland, and to rid her of her
• nemios. Go to Lord Mar ; take this 
i-.ck of my hair stained with the blood 
«•t my wife. It is all, most likely, lie will
• ver again see of William Wallace. 
Should I fall, tell him to look on that, 
tnd in my wrongs read the future miser- 

i<*£ of Scotland, and remember that God 
armeth the patriot.’ "

Tears dropped fast from the young 
ad’s eyes. "O my uncle!" cried the 

• nth : “surely the freedom of Scotland 
- possible. 1 feel in my soul that the 

words of the bravo Wallace are prophe-

The earl held the lock of hair in his 
lands : he regarded it, lost in medita

tion. “ God armeth the patriot !" lie 
paused again ; then, raising the sacred 
present to his lips, “ Yes," cried he, 
“ thy vow shall be performed ; and while 
)unald Mar has an arm to wield a sword,

1r a man to follow him to the Held, thou 
-halt command both him and them !"

“ I$ut not as you are, my lord !" cried 
the elder lady ; “ your wounds are yet 
unhealed : your fever is still raging. 
Would it not be madness to expose your 
safety at such a crisis ?"

' I shall not take arms myself," an- 
-wored he, “till I can bear them to
• fleet ; meanwhile, all of my clan and of 
my friends that I can raise to guard the 
life of my deliverer, and to promote the 

■ ause, must be summoned. This lock 
-hall be my pennon, and what Scotsman 
will look on that and start from his col

ors? Here, Helen,my child,"cried he,
addressing the young lady, “before to
morrow's dawn, have this hair wrought 
into my banner. It will be a patriot's 
-t.andard, and let his own irresistible 
w rds be the motto ' God armeth me."

Helen took the lock, and, trembling 
with a strange emotion, was leaving the 

•<>om, when she heard her cousin throw 
himself on his knees. “I beseech you, 
my honoured uncle," cried he, “If you 
have an}* love for me, or value for my 
nit ure fame, that you will allow me to be 
the bearer of your banner in the army 
d Sir William Wallace."

Helen stopped to hear the reply,
<4 You cannot, my dear nephew," returned 
the earl, “have asked me any favour
- hat i would grant with so much joy. 
To-morrow, I will collect the peasantry

i Bothwell, and with those of my own 
followers you .shall join Wallace the 
-ame night. Helen, who, ignorant of 
the horrors of war, and only alive to the 
glory of the present cause, sympathized 

• 'a- ardour of her cousin, with a thrill 
>f delight hurried tôlier own apartment 

f-i commence her task.
Far différent were the sentiments of 

he countess. As soon as Lord Mar had 
1-• this declaration escape his lips,

• harmed at the effect so much agitation 
■night have on his enfeebled constitution 
arid fearful of the perilous cause he ven

ded thus openly to espouse, she (V sired 
her nephew to take1 Halbert, and see 
hat he was attended with due hospital

ity. When the room was left to the earl 
■ind herself, she remonstrated with him 
ipon the facility with which he had he

me a party in so treasonable a matter. 
"Consider, my lord," continued she, 
“that Scotland is now entirely in the 
power of the Englishmonarch. His gar- 
isons occupy our towns, and his crea- 
ures hold every place of trust in tin1 

kingdom."
“ And is such a list of oppressions,my

- ivar lady, to be an argument for longer 
•earing them? Had 1 and other Scot-

. Mi nobles dared to resist this over
whelming power after (lie battle of Dun
bar; had we, instead of kissing the 
sword that robbed us of our liberties, 
'< pt our own unsheathed within the bul
warks of our mountains, Scotland would 
tow be free. I should not have been 

assaulted by our English tyrants in the 
streets of Lanark; and to save my life, 
William Wallace would not bo now 
mourning his murdered wife, and with
out. a home to shelter him!"

