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Conroy Bros.
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Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfittcrs,
Estimates Given.

Jobbing Promptly Attended To

Lawrence Riley
PLASTERER

Successor to John Riley. Established in i860, 
•uja and Ornamental Plastering. Repairs of 
gflgisdepromptly attended to.

15 Paris Street, Point St. Charles.

D. H. WELSH & GO
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SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

8T. PATRICK'S SOCIETY —Estab
lished March 6th, 1856; incorpor
ated 1868; Meets in St. Patrick’s 
Hall, 92 St. Alexander street, first 
Monday of the month. Committee 
meets last Wednesday. Officers; 
Rev. Chaplain, Rev. Gerald Mc- 
Shane, P.P.; President, Mr. H. J. 
Kavanagh, K. C.; 1st Vice-Presi
dent. Mr. J. C. Walsh; 2nd Vice- 
President, W. G. Kennedy ; 
Treasurer, Mr. W. Du rack; Corres
ponding Secretary, Mr. T. C. Ber- 
mingham; Recording Secretary, Mr. 
T. P. Tansey; Asst.-Recording Se
cretary, Mr. M. E. Tansey; Mar
shal, Mr. B. Campbell; Asst. Mar
shal, Mr. P. Connolly.

Synopsis of Canadian North-Wesl
HOMESTEAD REGULA I IONS

AN Y even numbered Motion of Domi
nion Load in Manitoba, Saskatche
wan and Alberta, exceptingti and 26, 
not reserved, may bo home#Leaded by 
any person who is the sole head of a 
family, or any male over 18 years <ri 
age, to the extent of one-quarter Mo
tion of 160 acres, more or lees.

Entry must be made personally at 
the loeal land offiee for the district 
In which the land is situated.

Entry by proxy may, however, t* 
made on certain conditions by tfca 
father, mother, son, daughter, bro
ther or sister of an intending home

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

( 1 ) At least six months rssidenoe 
upon ttsd cultivation of the land la 
each year for three years.

12 ) If the father ( or mother. 11
the father is deceased ) of the heene- 
eteeder resides upon a fsxm in the 
vicinity of the land entered for, the I
requirements as to nesidenee assy be I 
satisfied by such person residing 
with the lather or mother -

(B) If the Miller has Me y sons 
neot reeidenM upon farming Made 
owned by him in the rieinity of Me 
homestead the requirements ne to 
reeidenM may be satisfied by r#M- 
deoee upon said lend.

Si* months’ notice In 
should be given the Cei 
Domini0» Lands at Ottawa of he- 
ton Mon to apply for patent.

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

N.B.—Unauthorised publication of 
this advertisement will not be paid

Una Morrin was sighing as she tidi
ed up the kitchen for the evening after 
the meal. She sighed as she piled 
high the turf on the fire. She sigh
ed as she raked the embers under the 
Dutch oven which held the cake for 
she brushed back the ashes of the 
hearth, and she heaved a mournful 
“Mhuire a’s truagh! " as she drew 
out the stooleen and sat down to 
card some wool. And it was a bad 
sign for Una Morrin to be sighing 
like that,’ because she was always 
the light-hearted girl, was Una Mor-

Though she possessed the tihrüft— j 

and all the need of it that often 
drives the inhabitants of Ireland’s j 
coast country from 'their homes-^to- 1 
night the “cards" lay idle in her I 
hands, while she gazed, wide-eyed I 
and long, through the chinks of red I 
glow which the loosely heaped turf j 
made upon the coals beneath. Faith, | 
there was a weary look on the face : 
of Seen Ban’s daughter, as if she 
were thinking long for t,he voice of 
some one. And it was not her pray- | 
ers that kept her silent.

Outside the wind blew hard, as 
the winds of Connacht do, when 
they whip in from the sea on stormy 
nights. Its wail rose and fell be
tween the booming of the surf that 
beats against the rocus at the foot 
of Maeve’s Cliff. Now and then an 
alien noise would pierce 'the thunder
ing of the sea and wind—a sound of 
falling boards, a slamming of a 
neighbor's door, the creak of hinges 
straining to be loose. Aye, and 
through the wildness of the night 
there camte the sorrowful note that 
is heard only along the Erse coast, 
when the women of the fishing folk 
sit within their cottages, hugging 
memories of nights long past, bitter 
recollections of this night or of that 
day. when their lad or himself went 
out to sea—and did not return. Was 
it the wild cry of poor souls drown
ed, that came through the twilight 
of storm and drifting winds to those 
of the lonely hearthe ? God knows!

