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widely scattered flock.

The facade of the house was dark
as he approached it from the ancient
avenue of elms, and g feeling of ap-
prehension—the sense of some un-
known danger or disaster—suddenly
chilled him.

Christine Taaffe met him in the
hall. She was pale and haggard and
her eyes were red, as from weeping.

mured Sir Lucas. ‘The estate will
still remain in the family. You,
darling, as a religious cannot retain
jit. The Government would not per-
mit you—heiress though you be. It
will go to Richard Taaiffe, niy bro-
ther’s son. But what of it? All will
pass away. ‘Heaven and earth shall
pass away, but My word shall

““Oh, James,”’ she cried, running ’
y bz pass awa, Ah, my child, yours i
{LTe¥ as answered m i : it s R S8
;?:;ﬁ':bnh”“' God has answere yyv the true wisdom—laying up riches in
yers. heaven where the moths ¢
s S : i 5 4 amd S cannot con-
h:\'h& ‘\L\l“tl’h< “'l:-]]ﬂ“[ﬁvhi-isnﬁli'nd:m‘:h‘ sume. I approve of your decision to
er t,(]f Lh;lﬂhc:u‘;- ars SR ~ | take the veil, and your prayers will
him e e v be an aid and a comfort to me here-
“What js it, Christine?”’ he asked,

aftér. Listen, Christine! When 1T

catching her trembling hands in his am gone, you will find in that

old

own. ‘“What is it?"’ KHae 5
o chest in the library 3
Ta b Bt Bad o hin beeE s ; ¢ ;7 1y money ‘enough to
3 54 5 | equip vou for your new life—a dow-
flowing suddenly, father is very | soi oy 5
f f 2 ry had intended for yvour earthly
ill. He was stricken last might and | ‘.. 3 ] ]
e ridal. Do not worrv about the es-
we thought he would not live to see at N 2 : Y
you We did not kmow whére to tate. The Government will see to
you. ; S e : its safe and satisfactory disposal
seek you; but we prayed for you to ¥ 3 1
3 3 e sobd 'Cod. has Y But you may not heconmte a religious
come, and the go * o ™ in Ireland—"
you. “I wish only to leaw i
A " ! 2 o leave the dis-
g . ce! ? e 2
_l;tlt. then, so serious?”’ asked the | (1, t0q country forever and devote
priest. my life to God,” sobbed Christine

‘““He will not live during the night.
The doctor from Ballymote has been.
here and rendered what aid he could.
But he has pronounced his case hope-
less.”

“‘Is he conscious?’’ asked the priest

“You, Father James—to your pro-
tection I commend her. You will see
to her, and the consummation of her
wishes Some place the
| nent yon will find
of Trish nuns.”

on
her g

Conti-

“Just now he is, thanks he to oy S . X
3 iy here is > is Paris i S

Cod} - Kot us g0l toihem: ’l'l‘u(r(‘ﬁ:m ,.f”;l\'iinl: I] Sille. lm;h N the
Christine led the way upstairs, > Louis, endowed by

Irish nobles,”’ said the priest.

“I leave the rest to you, my lad.
I know you will not h\!’.\:\l\n:.})n-l‘,"
faintly smiled the sick man.
| ““'Tis a sacred trust and I will be

where her father lay. An old
vant-wondan was kneeling by the bed,
and clustered candles in silver candel-
ahra made p soft light in the room.
The sick man’s face showed white
drawn in its frante of dark|beard |, * % $
::3 hu?lu His eyes were  closed ‘(('f,',':d, the priest with fervor.
wearily, and from his pale lips came Then T die happy,” sighed

ser-

the

e stentorous breathing. :ﬁz«\1'_}',]lr)allmvnct. “f}ut pne thing more
The old woman rose from her kmnees lm‘\)‘- ‘h_‘{“i‘"‘;‘“tl‘!"mlst' \;’nu ”mus!
s the girl and priest approached the . ° 5 ay onee. our life is

o sl cnnie. obt in constant peril here. * And, think

bed.
““God help the poor Masther
blessed night, and God bless an’ eom-

" fort his pritty colleen!’" sobbed she,
fingering her beads.