Lady Mar paused, but resumed, “That 
may be true. But Scotland is lost for 
•ever ; and by your attempting to assist 
your friend in this rash essay to recover 
it, you will only lose yourself also, with
out preserving him. What would you 
have? Now that the contention be- 
vveeu the two kings is past; now that 

Raliol has surrendered his crown to Ed
ward, is not Scotland at peace? ’

“ A bloody peace, Joanna," answered 
the earl; “witness these wounds. An 
usurper’s peace is more destructive 
than his open hostilities; plunder and 
assassination are its concomitants. I 
-,.ave now seen and felt enough of Ed
ward’s jurisdiction. It is time I should 
awake, and, like Wallace, determine to 
:lie for Scotland, or to avenge her."

Lady Mar wept. “ Cruel Donald ! is 
t his the reward of all my love and duty ? 
You tear yourself from me; you consign 
your estates to sequestration; you rob 
ycur children of their name ; nay, you

1 hij.ntieK°"r>r,;th” Bothwoll’8 ton to

m u‘'i| ll'“ ..t ‘at '3 ‘"j"1'1 this mad- man Wallace !"
'Hold, Joanna!" cried the etrl; -'sneak 
d. word again, and you forfeit my love!thatU'i , . .7 . ,........yuuioruut my love!What il it I lu-ary 1 ou call Ihe hero who,

him*,Vf"? yr llu“ba"d'“ life, reduced 
himself to these cruel extremities, a 
madman Was ho mad becauso he pro- 
vented the Countess of Mar from being 
Oft a widow? Was he mad because he 

ies»?”"ted 161 e*“ltlpel1 from being fathcr-

TO BE CONTINUED.

LARRY O'NEILL.

Half an hour past noon on a bright 
May day, Larry O'Neill, for lack of any- 
thing better to do,dropped into Christie's 
salesrooms. Some necessary legal busi
ness had obliged him to leave his retire
ment in Donegal, and when he found the 
family solicitors were not to be hurried 
into any unlawyer-like speed, lie found 
tmif heavy on his hands. Once hi; would 
haw had no difficulty in spending a low 
days pleasantly enough in London, but 
that was prior to the time of the occur
rence that had transformed the light
hearted Larry O'Neill into a gloomy and 
morose recluse.

The famous salesrooms were pretty 
well filled, and Larry found an unoccu
pied chair and looked indifferently 
around him. As he did so, the occupier 
of the next seat turned towards him, 
eyed Larry doubtfully fora few minutes, 
and then held out his hand.

“ Captain O'Neill, isn't it ?" the man 
said eagerly.

Larry's face darkened.
“No—I am in the service no longer, 

Mr. Hilton," lie said quietly.
Well, you're Larry O'Neil, anyhow," 

Mr. Hilton said, “ though I doubted the 
fact for a minute. I never knew you had 
a taste for bric-a-brac."

“ Oh, I haven't !" Larry smiled 
slightly. “ I merely strolled in here 
because I had nothing else to do. Are 
you purchasing?"

1 I have just thought a Kan-he-vase/ 
Mr. Milton replied. “ It's very unique." 
'1 hen he sighed. “ One lias to cultivate 
an interest in something or another."

I suppose/’ Larry assented indiffer
ently and rose to his feet. Mr. Hilton 
did likewise.

1 There is nothing else I want," he 
explained. “ Come to my Hat for lunch
eon, will you, Larry?"

Larry began an excuse. Mr. Hilton 
interrupted him.

1 You'll do me a kindness, really old 
fellow," he urged. “ I'm very lonely at 
times," and then Larry remembered that 
Mr. Hilton's wife, to whom lie had been 
tenderly attached, had died at San Remo 
seven or eight years before.

1 Thanks, then 1 will," Larry assented, 
“ but I should warn you that I'm not the 
best of company."

“ Neither am 1," Hilton responded.
Soon afterwards the two men were 

seated at a simple, well-cooked luncheon 
in a quiet street not far from Piccadilly.

1 couldn't bear the country," the 
older man confessed, “ nor the house 
where Jane and I had lived so long alone 
together. My nephew, who will succeed 
me, occupies the house in the summer.
I brought a couple of old servants with 
me to London."

Larry was sympathetically silent.
“ But you, Larry, why have you turned 

hermit, Jane liked you -for her sake, 
excuse what might seem an impertinent 
question," Mr. Hilton went on after a 
moment.