+ 4* +
Starting from her revery, Una 

Morrin arose to light the candle. 
The noise of the stooleen grating 
upon the earthen floor aroused old 
Moira from her doze.

“What’s keepin’ Niall Murtngh 
these nights, alanna?"

“How should I know, Granny?" 
the girl exclaimed impatiently. But 
her cheek nnd neck showed red. and 
it was not the glow of the candle’s 
light that made it so. <.

“He has not been here since the 
Sunday that brought Jamsie McElin 
in here. Had ye any words?"

“For what should we have
words?"
' "I d’know, I d'know, at all. Onlv 
I thought tie the gleam of his eyes 
that day that he was vexed wid^e 
actin' ye had wid Jamsie McElin.

"An’ what was it Niall Murtagh’s 
business, if I talked civil wid my , 
neighbor ?"

Granny offered no argument
against this : but there was ai 
shrewd look in her old eyes as she 
Studied the face of her granddaught- . 
er. The girl had turned from the 
window where she had placed the t 
candle, and was pushing back the 
rush-seated arm-chair into the sha
dowy comer, where it might offer 
comfortable seating to the spirits of 1 
its former possessors. the various 
patriarchs of her clan. Una Morrin 
was not thinking of them. More , 
probably were her thoughts eon- - 
cerned with Niall Murtagh who was ; 
wont to occupy this chair, when 
with bashful excuse he “stepped in 
to light me pipe.”

Granny said a "Hail Mary" or 
two. and 'then she ventured : "Niall 
Murtagh is the fine, handsome lad."

Una crossed over to the dresser 
and rattled tho blue-flowered cups 
against each other.

"He’s the dead spit o’ his father." 
Una was still searching for some

thing on the dresser.
"I mind the time when his fath-

WAS WEAK AND THIN
WIT WEICIED 78 POUNDS. 
WW WEIGHS IIS POUNDS.

W Henri Trouble and Shortness 
el Breath for 8h Years.

■MOOT HEART AM NERVE PILLS
w*d Mrs. K. R Bright, Burnley, Out 
•ke writes « *‘I wee greatly troubled, for 
■dx J»»». with my heart and shortness of 
heath. I eoeld not walk eighty rods with- 
*«t resting four or five times in that short 
dhtsnes. I get so weak and thin I only 
Wdghed seventy-three pounds. I decided 
hlset to take eome of Milbum’s Heart and 
Wsrve Pills, and after taking eight boxes 
1 Seined In strength and weight, and now 
wwgh one hundred and thirteen pounds, 

»*t I ever weighed in my life. I feel 
W*D and eon work as well as evfr I did, 
•wd wn heartily thank Milbum’s Heart and 
XmMi.farit.il."

pw boar or 1 ban. far 
H.K a Ml dwbn, or eri" *. . . . . . . . . . . iü

"Granny, I'm going to America,’’ 
interrupted the g»rl, now coming 
down to the lire with a letter in 
her hand. "Ned says in his letter 
that I’d be better off in Now York, 
or with No»a in Chicago, than livin’ 
bene In want—’ ’ , ,

’’An’ -who Bays that we’re liTin 
in went?*' screamed granny, no 
longer bent over the beads in ell hu
mility, but eitiling bolt upright with 
queenly rage. ’’Arrah, will you bear 
the girl!” she apostrophized the 
rafters. "Sure, when was a Morrin 
ever lookin' for charity?” '<

•■Well, is it not charity to be tak- 
‘in’ fish that Niall Murtagh leaves at 
our door?” .

Granny subsided. For well she 
! knew that it was not charity which 
' brought Niall Murtagh and his fieh 

to their door. There was even lurk- 
; ing about the corners of her mouth 
■ a smile that said. "We’ll see, we 11

I After awhile Granny roused her- 
1 self to ask: "What’s put It in your 
1 head to go to America?”
! Una did not answer immediately,
! but taking the tongs, occupied her- 
! sell in replacing a smoldering sol 
that had fallen away from the fire. 
Then she spoke. .

