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THE FRIAR’S HEAD
A Story of The Penal Days in Ireland.

(By P. J. Coleman, in ltoaary Magazine.)'

( Continued. )
111.

gentleman,” replied Christine. "If I 
deeired earthly honors and earthly 
happiness, I know I should haveLate that night Father O’liorke „ ,-------

reached Tacito Hall. He. was garb- ,!-hem Wlth one so good and
ed as a peddler and carried a pack A®\,______n,... __ _ ,
on his back-a pack ol jewelry, trin- . A“d -^u°g Phil.p MacDonogh-he, 
tofts, ribbons he had brought from ^'1^1(!,have secui1ed daughter's 
France as a trader. With them he , _ ..
passed from village to village, from .J ' . noroble and brave, 
town to town, gained entrance to . n 8011 of distinguished
houses of the rich and put himself in ‘ „j>‘’ . .. : .
guarded communication with his T . . .a 4 at 1S. ch&nged» «nd
widely scattered flock. I wou,d vnot aIter or influence your

The facade of the house was dork iota, ^my child,” mur
as tie approached it from the ancient f... . . ’ , estate will
avenue of elms, and a feeling of ap- T '"vT fMn,ly\ You'
prehension-—the sense of some un- . t^a Ca”’11<>t ”ta,m
known danger or disaster—suddenly *jf . m™®®t would not per-
chilled him y°u heiress though you be. It

Christine Taaffe met him in the T t. g?*° Taaffe, my bro-
fcall. She was pole and haggard and " °* ,t? ^viI1
her eves were red, as from weeping, i ^ v' ^eaXcn and earth shall

"Oh, James,” she cried, running j TZïZ’’ L Y "TL* not
towards him. 'God has answered my 
prayers.”

She was wringing her

"I've done me ’ besht, Your Hon
or,” grovelled Bill, "and a man can 
do no more.”

"Pshaw!” sneered the Viscount, 
'you've run down friars before this, 

so you're no novice at the game. You 
needn't be scrupulous at taking tiim 
alive. Remember, he's a felon, and 
bis head is as good as his hide. 
But I’ll drive a hint into that thick 
skull of yours. 1 suppose you know 
that Sir Lucas Taaffe is dead?”

n't admit it. until you changed your 
evil ways.”

" 'Twos yeu made me change, 
Mary,” blurted Jack huskily, " And 
I'll never again do anything but 
save the priests, so help me, Godû”

"I'm proud of you, Jack, and now 
I bate Bags haw worse than ever. 
He thinks because he has a bag of 
dirty gold and I’m an orphan girl 
that he can have me any time 
likes. He’s been cornin' aftiher 
these two years, but I hate

d the true wisdom—laying up riches in 
hands and lvhe,*e moths cannot con-

clear ly visible, smoteher distress, 
him to the heart

"What is it, Christine?” he asked, 
catching her trembling hands in his 
own. “What is it?"

"Father,” she sobbed, her tears 
flowing suddenly, "father is very 
1U. He was stricken hist night and 
wc thought he would not live to see 
you. We did not know where to 
seek you; but we prayed for you to 
come, and the good God has sent

"Is it, then, so serious?” asked the

“He will not live during the night. 
The doctor from Rallyinote has been- 
here and rendered what aid he could. 
But he has pronounced his case ho po
le».”

"Is he conscious?" asked the priest.
"Just now he is, thanks be to 

God! Let us .go to him!”
Christine led the way upstairs, 

where her father lay. An old ser
vant-woman was kneeling by the bed, 
and clustered candles in silver candel
abra made a soft light in the room. 
The sick man’s face showed white 
and drawn in its frame of darkl beard 
and hair. His eyes were closed 
wearily, and from his pale lips came 
a stentorous breathing.

The old woman rose from her (knees 
as the girl and priest approached the 
bed.

“God help the poor Masther this 
blessed night, and God bless an’ Com
fort his pritty- colleen!” sobbed she, 
fingering her beads.

Christine leaned over the pillows. 
The soft touch of her hand on his 
damp forehead aroused her father.