Larry looked across the table.
“ Do you not know ?"
“ Know !" Mr. Hilton shook his head.
“But, there—perhaps my question 

roused painful memories. Don't—
Larry laughed a hard bitter laugh.
“ Painful memories are seldom long 

away from me," he said. “ You know I 
went to India."

1 Well, 1 was in command of a troop 
during a period of unrest among the 
natives. A certain tribe was disaffected 
and we feared a rising. It took place, 
and though we had been in a measure 
expecting it, we were surprised at the 
moment 1 was in command, and I blund
ered hopelessly."

1 How was that ?"
1 1 don't know in the least, I felt 

drunk, stupid, dazed, and my man had to 
help me into the saddle. What orders I 
gave I have no idea, but we were beaten 
back ignomiuiously, disgracefully, and 
all through me. Only for Tyson, the 
next in authority, matters would have 
been worse. As it was, India and Eng
land rang with the miserable story. 
There were some who said, because 1 
was a Catholic and an Irishman, that I 
was a traitor."

4 But could you not account in any 
way ?"

•4 In no way. I have no recollection of 
anything really till our defeat was ac-

implished. I was a ruined and dis
graced man. For myself, though I loved 
service, it would not have mattered, but 
my father The old man believes we are 
descended from Conn of the Hundred 
Fights. You can guess the blow it was 
to him to hear his only son described as 
ii coward or a traitor."

“ Larry, you are neither."
“ I was one or other to all men. My 

father never openly reproached me or 
questioned me. All, Hilton, I think I 
could have borne it better if he had. 1 
retired to Carrickdun, and I have tried, 
God knows, to make the best of t hings. 
Some times I see a look on t he old man's 
face that seems to me to ask for an ex
planation, and I can give none. I won
der you did not hoar of the thing at the 
time it occurred."

“ When was it ?"
Larry mentioned a date.
“ Ah ! My wife was dying then, 

abroad," Mr. Hilton said. “ I was only 
interested in that fact. And then 
things are speedily forgotten. Some 
new sensation turns up."

Larry nodded, a deeper shadow over
spreading his face.

“ I seldom leave home." lie said, after 
a moment, “ but I had to come here. A 
piece of land was sold to the railway 
company. I dreaded meeting any of the 
set I once knew. I need not have feared 
—not things alone, but people, are for
gotten. You are the first to recognize
me." ,

Mr. Hilton played nervously with his 
fork. Ho had liked Larry O'Neill well

in the days long past, and ventured on 
a question hesitatingly.

“ And you—You are engaged Larry. 
Did the marriage come off ?"

“ No how could it? I released Miss 
1 revor. She accepted her release."

Miss Trevor—Constance Trevor," 
Mr. Hilton thought a moment. “ She is 
unmarried yet. I saw her at some art 
show not long since—as beautiful as ever. 
Did she act under compulsion? Her 
father was ra^u‘r determined."

“ There was no compulsion. Con
stance simply thought as the world 
thought—I was either a traitor or a 
coward."

“ Strange !"
“ To none more so than me," Larry 

said. “ How could any one account for 
what was unaccountable ? There was 
only one person who believed in my 
honesty and courage."

“ Who was that ?"
“ Mollie Blake. Miss Trevor's mother 

was Irish, you know. That's how my 
acquaintance with the family began. 
Mrs. Trevor was Mollies aunt. Poor 
Molli#1 ! She was an orphan, tin rovided 
for, and exceedingly simple, young, un
formed, and quite ignorant of the world, 
too. Yet her vigorous and foolish 
championship gave me comfort. 1 won
der what became of the child ?"

Mr. Hilton shook his heyd.
“ Like you, I have not mixed much 

with my kind."
There was a long silence. Mr. Hilton 

was not an adept at the aiv of making 
conversation. lie tried to think of 
something to talk about while Larry 
sat grave and abstracted, his thoughts 
far back in the past. The host was re
lieved by a summons from his man-ser
vant, and left the room. When he re
turned he c .rrb-d a vase in his hand. 
Larry had not moved.

“ This is my recent purchase," Mr. 
Hilton began. “I belonged to Sir 
Stephen Mereham, once Foreign Secre
tary. He died a year ago."

