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[ the song of the passing bird. You!
FATHER DE LISLE. it
. lories, they haunt ime ever, ever! :

By Miss

(A Tale of fact in fiction's garb).

CHAPTER XVI.

Doctor-«What a sigh is there?

The heart is sorely charged.

Gentlewoman—I would not have
such a heart in my bosom for the
dignity of the whole body.—Mac-
beth,

One of the
Strand belonged
family. It was kept in a state of
splendor, for, under the present
Ear], there was a far greater ex-
Penditure than under the former,
though he had been considered
liberal, The principal rooms in the
Mansions were those which looked
out on the river, and the long gar-
den ran sloping down to the banks,
where a boat-house and convenience

finest houses in the

for landing and embarking were to'

be found, as well as the barge in
which the Farl and the Countess
were wont to sail. We need hardly
have said the Countess, for of late
years she had borne little part in
the festivities, and withdrawn into
a retirement which it seemed
strange, indeed, should be "t,he
choice of a young and beautiful
Woman, possessed of rank and

wealth., It was said by some that

the disappointment of having no
family preyed upon the Countess'’s
Spirits, For the first time for
many centuries, had the house of
Beauville failed in an heir,
world said his mortification had
done much to estrange the Earl
from his wife, and render him, as
he was, conspicuous for his gallant-
tries, even in an age and in a coart
Where the license was most free.

artment in a house

One large a
ge ol peen called ior

we speak of had
Tany vears the Countess’s bower,
and had been occupied by success
ive noble ladies of Beauville. In
this chamber sat Isabel, Countess
of Beauville. The
A‘bo‘ver”
Yeign, There was neither lute bor

embrojderv irame, nor were there:

the young ladies of rank, who gen-
erally were the companions of a
noble lady’s solitary hours. The
Present Countess loved to be al(fne,
and the quantities of books piled
Up against the wall, the large tabie

fovered with writing materials,

Near which she was sitting, showed
Plainly a taste cast in different
directions. It was true Isabel de-
Voted herself entirely to study, and
endeavored in such a pursuit to
find some solace for her great un-
appiness.

Ten years have strangely altered
this beautiful creature; for though
er beauty had truly ripened since
she has passed from girl to wonan
there are lines on the countenance
Which tell of much endured; there
s a depth of grief in those large
Ustrous eyes which speak of tears
~hot, blixiding tears. At the mo-
Ment we are describing, the Count-
©Ss was sitting at her writing-table
and holding in her hand a manus-
Seript, evidently of age and value.
Dle was giving her whole attention
to_ deciphering it; at length she
'2id it down, and looking around
the room as if to relieve her eyes,
Sighed deeply; it was not only the
S1gh of the overtasked student.

At this moment the arras which
OTimed the doorway was pushed
aside and Rachel entered; the
Same fajthful Rachel, who looked

OTe  than ten vears older, and

ose face wore also a look ol
Yadness—hut it was of a different
nd to that of her mistress—there
“}18 Peace and resignation mingled
a;th the grief of the simple-minded

f} faithful servant.

Sai;\n‘ it please you, my }ad\.”
er Rachel, “a gentleman without
ﬁ\’es to speak to you.” .
hea‘(»)n ‘what business, and who 18

.., Said Isabel, sharply.

i do not know my lady; but }.16
froone O.f noble birth, I am certun
giv?h'hls bearing;—'—as he Qid not
ask » ‘S name, I.‘d‘ld not like to
3
Sul;w.ell, you must admit him, I
Scopose; perhaps,”’ and she smiled
“Infully, ‘he has a favor.to.beg

to the Beauville

Have pity on me, Walter, vou have
done vour best; now leave e, for
truly it is not sale to tarry long.”

Walter drew back, and his face
- ¢hanged—changed from the tender
vearning with which he had looked
on her, to the stern and yet sweet

.
-if]l))lrli?mn of one whose office is to‘ Famlly Hel‘ald and Weekly Star
“I have spoken to you, as FOR ONE YEAR
| . S Hrother to sister, as children of one .
jcessmn, poor soul. ‘mother, as those bound together:
Rachel Waitedl tl_il” h;r missrelss with a tender human love; but I
had finished, and then departed. In g¢peak now as a priest to sinner, as. i H
another minute she returned, usher—‘sllwpherd to a lcl)st and wander‘ing ' Two Beautiful Colored Pictures . . .
ling in a gentleman whose dress, {sheep. Not in ignorance have you
though plain, showed him of gentle - sinned, but with the full light shin-
blood. Isabel scarcely glanced atling in vour eves. You sold vour
‘him; she had risen and bowed with hirthright for a mess of this:
a stiffi and haughty manmer, which! orld's miserable jovs, and if you;
had become habitual to her; mow do not repent great and awful will |
reseating hersell, she motioned her he the punishment. Oh, think you:
visitor also to a seat, and then|ell, have you really chosen? When'
P said: we sin wilfully, we sayv we are lost, |
“What would vou of me, sir?” ' tis a4 common speech: think you[
The stranger’s eyes were fixed on we know what we mean? In flames
Isabel, and he answered in a voice  forever: in unutterable torments; to -
whose gentle and clear tomes madeihave the face of God forever turned
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iof the Earl, and seeks 'my’ inter-
Together with the following beautiful premiums.