"Is he come?” he asked Jeebly.
“He is here,” whispered the girl.
"God be praised for His mercy!” 

murmured the pale lips. "James, my

sume. I approve of your decision to 
take the veil, and your prayers will 
he an aid and a comfort to me here
after. Listen, Christine! When I 
am gone, you will find in that old 
chest in the library money'enough to 
onui’p you for your new life—a dow
ry 1 had intended for your earthly 
bridal. Do not worrv about the es
tate. The Government will see to 
its safe and satisfactory disposal. 
But you may not become a religious 
in Ireland—”

"T wish only to leave the dis
tracted country forever and devote 
my life to God,” sob-bed Christine

count.
1 do, Your Honor.”

"Very well, then. A n-od’s as good 
as a wink to a blind horse. I’ll ex
pect to hear from you here the eve
ning of the funeral.”

And he dismissed the twain..
"What do you say, Bill? Are you 

going to Taaffe Hall?” asked Bir
mingham.

"Arc you?” queried Bill.
"No, not 1," answered Birming

ham. "I take no shtock in such sto
ries. The friar’s not likely to lie

tie

the 
for

get to tell him so, next time he 
comes deludherin’ me. God bless 
you, Jack! I’m go-in’ this very 
minute to Taaffe Hall.”

Jack released her, and she took 
down her cloak, filled a basket with 
eggs, and xinder the pretense of mar
keting her wares to Miss Christine, 
set off for the Hall, 

lit lay several miles from Boyle, lie- 
you ! tween Lough Key and Lough Arrow, 
Vis- I and the road led through the passes

"Every one knows it. Your Hon 
or,” whined Bagshaw. "The news ground he walks on, and won’t 
of his death is the talk of Boyle."

"Very well, then! Suppose you 
watch Taaffe Hall? At such a time 
the friar is not likely -to be absent 
from there, with his pretty cousin in 
distress. He’ll bje buried to-morrow 
at Kilronan Abbey, so you might 
be on the lookout for strangers. Do 
you follow me?”

"I do, Your Honor,” growled Bill
"And you, Birmingham1,, do 

understand!” went on the
of the Curlew Mountains, famous in 

| the Elizabethan wars for the dis- j 
| asftrous defeat of Sir Conyers Clif- 
; ford by Red Hugh O’Donnell. It was- .j 

i gathering dusk when Mary Fanshuwe 
reached the darkened house. Men on 
horseback had passed her at intervals 
—gentlemen of the country hurrying 

| thither with sympathy and condol
ence. Once a chaise with emblazon
ed panels, postillions und outriders 
had stopped to enquire of her the 
way—some great lord, doubtless, who 
lived alar, yet had travelled through

there with the whole counthry, Cu- j mire and rain to pay his respects to 
tholic an’ Prodeshtant. flock-in’ to t-lie the memory of Sir Lucas; so that 
Hall to pay their respects to the the cloaked aind hooded girl, basket

Bill.
Hall

"Do as you plane,” snorted 
"but I’m goin’ to watch the 
this very night.”

" 'Twill be a wild-goose chase, I’m 
thinkin’," smiled Birmingham.

"Think as you please, but I'll do 
it," growled Bill as the worthies 
parted on the bridge of Boyle.

When Bill had left him1, .Jack Bir
You, Father James—to your pro- j mnngham went his way to the Green.

tecti-on f commend her. You will sec 
to her. and the oonsummntiion of her 

| wishes. Some place on the Conti- 
j nent you will find her a community 
| of Irish nuns.”

"There is one is Paris, under the 
1 protection of King Louis, endowed -by 
Irish nobles,” said the priest, 

j "I leave the rest to you, my led. 
I know you will not forsake her,” 
faintly smiled the sick man. 

i ” ’Tis a sacred trust and I will be 
i loyal to it, so help me God!” pro- 
; tested the priest with fervor, 
i "Then I die happy,” sighed the 
: weary baronet. "But one thing more 
—to fulfil vour promise you must 
leave Ireland at once. Your life is 
in constant peril here. And, think 
you, what would become of my dar
ling if you, her protector, should fall

the

the

lad,” he went on, groping on 
coverlet for the priest’s hand, 
glad you came to me. 1 wish 
make my peace with God!”