“ Yes," Larry responded. “ I know. 
A sister of his was married to an officer 
in my—the regiment. Mrs. Tyson was 
a pretty, hysterical little woman, but 
very kind. She was much affected by 
that unfortunate affair. More than she 
had the least right to be, seeing we 
were the merest acquaintances.

Mr. Hilton had no desire to go back 
to the unsatisfactory subject. He began 
divesting the vase of its inner wrap
pings.

“Just look at this, Larry," he said, 
“even if you aren't an art critic, the 
vase will appeal—"

There wa s a loud crash. The precious 
vase had slipped from its owner's hands 
and fallen on the side of the brass 
fender.

‘ Oh !" Larry ejaculated. Mr. Hilton 
was gazing at the fragments in con
sternation.

‘What a pity!" Larry said. “And 
the thing is shattered, I fear. No patch
ing of it up ?'

“ No, no." Mr. Hilton stooped over 
the pieces and lifted a couple of sheets 
of paper. Half mechanically he began 
reading them.

“ God bless me, God bless me !" he 
cried. “ How on earth—what on earth!" 
He dropped into a chair, and went on 
reading, while Larry retreated to the 
windows and looked out. When he 
turned from his momentary contempla
tion of the opposite houses, Mr. Hilton 
was still reading, with distended eyes, 
the thin, crumpled sheets of paper,

“Larry, Larry ! Do you know what 
this is ? It is most marvelous, most 
wonderful. How fortunate I am to find 
it! God bless me!" Mr. Hilton ejacu
lated excitedly.

“ What s the matter, Hilton?" Larry 
inquired.

“ And you here ! Why it is simply 
astonishing, dramatic !" Mr. Hilton 
tried to compose himself, and held forth 
the sheets : “ This is a letter from Mrs. 
Tyson to her brother, Sir Stephen. He 
must have stuck it in the vase."

“ Indeed !" Larry observed.
“And forgotten about it. He was 

absent-minded, it is said, or perhaps he 
compromised with his action. One 
doesn't know, can never know," Mr 
Hilton said. “ Read the letter, Larry."

“Why should I read what was not in
tended for my eyes ?"

“ Nor for mine," Mr. Hilton laughed : 
then added solemnly : “ Why, Larrv, it 
is:your justification. It was Mrs. Tyson 
ha you—drugged."

“ Drugged !"
“ Yes. She was nervous about her 

husband going into action, into danger 
—a poor, foolish, goose of a woman she 
was, I sli mid judge. She obtained some 
powerful native drug from an Indian 
servant, which she determined to ad- 
minis er to her husband when the hour 
of danger arrived. The dose was war
ranted to-produce a form of illness that 
would render the person taking it quite 
unconscious. The illness was to resemble
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an attack of heart trouble that would 
even deceive medical men. Well, the 
woman placed the powder in a cup of 
coffee, and in the confusion of the 
moment, you drank it, and not Tyson." &

Larry raised his hand to his head.
“Wait a moment, please. 1 remember 

the coffee. It tasted queer, and 1 did 
not finish it."

( Consequently you missed the full

Tyson got all the credit out of the 
rising, lie is General Tyson now," 
Larry said. “He was a brave soldier."

His wife was not a tit mate for him, 
evidently. She did not confess anything 
till your ruin was accomplished. * Then 
she wrote to her brother, telling him 
all."

I cannot believe it."
There it is in black and white. What 

are you going to do, Larry ?"
Larry in; de no reply.
“ Look here," said Hilton, “ let me 

interview Mrs. Tyson. I know her. 
Slit- is a society woman and capable of 
denying the affair altogether ii sin; is 
allowed. Let me tackle her. She 
might suspect you and be prepared."

Thus it was that Mr. Hilton journeyed 
into fashionable quarters that same 
afternoon and was tortunate enough to 
find Mrs. Tyson alone in her drawing
room. He told the story of the inter
view to Larry O'Neill at dinner.

1 She's a poor, weak creature, and 
capitulated almost at once. She was 
imply bewildered into doing so. The 

lapse of time had left her almost for
getful of India. What will you do, 
Larry ?"