"What’s the use o sittin here, 
thinkin’ an’ prayin’ for the good 
times to come to Ireland, when 
there’s a grand counthry like that 
beyent to go to? What’s the good 
o’ scrubbin’ the dresser end the nog
gins, day in an’ day out, an dhryln 
the seaweed along the rocks an 
cleanin’ the fish until you die of old 
age with nothin’ for It, or nothm 
o’ change, but the semé old footta 
o’ turf, and the dlggin’ o poteens. 
Sure, what use is there in all o \
that?” . v- ,

“Ah’ whet are we put here for, 
alarma, if it le not for that?

Una poked the tonga into the fire

t-o be wisliin’, but I cannot stop the 
cryin of my heart after -what I can
not find in Inisaill nor in the other 
villages nigh. There be’s times when 
I look bey ant the empty sea that I 
have a notion o' how t’would be 
to clear out an' leave it all. Over 
there it would not matter a ha'porth 
if the weather is bad or the storm 
is on the sea, for there's no need of 
the men to go out for the fish an’ 
there s other work to bo had over 
there. Oh, then, it must be grand 
not to be fret tin’ an’ botherin’ about 
the weather!”

“Orra, what's come over you, col
leen?” old Moira remonstrated, 
blessing herself the while against the 
consequences of this blasphemy. 
“Isn’t it God that sends the wea
ther, an’ why should we be findin' 
fault with Him, nrV isn’t it as well 
that you are here wid your ould 

| grandmother as bein' over there 
| among strangers as Nora is, wid not 
a soul near her ïrotm the village? 

j Sure it's not lonely you are for 
them that writes to you only to 

1 bhrouble you with longin’ when they 
j know you cannot leave your old 

Granny."
“Ay, it’s lonely 1. am, Granny, an’ 

wishful for the ones beya-nt. An’ why 
shouldn’t T be, wid all belongin' to 
me over there save you. Granny ! 
Whin I sit on the bench of an even
in'. an’ the l-ittle waves come creep- 
in' in an’ break-in' themselves against 
the rock-eons below, my heart is 
breakin’ wid them, tin’ I can hear

• whisperin' o' voices in them, 
'tlieir voices. Ned's an' Dominic's an’ 
Moira’s, and Lite liltin’ voioe of 
Noreen. D’ye mind the voice of our 
Noreen, Granny?"

The girl bad been playing idly 
with the tongs, but now she drop
ped them absently, and with hands 
hanging listlessly before her, she Bat 
and stared with teai'-wet eyes into 
the fire.

There was silence broken only by 
the clicking of the old woman’s 
beads against one another.

Una looked (up from the fire at 
her grandmother's face. There were 
tears, too. in Granny’s eyes..

“ "Pis the will o’ God, and He 
knows best, acushlu. an’ sure, 
agradh I'll soon be going home, an'

Una arose abruptly and kissed her. 
"Orra, Granny dear, don’t be talk

in' that way. Suie T would not -be 
leavin' you at. nil. Doesn’t Neddeon 
want -me to bring you out—"

"God forgive thv poor lad, an' give 
him isense, an’ what would T be do
in' out there?"

Una went, over to open the half- 
door, for she knew they had come 
•to e point where argument was use-

“ 'Tis a wild night on the water," 
she murmured. “I wondber if he’s in 
wid the ourragh yet?”

“What’s that you say, alanna?" 
inquired Granny.

“I said ’twas a bad night for them 
that’s out at the fishin’."

“Faith it is then—an’ for the poor 
wives that’s waitin'. God send 
they’ll come back safe and sound, 
all o’ them."

A gust of sea-wind swept in, scat
tering the ashes over the newly- 
brushed hearth, and whirling a cloud 
of smoke out into the kitchen to 
suck it back again up the chimney. 
The candle sputtered and died out.

At that moment a man sped by in 
the dark. He was shouting between 
the sobs of his breath as he mount
ed the street leading up to warns the 
priest’s house. But all that Una 
could distinguish were the words. 
“Drowned, drowned.’’

* ‘Somebody’s drowned ! ’ ’ she called 
to old Moira.

“God have mercy on their sow Is, 
an’ on us all ! ” prayed the mother 
and grandmother of many souls gone 
out in the same mx-nner. “Who is it, 
he sand?"

But Una was straining her eare 
to catch some sound from the beach 
Only the laprlap of broken waves 
came to her through the roar of the 
storm. Nor could she see the land
ing, for, down the road a bit the 
house of Paudheen Gill cut it off 
from her view. All she saw were 
the clouds that rolled darkly in and 
hung low over the fields, and thin 
daughter of fishermen shivered with 
apprehension.