"Deo gratias!” murmured

"My fathers erred in leaving 
old faith—1 see -it all now, here in 
the valley -of the shadow, with 
earth’s transitory things fast fading 
away. You know their motive— 
worldly interest and power. But it 
was all a mistake. ‘What doth it 
profit a man to 
world and suffer

into the hands of the persecutors? 
For her sake, then, and until you 
are safely eirfbarked for France, you 
must run no unnecessary risk. The 
obligation you have taken upon 
yourself implies extraordinary pre
caution on vour jmrt to avoid arrest 
while you are in Ireland. I know 
that you carry your life in your 
hands every hour you are here, s-o 
you must promise to be careful.”

I promise.” said the priest.
i "I l-nzxtir » ,, . 1 Sim-XV tut JllA/ovi I1U.VI
i . '} ’ t°°; that in the pursuit j from Kingsoourt, and Lord
of souls and the discharge of his 
sacred ministry the priest is willing 
to brave every danger. But, once 
again, until you have discharged your 
obligation to my daughter, you must 
not be over-zealous.”

"If I am remiss now, for 
daughter’s sake, God will overlook 
my failings. Yoxi have imposed on 

gain the Whole ^oly trust, and God will help
the loss of his ^e’ ^ ™y weakness, to discharge it.

for Some day, if it be His will,soul?’ For the good they di,d, .
their secret affection for the old return to Ireland to complete
faith despite their outward apostacy, irai™? ry,’ But now—”

Phanke, a thousand thanks, my 
lad,” murmured the baronet, his 

his ne-
; phew’s hand. "And now, Father 
! James, T am ready for your sacred 
offices.”

for the protection they gave the 
priest and friar in hours of danger, .
mav God be good to their souls 1 But i mgers pressing feebly on 
I have long seen the light and now P“ew 8 hand. And now,
am ready to follow it—even at the
eleventh hour, if it is not too late.” , it . .

"It is never too late to accept j. xvhon *he windows began to glow 
God’s grace,” sighed the priest. 'n rising dawn and the birds

"God in His mercy sent me an an- ^vere twittering in the park. Sir

light

"Yes,
"You

gel of light in my youth—your beau
tiful and sainted mother, Christine, 
my child,” resumed the baronet.

"And she left an angel of 
behind her in her daughter,” 
mured the priest.

The sick mean smiled feebly, 
yes, I know it,” he went on. 
will be good to her when I am gone, 
James, my boy?” he asked.

•”I will be a brother to her in all 
that à brother can,” assured the 
priest. ‘

"Thank you, my lad,” whispered 
Sir Lucas. "Her mother first led me 
to God. The example of her sweat, 
unselfish life showed me the error 
of my ways—and the errors of my 
fathers' in forsaking the Church for 
a little worldly power—to retain an 
estate that passed from them, as it 
is now passing from me. For her 
-sake I braved the displeasure of the 
Government in keeping an altar, har
boring priests, and having the Mass 
in my home. But those Masses have 
hallowed the old place and called 
down God’s mercy on me at last, t'o
ther, I am ready to recant niy er
rors and be received infco the old 
Church of my fathers. But first I 
must speak of Christine. Christine, 
my child, draw neaç.”

"Yes, father, I am here,” sobbed 
the girt.

"1 had hoped to see you settled in 
life before I died—«hoped to see you 
married to some good main—’•’

f*I desire no earthly espousals,” 
sobbed Christine. "My heart ie set 
above."

•"Thanks to your good mother’s 
teaching," murmured Sir Lucas.

" ’Tis just as well—nay, 'tis the 
beet I could» wish for my darling. 
But I did not always think so. I saw 
with pleasure tor a time the atten
tions of the Viscount Kingscoxirt. 
That again was human pride* fori 
now know that heie unworthy of one 
so good and pure and.lovely, and I'tm 
glad you refused him as you did. 
Then there was’ yoxing Captain Mac- 
Dermot—in every way a desirable 
suitor."

!'Connue MacDemuot is a -not^e

Lucas Taaffe, with Christine. Fa
ther .James and the servants of his 
household kneeling about him, feebly 
closed his eyes, the "Miserere mei, 
Domine!” of the priest soxmding an 
assurance of divine mercy in his

* * *
IV.