'Nothing, I think. So many years 
bave passed, and 1 have grown accus
tomed to the present state of things. 
My father, of course, shall know."

Hilton determined differently.
“ Oh, well, perhaps you tire right," he 

commented, in non-committal tones ; but 
next day lie sought and obtained an 
interview with an important personage 
in the Foreign Service. He also called 
on Miss Trevor. As a result of these 
two calls, Larry received a couple of 
invitations. The interview with the 
important man did not last long. Larry 
was determined to leave the past alone, 
and perhaps the Foreign Olliee individ
ual was not altogether sorry. His inter
view with Constance Trevor was longer. 
The passing years had touched the lady 
but lightly. She was fully as beautiful, 
perhaps more so, than when Larry had 
seen her last ; nevertheless, ho greeted 
her, much to his own surprise, without a 
quickened pulse.

‘ No, don't apologize, Constance," 
Larry said. “ I may call you Con-'tance, 
may i not ? You could do nothing but 
follow the example of all the world. 
Nobody kept belief in me—well, except 
little Mollie Blake. By-the-bve, has 
she married yet ?"

4 No. She developed modern in
dependent notions after my mother's 
death, and is a hospital nurse. Just at 
present she is spending a part of her 
annual holiday with me. She will be 
down in a moment or two. Won't you 
take a cup of ten Larry ?"

Not only on that afternoon, but on 
several subsequent ones, did Larry par
take of tea in Miss Trevor's drawing- 
room. Consanec was never deceived. 
It was not for lier sake he lingered in 
London when even his business at the 
lawyer's had bi*en accomplished. Four 
months later Hilton was induced to visit 
Carickdun, and one September evening 
he and Larry's fit her, the latter 
younger in looks and spirit than for 
years back at smoking by an open 
window, while Larry and his wife 
strolled about the gathering dusk.
“Mollie is just the wife for him," 

Mr. O’Neill commented. “ SI10 says she 
would have married him at that unfor
tunate time had lie asked her ; but, of 
course, she was only seventeen-then.”

“ And Irish hearted," Mr. Hilton re
plied. “ I have a sort of pity for Miss 
Trevor," and the, speaker laughed, “ and 
for myself."

“ Yourself ?"
44 Didn’t .the truth come out through 

the breaking of my beautiful Kan-lm 
vase? It was smashed, you know, and 
it was a beauty."

Hilton laughed again lightly, as if 
well pleased.—Magdalen Roche in (he 
Tasmanian Monitor.

WIT AND HUMOR.

Couldn't Fool Him.
At a dinner, recently, William J. 

Bryan was joking about his repeated 
attempts to lie elected President, 
although Mr. Bryan considers them no 
joke, at that.

“After a time," he said, “I shall be in 
the position of the man, somewhat worse 
for wear, who came into a dance in 
Texas. The lloor manager saw him 
and let him out. He came back. Then 
the floor manager pushed him out. He 
came back. Finally, the floor manager 
kicked him out, and ho rolled down a 
Might of stairs. At the bottom of tilt 
stairs he considered the matter. ‘I know 
what it means,’ he said. ‘They can't fool 
me. Those people in there do not want 
me to attend that dance.’ "

An old barber, living in an English 
market town, recently made a clever
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reply to n farmer who went to' his shop 
to get shaved.

It was market day, and several people 
were awaiting their turn, when the 
agriculturist, who was wealthy, hut in
clined to be mean, entered and addressed 
the barber as follows : —

“1 say, Billy, farming pays very badly 
nowadays; thou ought to shave us for 
half price/’

Nay, nay," said Billy, who knew his 
business well. “I ought to hev double 
price now, for farmers' faces are twice as 
long as they used to be."

Scotland has a great reputation for 
learning in the Fnited States, and a 
lady who went over from Boston recent
ly expected to find the proverbial 
shepherd quoting Virgil, and the laborer 
who had Burns by heart. She was dis
illusioned in Edinburgh. Accosting a 
policeman she inquired as to the where
abouts of Carlyle's house.

“Which Carlyle?" she asked,
“Thomas Carlyle," said the lady.
“What does he do ?" queried the 

guardian of the peace.
lie was a writer -but lie's dead," she 

faltered.
Well, madam," the big Scot informed 

her, “if the man is dead over five years 
there's little chance of finding out any
thing about him in a big city like this."