into the

4 hands of the persecutors?
or

her sake, then, and until you

Christine leaned over the pillows. are safely embarked for Framce, you
The soft touch of her hand on his ™USt TUn no unnecessary risk. The
damp forchead aroused her father. oblication you have taken upon

9 ur i i KL ding A .
15 b hams " e e sk e sdbly yo n_self implies extraordinary pre-
caution on vour part to avoid arrest

““He is here,”” whispered the girl. hil i
““God be praised for His mercy!”’ “, 1’é you are in ]l‘c]nnd._ I kmnow
murmured the pale lips. “‘James, my Na! you carry your life in your

the hands every hour you are here,
you must promise to be careful.’”
“I promise,”” said the pniest.

lad,”” he went on, groping on S0
coverlet for the priest’s hand,
glad you came to me. 1 wish
make my peace with God!"”

“Deo gratias!’’ murmured
priest.

“My fathers erred in leaving
old faith—Ii see it all now, here
the valley of the shadow, with
earth’s transitory things fast fading |

away You know their motive— A :
worldly intercst and power. But it daughter’s sake, God will overlook

: : : failings. You have imposed o
was all a mistake. ‘What doth it | BY pPo n
profit a man to gain the whole ™Me a holy trust, and God will help

“I'm
o

i
the ©f souls and the discharge of his

sacred ministry the priest is willing
the to brave every danger. But, once
in @gain, until you have discharged your
ohligation to my daughter, you must
not be over-zealous.”

“If I am remiss now, for your

decision by an iota, my child,”” mur- |

not |
| going to Taaffe Hall?”’ asked

{it,”

community |

loyal to it, so help me God!"” pro- |

this ' YOu '\vhat would become of my dar- |
Jing if you, her protector, should fall |

1“1 know, too, that in the pursuit, |

world and suffer the loss of = s ) 5
soul?’ For the good they did, for Some day, if it be His will, T may |
their secret affection for the old return to Ireland to complete my |

|

faith despite their outward apostacy,
for the protection they gave
priest and friar in hours of danger,

may God be good to their souls! But |

I have long seen the light and now
am ready to follow it—even at the
eleventh hour, if it is not too late.”

“It is mever too
God's grace,”’ sighed the priest.

“God in His mercy sent me am an-
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 daughiter,”
mured the priest.

The sick man 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 a brother cam,’” assured

s ministry.

late to accept |

were twittering in ‘the park,

mur- |

his e, in my weakness, to discharge it.

But now—""

“Dhanks, a thousand thanks,
lad,” murmured the baronet,
fingers pressing feebly on his
phew’s hand. ‘““And now,
James, T am ready for your
offices.”’

When the windows began to glow
in the rising dawn and the birds
Sir

ne-

sacred

Lucas Taaffe, with Christine,
ther James and the servants of his
household kneeling about him, feebly

“mm,clomd his eyes, the ‘‘Miserere mei,

ine!’’ of the priest sounding an
assurance of divine mercy in his

“Yes, | ears.
*You |

€ b b
1v.

Once again the priest-hunters were
closeted with Viscount Kingscourt in

my |
his |

Father |

Fa- |

priest. ¢ his library at Kingscourt, and once

“Thank you, my lad,” whispered |apain the Viscount was wroth with
Sir Lucas. ‘‘Her mother first led me | his sérvants. In ungovernablé rage
to God. The example of her swedt, | he had sent for them peremptorily
unselfish life showed me the error | from . Boyle.

of my ways—and the errors of my
fathers’ in forseking the Church for
a little worldly power—to retain an
estate that passed from them, as it
i8 now passing from me. For her
wake I braved the displeasurc 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. Fa-
ther, I am ready to recant oty er-
rors gnd be received into the old
Church of my falthers, But first I
anust speak of Christine. Chnistine,
my child, draw mneagp.’”’