There he entered the whitewashed 
cottage and was greeted with a 
smile by Mary Fanshuwe.

"Mary," said he excitedly. "I’ve 
more news for you.”

"What is it?” queried the girl 
eagerly.

"You told me that Father O’Rorke 
was hidin’ at Thrinity Island and 
that vou warned him away from 
there ere vestherday.”

"Well, what of it,” asked Mary. 
"Well, to make ;l pritense of doin’ 

my duty, I wint to the island this 
mornin', mesel’, an' found this book 
—a priesht’s book.”

"You did?” (Questioned Mary, in 
astonishment. "You, surely aren’t 
playin' thmitor, Jack Birmingham.’’

"Nonsense; but 1 did it to clear my 
conscience with Lord Kingsçourt. lie 
thinks I’m hot on the scent of the 
prie.-1, and he regards this book, 
which the pniesht musht have drop
ped, as good evidence. The truth is, 
Mary, Bagshaw's watch-in’ the pri es hi 
and I’m watchin' Bagshaw, so’s I'll 
countherfoil him. Now, Mary, if 
Father O’Rorke’s at Taaffe Hall— 
an’ he’s likely to be there, with his 
uncle dead—go at once, this very 
hour, an' tell him to leave. Bag
shaw an’ mesui have jusht come 

Kings-
court has ordhered us to watch the 

; Hall till aft her the funeral. 1 thried 
| to dissuade Bag&haw from go-in’ 
there, 'because 'tis a fool’s errand,’ 
says I; but he’s goin’ there-this very 

j night. An’ he has ordhers to take 
your i the priest dead or alive. As for me, 

I'll not .stir hand or foot in the 
dirty work, except to throw Bill off 
the thrail. An’ it’s all for you,

The girl arose with a smile and ap
proached Birmingham, a light in her 
eyes that made the young man’s 
heart beat fast.

"Jack!,’’ she said, putting her arms 
about his neck, "Jack, I thank you.
I had a Prodeshtant father and a 
Catholic mother. I remained a Pro
deshtant until this some Father 
O’Rorke. when he was here in Ire
land before, brought me back to the 
old faith. For that great grace I'm 
hi s servant forever. And because 
you’re loyal at; last to the faith of 
your dead parents, which for a long 
time you forsook and engaged in 
priesthunting, an’ because you put 
me in the way of savin’ Father 
O’Rorkle—oh, Jack, I love you. T 
loved you all the time, but I could-

Once àgain the priest-hunters were 
closeted with Viscount Kingsoourt in 
bis library at Kingsoourt, and once 
again the Viscount was wroth with 
his servants. In ungovernable rage 
he had sent for them peremptorily 
from Boyle.

"The week's half gone. The hanging 
oak still stands, but the fox Is yet 
uncaught,” he greeted them sarcasti
cally.

"Your Honor,” whined Bagshaw, 
"I’ve done all that mortal man could 
do, but I've not got the scent yet.”

"A pretty priest-hunter, you!” 
scoffed the Visooxint. "I could do 
better myself if I might descend to 
such dirty work.” sneered the con
tractor of the dirty work. "And you, 
Birmingham, what have you to say?' 
rs>‘.'Don’t blame me, Your Honor,” 
grunted Birmingham. "I got on the 
thrall, but he got away. You know, 
Your Honor, it’s the whole country 
again' the two of us. The priest 
has a thousand friends where we 
haven’t one. I heard he woe hidin’ 
on Thrinity Island, an' wlnt there, 
but he evidently got the word an’ 
eshcaped. At all ivent» Fve good 
évidence he was there, because I 
found this in the ould abbey. It’s a 
priest’s book of some kind.”

He produced a breviary.
The Vieoount examined it curious

ly. "Ex libris Jacobi O’Rorke,” he 
mused, reading the inscription on the 
fly-leaf. "Ha! printed at Louvain in 
the year 17-20. Well, Birmingham, 
I exonerate vou from censure. You've 
evidently been diligent, -but do not 
lose zeal. Remember, the alterna
tive of the oak tree or fifty gui
neas still stands. You, Bag
shaw—you’d better be carè- 
ful.” he growled, turning to Bill.