Mr. Justyn," said the editor, looking 
over the new reporter's story of the 
political meeting, “in this write-up of 
yours you say ‘resistless waves of 
applause* from the audience fairly over
whelmed the speaker.’ Look at the 
absurdity of that figure of speech. Mow 
could a ‘resistless wave* of applause or 
anything else come from an ‘audience,’ 
Mr. Justyn?"

It could come from a sea of upturned 
faces, couldn't it ?" insisted the new 
reporter.

A rather pompous looking member of 
a certain church was asked to take 
charge of a class of hoys during the 
absence of the regular teacher. While 
ndeavoring to impress upon theiryoung 

minds the importance of living a Chris
tian life the following question was pro
pounded :

“Why do the people call me a Chris
tian, children ?" the worthy dignitary 
asked, standing very erect and smiling 
down upon them.

Because they don't know you," was 
tin1 ready answer of a bright-eyed little 
boy, responding to the ingratiating smile; 
with one equally guileless and winning.

A man that considers riches better 
han a good name is to lie pitied.

Every day should bo a day of thanks
giving.
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The Canada Business College

CHATHAM, ONT.

IT STANDS IN A CLASS BY ITSELF 
Tall term is the best time to start and students may 

enter at any time.
if ion saved ; railway fare paid ; magnificent build- 

i'|Ms ‘Hid grounds and a choice position when 
graduated, is what it means to attend
Canada’s Greatest School of Business

Railways bring our long distance students and 
•■«he them home again lor hall rale, while we make a
further allow,nice up !•> $K,<mon travelling expenses. 
5"" STUDENTS IN ATTENDANCE DURING 

V EAR
Catalogue C tells Of the work at Chatham. 
Catalogue II tells how we ran tram you at your 

home m Book-keeping, Shorthand and f’enmanship.

Worth its weight in 
gold to your boy or 

girl.

In 50 page form for 
home study, at 

30 cents.
(bn Penmanship has been largely instrumental in 

building up this great school.
Write for what you want, mentioning this paper, to 

D M, LACHLAN & CO.. CHATHAM.

It is true that sotno men have far 
g water opportunities than others, hut 
essential vulture that is, the ripening 
of the soul by contact with the best that 
lias been thought and done in the world 

is quite as much open to the man of 
limited opportunities as to the man of 
great opportunities. The test is the 
desire1 for it and the intelligence to take 
it. II. W. Mabie.

FOR CHRISTMAS GIFTS

NOVELS FOR $1.00
With a year’s subscription to

I3ENZK i K If S M AGA ZINE
The Popular Catholic Family Monthly

at the regular price of $2.00. Total for books ami Magazine $3.00. 
The books arc attractively bound in cloth, printed from the same

i liâtes as the novels we sell regularly at $1.25. You may send 
dafçazine and hooks to different addresses.

By making use of this offer you not only solve the question of 
wliat to give for Christmas presents in the best and most, advan
tageous manner, but at the same time spread good Catholic liter-

The Circus-Rider's Daughter
By F. v. BRACKEL

“The plot is n fresh one, possessed of no small amount of good, healthy inter
est, and yet the purveyor of au excellent moral. The unluiling delicacy of touch 
with which the author paints the varying scene, and the excellent character 
delineation, give the book a charm not often met."

Connor D'Arcy's Struggles
By M. W. BERTHOLDS

"Full of interesting incidents cleverly told.
"A story of which the spirit is so line and the Catholic characters so 

nobly conceived and their actions so attractively presented."— The I'ilot.

Miss Erin
By M. E. FRANCIS

"This is a story that is a real story. It is beautifully _ e 
written and most interesting from beginning to end. . . A VL4/ 
truly sympathetic Irish novel, redolent of the romantic love 
the Celt bears to his native hills."—Catholic Register. c‘

These books are three 
popular novels and may 
standard. They are published in uni
form style, in green and liyht brown 
cloth, with decorative design and f 
title in brown.

They make a very attrac
tive set. y d
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