““Yes, father, I am here,’” sobbed

“I had hoped to see you settled in
1ife before I died—hoped to see you
married to some good man—"

#I desire no earthly espousals,’’
sobbed Christine. ““My heart is set
above.”’ ko

“Thanks to your good mother’s
teaching,”” murmured Sir Lucas.

“* 'Tis just as well-may, 'tis the
best I couldy wish for my darling.
But I did not always think so. I saw
wiith pleasure for g time the atten-

tions of - the Viscount Kimu:m
That was pride;
now kwnow, that hel:,“'n unwiorthy of one

glad you ’
“Then there was*young Captein Mac-

is noble

‘“The week’s half gone. The hanging
oak still stands, but the fox is yet
uncaught,’”” he greeted them sarcasti-
cally. ; '

‘“Your Homor,”” 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 Viscount. ““I could do
better ‘myself if I might descend to
such dirty work.”” sneercd the con-
tractor of the dirty work. ““And you,
Birmingham, what have you to say?’
re2Don’t blame me, Your Honor,”
grunted Birmingham. “I got om the
thrail, but he got away. You kmnow,
Your Honor, it’s the whole country
again’ the two of us. The pniest
has a thousand friends where we
haven’'t one. I heard he was hidin’
on Thrinity Island, em’ wint there,
but he evidently got the word an’
eshcaped. At all iventss I've good
2vidence he was there, because I
found this in the ould abbey. It's a
priest’s book of some kind.””

He produced a breviary. i

The Viscount examined it curious-
ly. ““Ex libris Jacobi O’Rorke,” he

d ding the i P on the
fly-leaf. ‘“Ha! printed at Louvain in
the year 1720. Well, Birmingham,

it u from

I vou 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 . he cand-

ful,”” he growled, tuming to Bill.

“And you, Birmingham,, do
{ understand!”’ went on the Vis-
| count.

| ‘I do, Your Honor."

| ““Very well, then. A nod’s as good
|as a wink to a blind horse. 1'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
Bir-

mingham.
‘““Are you?”’
‘“No, mot 1,’
ham.
ries. The friar's not likely to
there with the whole counthry,

queried Dill.
answered

Ca-

| tholic an’ Prodeshtant, flockin’ to the

Hall to pay their respeots to the
| dead.”

““Do as you plase,”” snorted Bill,
“but I'm goin’ to watch the Hall

this very night."”’

“Twill be o wild-goose chase, 1'm
thinkin’,”” smiled Birmingham.

“Think as you please, but T'll do
growled Bill as the wonthies
parted on the bridge of Boyle.

When DBill had left him!, Jack Bir-
i am went' his way to ‘the Green.

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

“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 yvou warned him away from

there ere yestherday.’”

““Well, what of it,”” asked Mary.

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

“You did?”’ questioned Mary,
astonishment. “You _surely aren't
playin’ thraitor, Jack Birmingham."”

‘“‘Nonsense; but I did it to clear my
with Lord Kingsgourt. He
hot on the of the

he regards book,

conscience
thinks I'm

priest, and

scent
this

"which the priesht musht have drop-

The truth is,
the priesht
so's 1’11

ped, as good evidence.
Mary, Bagshaw’s watchin

and 1'm watchin® Bagshaw,

countherfoil him. Now, Mary, if
Father O'Rorke’s at Taaffe Hall—
an’ he's likely o be there, with his
uncle dead—go at omce, this very
hour, an’ tell him to leave. Bag-
shaw an’ meser have jusht come
from Kingscourt, and ILord Kings-
| court has ordhered us to watch the
Hall till afther the funeral. T thried
to dissuade Bagshaw fnom goin’
there, ‘because ’'tis a fool’s and,”

says I; but he’s goin’ there-this very

night. An’ he has ordhers to take
the priest dead or alive. As for me,
1’11 not stir hand or foot in the
dirty work, except to throw Bill off
| the thrail. An’ it’s all for vou,
Mary.”