Cold Settles 
on Kidneys

Cure is obtained promptly by 
using Dr. A. W. Chase’s Kid
ney-Liver Pills.

Medical authorities place colds as 
the most frequent cause of kidney 
diseases.

It is customary to consider the 
lungs alone in danger from colds.

This is a mistake.
The kidneys are quite as suscepti

ble and the effect is to congest and 
clog these filtering organs until the 
whole system is poisoned and there 
comes backaches, lumbago, aching 
head, painful limbs and urinary de
rangements.

In a wonderfully short time Dr. A. 
W. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills afford 
relief and cure.

By reason of their direct and com
bined action on kidneys, liver and 
bowels they cleanse the system, pu
rify the blood and carry away the 
poisons generated by reason of the

The great secret of health lies in 
keeping these filtering and excretory 
organs regular and active and this 
can beet, be done by using Dr. A. 
W. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, ooe 
pill a dose 25 cte. a box, at all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Boites &, Oo.. 
Toronto, Ont.

On the extraordinary success1 of 
this medicine as well as on the reli
ability of this ‘great Receipt Book 
rests the fame of A. W. Chase, M. 
D.

j un arm', made an incongruous figure 
' amid tihe powdered dames and bro
caded gullanls when, finally, she was 
ushered into the wide entrance hall,

J enquiring earnestly for Miss Chris-

I That young lady had heard of 
Mary from Father O’Rorke, and, full 

j of gratitude for the part she had 
played in his safe delivery from Tri- 

! nity island, hastened to her at once 
| and took her apart to a secluded

"I’m thruly and heartily sorry for 
your trouble this night—may the 
good Lord comfort you!” said Mary 
impulsively to the beautiful girl,

| who, in her bitter grief, looked like 
a rain-basp rink led lily.

| ”1 know it, dear, and thank you
j from' my heart. But, Mary, you 
are that good angel that warned

j Father James from Trinity Island 
when danger threatened him? For 
his sake you have my eternal grati- 

j tude and my poor prayers.” 
j "Sure, any Catholic would have 
! done the same, ulanna," protested 
I Mary, "and now I am here on a 
: like errand. To-day 1 learned that 
his life is in danger and that an ef- 

i fort wall be made to take him here 
i at the Hull, and I couldn’t rest a 
step till J had warned Farther 

; James.”
"Ever his good angel! May God 

reward you,” smiled Christine.
! "He must leave here this very 
night. He hasn’t a moment 
to lose. Already the bloodhounds 
are on his trail. Oh, for heaven’s 
sake, Miss Christine, if he is here, 
tell him to leave at once. If he 
delays an hour ’twill be too late. I 

, can’t rest aisv while he is in dan
ger.” :

"He is here, dear, and I will tell 
him at once. ’Tis a hard trial to 
lose him now, when I need his sxip- 

, porting strength and sympathy; but 
God will give him' back again. Wihat- 

I ever lie the result to me, his life must 
lie preserved at all cost. You shall 
have the blessing of a persecuted 
saint—I am sure of that, and the j 
blessing of the suints is precious.”

"Then you will tell him,” sighed 
Mary, "That’s enough for nte, and 1 
am happy. And now I musht be go
in’ back. It may be that I may be 
able to aid him further by informa
tion from a friend—”

"Ah. .Tack Birmingham?” smiled 
Christine. "I have heard of him 
front* Father James, and pray that 
God muy reward him. But,” she 
added admiringly, "he already has 
his reward. Muy he be worthy of 
one so good and devoted.”

"Thanks. Miss Christine,” smiled 
-the blushing Mary; "bxtt for him I 
don’t know whether I could be of 
any service to the good priest. He's 
watchin’ the informers and keepin’ 
me alive to their doin'*. And, by 
the away;” .said she, talking from her 
bosom the breviary Birmingham had 
given her, "here’s a oook belongin’ 
to Father O’Rorke, Jack found it 
in the old abbey on the island.” 

Christine recognized the lost bre-

"He will indeed be glad to recover 
it,” she said. "He dropped it in bis 
hasty flight from the isle. It is a 
present from a class fellow at Lou
vain and he values it highly. But 
surely, my dear, I may offer you 
some reward for your goodness- 
some small token of my gratitude?”