“Come, avouraeen, an' we’ll say 
the rosary »~. mm, whoever it be ” 

But there was none to kneel with 
the old woman, for Una Morrin, 
with a premonitory fear clutching 
her heart, was fleeing like a wild 
thing down towards the landing.

On the glistening rocks of the 
Black Steps, the landing place of 
the fishers of Inisaill, a number of 
men were huddled together in groups 
standing close, aa men do, when dis
cussing a recent calamity. /

“ 'Tis Seon Ban’s daughter!"
Una heard the anxious note in 

their voices els they passed her name 
from one to the other, and she knew 
that the grief for the drowned would

The young fisherman was silent. 
Una. looked from one to tho other 
of the men about her. They, too, 
we Be silent.

“He want out aft her him, thin ! 
Tell me, Michael O’Gallagher?"

“He did."
The other men moved uneasily 

away, one by one, leaving Michael 
O’Gallagher to talk to the girl. 
Their inherent delicacy forbade these 
Irish fishermen to intrude upon an
other’s grief where there was no 
moans of comforting the stricken 
one. It wus their way.

But Una Morrin came of a proud 
race, and neither Niall Murtagh nor 
James McElin was brother or hus
band to her. The eyes that looked 
into those of Michael O’Gallagher 
were clear, even hard, ns she nked 
with steady, reproachful voice: "Did 
anny o’ ye at all to wid him?"

"I offered to go .wid him meself, 
but he wouldn't have it., on account 
o’ my mother and Kathie. He said 
that he was the only mon to do it. 
since there was no wan to be loft, 
to mourn for him. him bein’ the last
of the Murtaghs." -----*—

The eyes of Una Morrin lost their 
clearness for a moment, and she 
shuddered.

Michael was holding something in 
his hand. She could not. see what 
it was, but when he dropped it into 
hers she knew that it was the gold 
watch which her brother Dominic 
had sent from New York to Niall 
Murtagh. It. was a souvenir of an
other evening such as this. when 
young Murtagh had snv<*l her bro
ther’s life.

“He ton Id me to give this to you, 
if he did not come back," Michael 
O’Gallagher whispered in her ear. as 
if thev could be heard on the storm- 
swejrt beach. 4 “but God send that 
you may have the chance to give it 
back to him, IJna agradh."

She pieced the watch in her lx>- 
som. and lifting her eyes looked wist- 
fullv toward the -sen. A sol-id wall 
of darkness seemed to Me betnvtvn 
those on shore and the waters that 
belched and roared beyond the rocks 
Only the white foam and salt spray 
come in to beat iqion their faces as 
they stood there, waiting for they 
knew not what. Nothing could live 
in those tearing seas. The wet wind 
rushing viciously in upon her told 
her that. Yet she asked:

“Do you think, Michael—is-—there— 
anny chance at all?"

The young fisherman shook his 
head, but with the faith of an Irish 
heart answered: “Who knows but 
God will bring them both back 
safe?”

The girl took a few steps nearer to 
the water, where she stood in si
lence for n moment. Suddenly she 
leaned forward and with her hand 
•to her ear she listened intently. Mi
chael called to her to come back 
but she did not hoed him. He, too, 
went down to the water’s edge and 
taking lier arm urged her to go 
home. She pushed him from her ami 
continued to listen.

At last she turned to him with a 
quick, anxious movement and de
manded:

Did you hear that?”
I hear nothin’ but the roar of the i

“Whisht!” she cried, "there it is ! 
again ! God and his angels be Wid j 
us! It’s his voice, his voice, J tell ; 
you!” And before her companion j 
caught t he sense of her words she | 
was fleeing ft long the wet rocks to 
the house of Paudheen Gill.

Michael O’Gallagher stood storing 
helplessly after her.

By this time most of the inhabit
ants of Inisaill had assembled on 
the Black Steps. Women with Imre 
feet glistening white on the flat, 
shiny rocks that formed a natural 
quay and gave the landing place its 
name, their shawls tightly drawn 
around their shoulders, stood around 
and spoke with tearful voices of the 
two men out on the water. There 
was that in their sail tones which 
suggested or was even a prelude to 
•the caoine which, they believed, they 
would soon have need to chant for 
Niall Murtagh and the man whom 
he went out to rescue.