The mirl arose with g 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, T thank you
I had a Prodeshtamt father and a
Catholic mother. T remained a Pro-
deshtant until this same Father
O’Rorke, when he was here in Ire-
land before, brought me back to the
old faith. For that great grace I'm
his servant forever. And hecause
you're loyal at, last to the faith
vour dead parents, which for a long
time you forsook and engaged in

priesthunting, an’ because you put
me in the way of savin’ TFather |
O’Rorke—oh, Jack, I love you.

loved you all the time, but T could-

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 g mistake.

The kidneys are quite as suscepti-
ble and the effect is to congest and
clog these filtering orgams until the
whole system is poisomed and there
comes backaches, lumbago, .- aching
head, palinful limbs and urinary de-

nts.

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-
1ify the blood and carry away the
poisons generated by reason of the
cold. -

The secrét of health lies in
keeping these filtering and excretory
organs regular and active and this
can best be dome by using Dr. A.

W. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, ome
pill a dose 25 cts. a box, at  all
dealers, or Fdmamson, Bates & Co..

Toronto, Ont,

“*On the extraordinary success  of
this medicine as well as on the reli-
ability of this great Receipt  Book
rests the fame of A. W. Chase, M.

! ence

Birming-
“I take no shtock in such sto-
be

pritense of doin’ |

| done

[ frond Tather

T|

you | tween Lough Key and Lough Arrow,
and the road led through the passes

of the Curlew Mcuntains, famnous in
| the Elizabethan wars for the dis-
astrous defeat of Sir Comyers Clif-

ford by Red Hugh O’Donnell. It was
gathering dusk when Mary
reached the durkened house.
horseback had passed her at intervals
—gentlemen of
thither with sympathy and condol-
Once g chaise with emblazon-
ed pamnels, postillions and outriders
he stopped to enguire of her the
v —some great lord, doubtless, whg
I d afar, yet had travelled through

mire and rain to pay his respects to
the memory of Sir Lucas; so that
the cloaked and hooded girl, basket

on arnl, mwade an incongruous figure
amid the powdered dames and bno-
caded gallants when, finally, she was

ushered into the wide entrance hall,
enquiring earnestly for Miss Chris-
tine.

That young lady had heard of

Mary fromn Father O’'Rorke, amd, full
oi gratitude for the part she had
played in his safe delivery from Tri-

nity Island, hastened to her at once
land vook her apart to a secluded
room.

“I'm thruly amnd heartily sorry for
vour ‘trouble this might—may the
good Lord comfort you!’ said Mary
impulsively to the beautiful girf,
who, in her bitter grief, looked like
a rain-besprinkled lily.

“I know it, dear, and thank
from' my heart. But, Mary,
are that good angel that
Father James from Trinity
when danger threatened him?
his sake you have my eternal

You
you
warned
Island
For

grati-

| tude and my poor prayers.”

‘Sure,
the
Mary, ‘“‘and
ike erramd.
life
will be
the Hall,
till I
James."”’
“Ever his good angel! May
reward you,”” smiled Christine.
‘““He must leave here this
night He hasn’t a
to lose. Already the
are on his trail. Oh,
swke, Miss Christine, if he here,
tell him to leave at once. 1f he
delays an hour ’twill be too late. |
can’t pest aisy while he is in dan-

have
protested
here

any Catholic would
same, alanna,’’
now I am

To-day I learned that
in danger and that am ef-
made to take him here
and 1 couldn't rest a
had warned Father

on a

his is
fort
at

step

God

very
moment
bloodhounds
for heaven's
is

ger.””

‘“He is here, dear, and I will tell
him at once. ’Tis a hard trial to
lose him mnow, when I need his sup-

porting strength and sympathy; but
God will give hin! back again. What-
ever be the result to me, his life must

be preserved at all cost. You shall
have the blessing of a persecuted
saint—I am sure of that, and the

blessing of the saints is precious.”
‘“Phen you will tell him,"”
Mary; ‘““That’s enough for me, and I
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—"’
. Jack Birmingham?"’
ine. ‘'T have heard of
James, and pray

smiled

that

God may reward him. But,” she
added admiringly, ‘“‘he already has
his reward. May he be worthy of

| one so good and devoted.”’
of |

“Thanks, Miss Christine,”” smiled

| the blushing Mary; “but for him I

don’t kmow whether I could be of
any service to the good priest. He's
watchin’ the informers and keepin’
me alive ‘to their doin’s. And, by
the away;’’ said she, taking from her
bosom the breviary Birmingham had
given her;, ‘‘here’s a pook belongin’
to Father O’Rorke, Jack found it
in the old abbey on the island.”