"No, no, Miss Christine. Nothing, 
if you please. Do you think that 
money could repay me for helpin’ 
Farther James? I have my reward 
here," she added, placing her hand 
on her heart.

"True, true,” smiiled Christine. "A 
conscience at peace with God—what 
reward can equal it? But your re
ward will be even greater hereafter 
in heaven. You shall have my pray
ers, and, oh, my dear, I -beseech you 
not to forget me in votirs.”

"They ere yours now, alarma,” 
sobbed Mary as she kissed Christine. 
"God aid and oomfort1 you and yours 
this night and forever!”

V.
An hour after Father O’Rorke -had 

bidden a hasty and affecting farewell 
to -bis tearful coustin, a way-worn 
traveller, who had evidently Journey
ed afar, to judge by his mud-splatter
ed rainment, knocked -for extonds^on 
at Teafe Hall. He was clea/rly of t)he 
mendicant class, who tramped afoot 
fra * town to town, subsisting on 
the charity of the country. An old 
main, wrinkled and bowed with years,
I. *•-'- Sx- rvn his bed and 
supported himaMf with a stout staff. 
w Ion,g gray -heir. his tatteredHI®
cloak, like u >seph’s coat in its mul
tiplicity of patches, bis venerable

appearance and h-is volxrble prayers 
for th rMj&s of the soul of Sir 
Lucas won him easy udmissdom to 
âne AdtviluvUi ox the Hall, wu.ure la
wns reigalcd on a good meal, after 
which he unfolded to the rosy, good- 
natured oook the prime purpose . 
his visit.

'.1 heard in Boyle tha-l Sir Lucas 
was dead, God resht his yowl, for 
he avbs ever a -kind friend to the iKyor 
and disthix-ssed. i he laughey gentle- 
nu * lie was, indeed, may Goo give 
him the light of glory 1 ;r;s bleysvcl 
night: And, of worse, parsin' this 
way on me way to Sligo, it would 
ill beseem tae not to turn aside and 
say a prayer for tois soxvl, may the 
heavens be his bed! But I had an
other raison for aoiiJin' -here, on' 
’twill be a charity if any of ye kind 
good people cam help me. I come 
by Castlerea, yesterday mornin’, an’ 
in the town 1 met the coachman of 
Misther Nicholas Blake—an ould
friend of Sir Lxltas. He was look
in’ for a phriest and solid that Mr. 
Blake a vas an the point of death and 
beggin’ some one to find him a holy 
soggarth before he died. ‘The Lord 
bless ye,’ sez J, ‘there’s ne’er a 
pniesht in these parts. I’ve troveiled 
all the counthry over an’ over an’ 
ought to knoAV. But,1’ sez I, T hear 
that Sir Lucas Touffe has a nepheAv 
Avho’s a holy friar, an’ as I’m go
in’ that way . I’ll stop at the. Hall 
an’ lave Avord to have the prieslht 
sint to Misther Blake. I Vs more
than likely,’ sez I, ‘that some one at 

j thOv Hall 'll know where this Father 
I O’Rorke, the nepheAv, is, on’, of
■ coorse, Irin’ all good Catholics, 
they’ll only.be too glad to help a

i dyin’ man.' So that’s ine chief rai- 
; sx>n for bein' here nOAV.” 
i "Ah, then,” said the oook, when
he had finished, "you come too
late. If vou Avor here two hours

■ earlier you’d ha’ found t-he pniesht 
hiinsel’—God bless an’ save him from 
informers an’ spies!”

"Amen, amen, asthore!” sighed the 
beggar. "But if ye should chanst to 
I^iioav where he’s hidin’, I’m sxire ye- i 
’ll let him kn-OAv.”

"It’s more than likely that poor j 
Miss Christine, the heart-broken col- j 
leen, knoAV’s Av-here he Avin't. Fll 

; .si>ake to her Avhin I get a chance, i 
Of coorse she’s too much taken up :

! i>oav xvid the gentry and the high 
rpiality in the house, oomin’ an’ go- 

; in’ from mo rulin' till night to pay 
their respects t-o him that’s dead— 
God resht his sowl ! ”

"Thank you, ma'’am, thank you. 
You wor ever kind an’ good, an’ if 

| you can do anything for poor Mis- 
ther Blake 'twill be a charity—a 
great charity out an’ out,” replied 
the beggar.