“HEART BROKEN”

and

“HARD TO CHOOSE”

g

Each 22 x 28 inches, in 1| delicate tints,

AND

and the;

aspect of the.
had changed under her:

iher heart give a sudden thrill. lin wrath upon us,—God in whom|
;we live, and move, and have our
‘being. We fancy in this world we
"can hide from God. No such thing,
He is around us, even the most sin-
ful, His breath is our life. Isabel,
1do vou choose death, eternal death
.where the fire is not quenched?”
| Isabel rose from the ground. Her
I face was pale, but determined.
“You have done your duty, Wal-
ter., and now farewell. 1 have
chosen my own path, and will bear
my own risks. Spare me the agony

«] am come, madam, to ask
your alms towards the necessities
of our poor persecuted fellow-
Catholics. You know well, T doubt
‘not, the distress they endure for the
sake of our holy faith.”

Isabel felt her heart stop beating
for a moment; but her face did not
change,—her mask was worn too
. well. Her tone was more haughty
land cold still, as she replied:

“You mistake, sir, and I marvel
'the times teach you not more

‘caution. The FEarls of Beaunville

‘have been for many years Protest-!

lants.”

“Yes, madam,”
the - thrilling voice, ‘‘the Earls,
‘but not the Countesses. Surely I
mistake not now in thinking I ad-
dress a daughter of De Lisle, a line
‘which has remained faithful to
their God!”

For a moment Isabel turned pale
but she recovered herself quickly.
She rose from her seat—

“You are taking a liberty which I
.consider unwarrantable in a stran-
‘ger. Your errand here will, how-
‘ever be safe with me; but depart
instantly, sir, I entreat you, and
leave me in peace.’

« In peace,’ Isabel”
stranger, in a low and altered tone
as he rose and came nearer to her;
«and ‘could I' leave you in it I
would go joyfully.”

Isabel started; she looked up into
his face with a sudden glance of
recognition, which changed into
agony, and then sank on the
ground, crouching at his feet.

again replied

said the

i

;ding my servants turn you from
'my doors. We ‘have' chosen; you
‘{or heaven—I for earth. Let me at
‘,least enjoy, as best I may, my
|share of the compact.”

. She stood waiting for his answer
| —hard, cold and resolute. Walter’s
"eyes did not seek hers; they were
raised to heaven. He said, as if
speaking to himsell, “Yes, it is the
last time, for the way must be
Jdong.”  He roused himself. “Fare-
well, my poor sister! May God in
His great mercy have pitv on vou
ere it is tqo late.” . ‘

‘ (To be continued.)

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN
; : SPORT.

: A good ‘deal is being written
‘just now ahout the excessive fond-
ness of the Briton for sport «s
contrasted with the American's
,strict attention to business, Qur

'view of the matter is that they

‘of seeing vou again, or worse, bid- :

‘A Large Colored Map of the Dominion of Canada

| (22 x 28 inches), with Special Maps for
‘ Each Province and for the United States.

The two pictures to be given are typical bits ild 1i
iprevalhng note in each is—as it should bngubbﬁig oefnjcohyﬂmetllltf;ebf 1&:
;moment, with just a touch of ome ‘of the evanescent shadows of child-
thood tor throw the gay colors into relief. They will please and charm

upon any wall where they may hang, bringing to one an inner smile
{of the soul even on the darkest day. For what can shed more h
‘ness abroad than the happiness of children ? re heppt

E One of the pictures is called

“Heart Broken'

| We will not let the reader into the secr

ibut one of the merry little companions of tl?: :zfoe“f]uhla;it}iis ;llngenehd'
| has broken her heart is laughing already, and the other hardl 1k owa
iw}_xat ha§ happened. Cut flowers nod reassuringly at th Y n(t)iwB
ibrLgh’c bit of verdure covered wall stands in the backgroum?n, Tl?:r is
!somethl'ng piquantly Watteauesque about one of the peti.te fi ey
i suggesting just a touch of French influence on the artist gires,
‘ The other picture presents an : iti
of et })t u calll)ed other of the tremendous perplexities

; “Hard to Choose”

As in the other picture, we will not gi i .