Christine recognized the lost bre-
viary.

““He will indeed be glad to recover
it,”” she said. ‘“He dropped it in his
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, T 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
momey could repay me for helpin’
Father James? I have my reward
here,”” she added, placing her hamd
on her heart.

“True, true,’”” smiled Christine. ‘A
comscience 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, amd, oh, my dear, I beseech you
not to forget me in vofrs.”

‘“They are yours mnow, alanma,”
sobbed Mary as she kissed Christine.
‘““God aid and comfort vou and yours
this night and forever!’’

v

An hour after Father O’Rorke had
bidden e hasty and affecting farewell
to his tearful cousin, a way-worn
traveller, who had evidently journey-
ed afar, to judge by his mud-spatter-
ed rai , kmocked for admiedi
at Taafe Hall. He was clearly of the
mendicantt class, who tramped afoot
Ire - town to town, subsisting on
the chamnity of the ocountry. Amn old
man. wrinkled and bowed with years,

h mewwind o o on hig beck and
pported himsdlf with a stout staff.
Wie lone gray hair, his tattered

cloak, like o ,seph’s coat in its mur-

tiplicity of patches, his venerable

nshawe
€n on

the country hurrying |

| that Shr

sighed |

him |

| the sweet smell of after-grass
| newly mown meadows was in

| stables amd

—along ocortege of gentlemen
horseback, riding two abreast, their

milies, and  the tenamtry of  Siy
Lucas trudging efoot and bearing
their midst om the shoulders of

of
Blake—an ould
He was iook-
Mr.

\in the town 1 met the coachman
j Misther Nicholas

| fmiend of Sir Luas.
in’ for a phriest and said that

| Blake was on the point of death and

| beggin’ some one to find him a holy |

| soggarth before he died.
b

‘The Lord
s ye,” sez I, ‘there’s me’er a
1t in these parts. 1've travelled
the counthry over an’ over an’
ought to know. DBut,” sez I, ‘I hear
Lucas Taaffe has 5 nephew
who’s a holy friar, an’ as I'm go-
in’ that way I'll stop at the. Hall
an’ lave word to have the
sint to Misther Blake. It’s

more

| than likely,” sez I, ‘that some ome at
| the, Hall
| O’Rorke,

Il know where this Father
the nephew, is, am’, of

coorse, kpin’ all good Catholics,

they’ll only .be too glad to help al

So that’s me chief rai-
here now.”’

said the cook,
‘““you come

dyin’ man.’
son for bein’
‘“Ah, then,’
he had finished,
late If vou wor here two hours
earlier you'd ha’ found the priesht
himsel'—God bless an’ save him from

informers an’ spies!”’

when

““Amen, amen, asthore!’” sighed the |

beggar. “‘But if ye should chanst to
Hnow where he’s hidin’, I'm sure ye-
Il let him know.””

“It’s more than likely that poor
Christine, the heart-broken col-
knows where he wint
to her whin T get a chance
Of coorse she's too much taken up
now wid the gentry and the high
quality in the house, comin’ an’ go-
in” from mornin® till night to pay
their respects to him that's dead—
God resht his sowl!””
‘“Thank you, ma"am, thank

Miss
leen,
spake

vou

You wor ever kind an’ good, an’ if |
you can do anything for poor Mis-
ther Blake ’twill be a charity—

great charity
the beggar.
“‘I don’t think we can do anything
till afther the funeral to-morrow,”’
said the cook. ‘‘Miss Christine’ll be
too busy; disthressed am’ all as she
is now, poer Mttle colleen! But do

out an’ out,”

you think Mr. Blake’s that bad that

he'll need the priesht at once?”’
‘“Well, maybe he’ll lasht a coujle
of days longer. At last the coach-
man thought—so,”” said the man co-
gitatively. “But the sooner the
friar s found the betther,"” he added.
“Of coorse, if nothing can be done
till afther the Masther’'s funeral—an’
it’s raisonalble 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
ny part any way, and ye’'ll do the

resht, 1I'm sure.”