"I don’t think avc can do anything 
till afther the funeral to-morroAV," 
said the cook. "Miss Christme’ll be 
too busyx disthressed an’ all as she 
is noAv, po^kt-tle colleen! But do 
you think MnBlake’s that bad that 
he’ll need the priesht at once?”

"Well, maybe he'll lasht a couple 
of days longer. At last the coach
man thought»-so,'” said the man oo- 
gitatively. "But the sooner tlie 
friars found line bett-her,” he added. 
"Of coorse, if nothing can be done 
till afther the Masther's funeral—on’ 
it’s raisonajble to suppose there can’t 
—it may be just as well. At all 
events, 1 know ye’ll do yer best, an' 
may God bless ye all. I’ve done 
my part any AVay, and ye’ll do the 
rcsiht, I’m sure.”

’Deed, then, we Avili. Yoxi may 
be sure of that. But, me poor 
man, ns the beggar rose to go, 
"you’ll be hungry on the way and 
ye’ll wont a bite. So hand me yer 

j bag.”
i The poor man gladly surrendered 
; his bag to her solicitous handy,
; Av-hich placed in it a roast fowl, a 
i loaf of bread and some cold meat.
! “God bless ye this night!” he 
mumbled at the kitchen dioor, hat in 
hand, "bless ye and save ye an’ al- 
Avays sind ye full and plenty!”

After Av-hich, shouldering his bog 
and taking his staff, he hobbled out 
of the kitchen yard and was lost 
amid the trees.

it was a Avarm harvest nigih-t, and 
the sweet smell of after-grass and 
neAvly moAvn meadows was in the 
air. The beggar rounded from the 
stables and out-houses back of the 
Hall and emerged into the avenue, 
checkered with moonlight. There, 
close to the main entrance, he lay 
doAvn in a clump of ornamental 
shrubbery, safely screened from view 
by the dense foliage of the laurels, 
but clearly in sight of the door and 
all who came and ewent.

All that night he lay there, not 
sleeping, but keenly alert, his eye 
on the hall door. No one passed 
it after midnight, and in the intern
ing, Avhen the Larks began to quiver 
and carol heavenward, be arose 
and sought a neighboring field. There 
in the shelter of the -haycock he arte 
his roast fowl and awaited until 
about noon, a shrill Availing of xvo- 
men’s A'oices came over the field. It 
was the signal of the funeral, and in 
an instant the beggar was on his 
feet. But now he stood actively 
erect, discarded his staff, and with 
surprising agility crossed the field 
broke through the hedge to the Kil
ronan road and went along that 
highway at a rapid gait. When, 
some miles away, he reached the 
gray ruins of Kiloran Abbey xvith 
the circumjacent graveyard, he once 
more resumed bis staff end there at 
the gate he stood, mournful, mendi
cant and dejected, the picture of ab
ject misery in his patched cloak end 
Aenerable Avhite hair.

Hat in hand -he stood Unis, xititiil, 
heralded -by the kleening ulxiaoions of 
the women, the funeral ho-ve itx sight 
—along cortege of gentlemen on 
horsdback, riding two abreast, their 
harts draped in streaming -white, the 
manes' of their horses beribbomed in 
white, followed by coaches end 
chaises xvdth emblazoned panels con
taining the ladies of the country fa
milies, and the tenantry of Sir 
Lucas trudging afoot and bearing in 
their midst on the shoulders of four 
voting men the -black-palled coffin of 
Sir Lucae Taaffe.

Me J. Merrleon.
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HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

(To he continued. )

AN Y even numbered section ui Domi
nion Land in Manitoba, Saskatche
wan and Alberta, exceptingS and 26, 
not reserved, may be homesteaded by 
any person who is the sole lwnd of a 
family, or any male over 18 year» of 
age, to the extent of one-quarter seo 
lion of 160 acres, more or less.