J ! re, give away the point mad
Ethe artists before the recipients analyze it for Zhemseplves. i&;aglyl
;;there are three.happy girls in the picture, caught in a moment of
| pause in thg midst of limitless hours of play. One of the little maids
i_stlll holds in her arms the toy horse with which she has been play-
jing. Flowers and .butterﬁies color the background of this, and a).,n
iarbour and a quaint old table replace the wall.

| The' two pictures togethgr will people any room with six happy
ihttle girls, so glz.ad to be_ alive, so care-free, so content through the
jsunny hours amidst their flowers and butterflies, that they must
ibrighten the house like the throwing open of shutters on a sunn
' morning. Y

Itake their sport in different ways. |

 ‘Have pity on me,” she gasped-ippe pleasure which Mr. Arthur J..
\\‘al.ter’”han pity. . Balfour finds in beating an oppon- !
“Pity! .sard.he stooping over her ient fairly on the golf-links, Mr. 3. |

and speaking in tones of the ut';ogden Armour finds in beating a|

Quick Reference Map of

. (S ]
most tenderness. My sister, my!number of

Isabel, I havé mnot come to speak oner |
' . .wheat market, incidentally per-
harsh words, but to bid you 1(’Ok;haps raising the price of the;
to peace, and hope, and life. Ah,|_ " a8 barrel of flour |

how miserable are you, my Isabpel; {by half a dollar. It cannot be for |
I see it written on your face, and | - o= that Mr. Armour is striving
hear it in your voice; the reed on3for he alreadv has more than he
which vou leant has pierced your}knows what to do with. It must
hand; come 1.)ack then to Him who }be purely for the sake of ‘‘playing
will never .fall you; on whom if you |y ", e “and beating the other
lean He will carry you through allip s And in this commercial
sorrow. Come to the good Shep-' . ¢ o there are no rules of fair
herd, my Isabel.” !play, English business men pro-
“No, no, Walter,”” she answered, 'bably live longer than their Ameri-
raising her head, ‘it is impossible; .. . cousins, get more genuine on-
I am lost, I know it. I dare not ioyment out of life, and do less
face my husband's anger. I willaot } o ¢ their fellow-men.—The
leave him; 1 will not tear myself ¢, oot
awav even from the mocking
shadow of his love. No,” her voice:
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BOV'S ESSAY ON THE HEN,

opponents  in the;The Dominion '52

< <+ of Canada

SPECIALLY PREPARED

The map of the Dominion of Canada will fill a long felt want. It

+has been prepared specially for the Family Herald and Weekly Star,

and is rlght up-to-date. It is printed on a sheet 22 x 28 inches, each
province in a different color; it shows the adjacent portions o‘f the
. United States, the exact location of the towns, villages, etc., all rail-
road routes, including the new G. T. Pacific. It gives ,the 1;‘opulati

according to the very latest census, of all small and larpe places Qn
Canada. With the Dominion maps will be enlarged proviicizl .
that appeal to subscribers in each province, as follows: maps,

For Subscribers in Man., NW.T. & B.C.

1

grew calm and hard, I have With the Dominion Map wi .
chosen, we both have chosen. You of Canada's Great We"ti Ap will be found an enlarged map
cast aside every hope of life to A st hey ond the Lﬂkesv ”ght Up-to-(lure

follow the Cross of Christ; I cast an essay on hens produced the
away faith and my hopes of heaven following: Hens Is curious  anj-

for earthly love, let us abide by our imals: they don't have no nose mnor|

we shall both have ;5 teeth nor no ears. They swallow :
) {their whittles whole and chew it to need (lescripti(m

“And our mother, Isabel,” he an-‘iup in their crops iaside of ‘em. The | cultural paper in ("L'H‘l(l“

swered,—; ‘have you forgotten her? ‘outside of hens is generally put i“",ﬁBl 00 per vear RN
. «

choice: verily
our reward.”

have vou forgotten her dying bed, ‘o pillers and into feather dusters.|

A hov who was required to write | b Tt ) 4 §
A complete information regarding location and situation of all

towns and villages in the Western Provinces.

The Family Herald and Weekly Star is too well known
It is the greatest Family and Agri-
If;s regular subseription price is
, and you can’t get it anywhere else for less

and her last words, and her burial!The side of a hen is sometimes ﬁn_!except from us, and we will gi\'e it to you for

day and Father Gerard? He is|ed with marbles and shirt buttons|
dead now, Isabel—dead for love of and w«ich. A hen is very much
Christ, he died in my arms, pray-jsmaller than a good many other‘;
ing for you. Have you forgmten,animals, but they'll dig up more!
Castle de Tisle and the
your happy, holy youth?” ain't a hen. Hens is very useful tol
«No, I have not forgotten,”” she|lay eggs for plum puddings. Hens'
gnswered; “I can see each leaf on;have got wings and can fly when |
the trees that line the terraced|they get f{rightened. I cut off a
walk; I can almost count the blades| hen's head with a hatchet, and it
of grass; I can hear in the still}frightened her to death.”—Michigan
night the ripple of the brook and|Catholic.”- o ‘

Only 25 Cents

days of |tomato plants than anything that| Any one of the premiums are worth more than that alone
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