** "Deed, then, we will. You may
be sire of that. But, me poor
mamn, * as the beggar rose to go,
“you'll be hungry on the way and |
ye'll wanft a bite. So haud me yer
bag.”’

The poor man gladly surrendered
his bag to her solicitous hands,

which placed in it a roast fowl, a
loaf of bread and some cold meat.

““God bless ye this night!’’ he

mumbled at the kitchen door, hat in [

hand, ‘‘bless ye and save ye an’ al-
ways sind ye full and plenty!”’
Alter which, shouldering his bag
and taking his staff, he hobbled out
of the kitchen yard and was lost

| amid the trees.

It was a warm harvest night, and
and
the
The beggar rounded from the
out~-houses back of the
Hall and emerged into the avenue,
checkered with moonlight. There,

air.

close to the main entrance, he lay

down 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,
sleeping, but keenly alent, his eye
on the hall door. No one passed
it after midnight, and in the miorn-
ing, when the larks began to quiver
and carol heavenward, he aroso
and sought a neighlboring field. There
in the shelter of the haycock he ate
his roast fowl amd awaited umtil
about noomn, a shrill wailing of wo-
men’s voices came over the field. It

not

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 rcached ' _the
gray ruins of Kiloran Abbey  with
the circumjacent graveyard, he omce
more resumed his staff and there at
the gate he stood, mournful, mendi-
cant and dejected, the picture of ab-
ject misery in his patched cloak amnd
venerable white hair.

Hat in hand he stood thus, umftil,
heralded by the Keening uluacions of
the women, the funeral hove in sight
on

hats draped in streanding white, the
manes of their horses beribbomed in
white, followed by coaches amd
chaises with emblazoned panels con-
taining the ladies of the country fa~

priesht |

too |

™

replied
|

done |
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When papa’s sick ma

Right side the bed an

While Sis she has to

For he says he’s ‘“‘a

And wants the childr

Be there when ‘‘suffe
through:"’

And kiss us all and t

Then moans and says
thick"’-

1t's awful sad when
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When papa’s sick he ¢
Until he hears the d
“You've only got a C
You'll be all right'n
And then—well, say!
see,
He's different as a m
And growls and scold
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HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS
ANY evennumbered sectiou oi Domi-

{nion Land in Manitoba, Sasketche
| wan and Alberta, excepting 3 and 26,

There's always sonieth

| not reserved, may bc homesteaded by

any person who is the solc head of s
“Lum'ly, or any male over 13 ycars of
| age, Lo the extent of one-quarter set-
| vion of 160 acres, more or less.

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

Enmtry by proxy may, however, be
made on certain conditions by the
father, mother, son, daughter, bro-
ther or sister of an intending howme
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 i®
each year for three years. :

(2) If the father (or mother, if
the father is deceased) of the home
steader resides upon g farm in the
vicinity of the iana entered for, the
requirements as to nesidence may be
satisfied by such person residiog
with the father or mother.

(8) If the settler has his perme

Some kind of horric

And prim Aunt Jane

on

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

And she says that I'r

keep
Ten thousand housel

And brother John, de

tall,
He helps to rub it i

By saying T'll grow t

Of less use than a p

He tells of all the w

When he was home f

To hear him talk you’

His boyhood went by

And pop and mom rey

By lecturing on slot

Though T'm sharp eno

Tt's just a trick wit

They want to stir me

Tm as bad as they @

‘But underneath their

: i Jands
nent residence upon farming Can see they’re very

owned by him in the vicinity of his
homestead the requirements as %
residence may be satisfied by res-
dence upon said land. :
writing

I'm this, I'm that, I's
An imp, o plague, g
To make me think th
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