Entry must be made personally at 
the local land office for the district 
in which the land is situuted

Entry by proxy may, however, be 
made on certain conditions by the 
father, mother, son, daughter, bro
ther or sister of an intending home
steader.

The homesteader is required to per
form the conditions connected there
with under one of the following 
plans:

( 1 ) At least six months’ residence 
upon and cultivation of the land 1» 
each year for three years.

(2) If the father (or mother, if 
the father is deceased ) of the home
steader resides upon a farm in ti* 
vicinity of the land entered for, th* 
requirements as to residence m»y b* 
satisfied by such person residing 
with the father or mother.

( 8 ) H the settler has his perow 
nent residence upon farming lAnJ* 
owned by him in the vicinity 0# s* 
homestead the requirements as
residence may be satisfied by we* 
dence upon said land.

Six months’ notice in writing 
should be given the Commissioner of 
Dominion Lands at Ottawa of in
tention to apply for patent.

W. W. CORY,
Deputy Minister of the Interior.

N.B.—Unauthorized publication « 
this advertisement will not be pe*

SPECIAL OFFER
During the Month of Sep

tember, 1908, or until our 
•took Is exhausted.

FREE: Along with the re-

Sular premium we will g|v® 
ne Claes Fruit Bowl on 
Stand to every one returning 

more than 3 Dozen 0 J» 
empty XXX Self-Raleli»
Flour Bags, and for
than 3 Dozen 61b. Bags one 
medallion (picture.)

Brodie & Harvie
14 and X8 Bleary Bt., Montré»)
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Boys that 1

thc riet 
1 ^6 wrong:

r,des among.„n which aide
I To

belong-

I wnntnd! Boys not a

I sCorn’ aJbboue^dirty to *irk, 
L» do not ***%> wa 
1 leer or

W in whom idler,
I «Jtodi Boy" who;n 
I , fbere mothnr or ««* 
I to be seen,

«Mse UP9 ar€ kept *tU--ah! but ti
wHnt'fl wanted is

1 ^metimas be niei

Oer country is ««tin 
to-day,to-dftj-T*; future will need 
wonted alway;

<an boy9- hasten no' 
I 'bacKs to the fray
I flje oncoming years

repay-

For lawyers and sta"
si dents, too,

Must oonic from t 
J ix>ya such as you 

1ten God bless the 1 
1 courage renew, 

lasted! Brave -boys 
and true.
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WHEN PAPA'S

When papa s sick, nry 
Such awful , awful t- 
He speaks in oh! such 
And gives such gha, 

groans.
And rolls his eyes a

heftd' , . . 
And nto-kes ma help r 
While Sis and Bridge1 
Hoi water baçs to w 
And I must get the d 
We have, to jump who

When papa’s sick ma 
Right side the bed one 
While Sis she has to 
For he says he’s “a 
And wants the childn 
Be there when ‘‘suffc 

through:”
And kiss us all and t 

I Then moans and says 
thick”—

It’s awful sad when

When papa’s sick he f 
Until he hears the di 
"You've only got a c 
You’ll ba all right’n f 

I And then—well, say!

He's different as a m; 
And growls and scold:

Just ’cause his dinner

And all he does 1s fm 
We’re all used up whe

* ♦ ^
VACATION TR'

The folks at home dc 
What's meant, by a 

And that’s why su mm 
A time of tribulartic

There’s always somteth 
Some kind of horrid 

And prim Aunt Jane

The duties that I s 
My sister Nell insist 
The worst she ever 

And she says that I'd

Ten thousand hoxxssl

And brother John, d< 
’tall,

He helps to rub it it 
By saying I’ll grow u 

Of less use than a P1

He tells of all the wc 
When he was home fi 

| TV) hear Mm talk you’ 
His boyhood went bj

And pop and mom re* 
Bv lecturing on slot 

I 'Though I’m sharp emo" 
Tt’g just a trick wit

They want, t 
J I’m as had 
I But undemea 

Can see the

I'm this, I’m thu 
J An imp, a pla* 
I To make me tMi 

try their

But

Cause grandma has a 
■ And knows they used 

-Far worse to unga -to 
When they were youn 
'"Edwin Angelo Tad)» 

* * * 
BOB’S PRI2
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