+ + +
Now and then the name of Una 

Morriii was on their lips with a 
“God comfort her, the crayH-ure,” for 
Una Morrin was beloved of the wo
men folk of Inisaill. since who was 
it but the daughter of Sean. Bn-n 
that nursed them when they were ill, 
and who rwas -it who could make the 
fine broth out of the see-weed when 
the famine was upon them and the 
gales too strong for the men to go 
out to the fishing? With all her

wild ways and her teasing of the 
lads, Una Morrin was ti e ; him-.,. 
girl. And none could till it ix-tui 
than they.

A young gui, with luv.1 il.vit.g, 
came running down the path lvon* 
the house of Paudheen Gill.

“Michael, Michael O’Gallagher ! ’’ 
she called, “Una Morrin is down at 
the Gap wid Ould Fandheen, and 
they are gain' out after the drown
ed nun!"

With a bound Michael was sjieed- 
in-g over the locks towards the little 
outlet below the house of Paudheen 
Gill. Tlte other men followed him, 
but one pausing before he went with 
the rest, called to Ike girl who had 
brought the news: “Run, Kathie, 
and bring Father Joyce. For the
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Twitching of 
the Nerves

be hers. ■fl
"Whose boat was it wint down/ 

ate asked.
There was a pause ol hesitancy. 

Then one tall young fallow answer- 
ed.

" 'Twas Jaanaie McEHn's. But, 
faith, we do not know whether or no 
he’s drowned at all. We did not 
miss him until we turned Billy's 
Rock, an' into the bay, for the 
darkness was upon us in a Jiffy, an’ 
'twas all we cud do to save our 
curraghs from the rocks.’

The gaze of the girl went search
ing from one group to another. Then 
she asked, "Did anny o' ye go out 
after him?”

The men were silent for a moment. 
Then one spoke, the same who had J 
answered her before.

"Una, girl, you'd betther be gain 
home. The storm—"

“For what would I be goin' home

Became almost unbearable 
until Dr. A. W. Chase’s 
Nerve Food brought about a 
cure.
Tapping of the fingers, restlessness, 

sleeplessness, inability to control the 
nerves.

What a story of exhausted nerves 
is told by these symptoms. Nervous 
prostration and paralysis are not 
far away unless restorative treat
ment is used.

The writer of this letter was for
tunate enough to learn about Dr. 
A. W. Chase's Nerve Food and tells 
his experience for the benefit of 
other sufferers from disease of the

Mr. Wm. Branton, Strathroy, Ont., 
writes: "My nervous system was all 
unstrung. I could not sleep, had no 
appetite, my digestion was poor and 
my nerves twitched. Twenty-four 
boxes of Dr. Chase’s Neryo Food 
completely restored my health."

Portrait and signature of Â. W. 
Chase, M.D., the famous Receipt 
Book author, on every box, 50 cents 
fLt all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates 
* Co., Toronto.

love of God, hurry, colli*- 
hold, lier unt^l he comes."

But Kathie O’Gallaghi-r hail nr 
need to run all the distance to Lh< 
priest's house, for she met the man 
who had first carried the news to 
the village returning, not with Fa
ther Joyce, for that, good man was 
back in the country somewhere on a 
sick call, but with a white-robed 
Dominican, Father Edward McHugh, 
who had come straight from the cha
pel where ho had been reciting his 
office, Lit lie and agile as any of 
the fisherman, this tall vom.g priest, 
with rapid steps, was hastening to
ward tlte Gap in a moment, careless 
of slippery rocks or driving wind. # 

Down at the Gap a firm- struggle 
was taking place. Through the mist 
the young priest could discern a 
dark mass of men swaying back and 
forth, now nearing the boat at the 
water’s edge, now crushing back the 
gigantic form of a rugged old fisher
man. When Fa Muer Edward drew 
closer lie could only hear the labor
ed breath of tlx* men who were striv
ing with the old man, Paudheen 
Gill, who with oars in lm-nd was 
trying to break the phalanx before 
him. Una Morrin, with another 
f»uir of oars was guarding the boat 
from a possible attack.

Even ah t he priest came upon tlwun 
a cry arohe: 1 “Hold lx*r, hold her ! 
She's, gone without him !"

And she was. For, giving up all 
hope of going out to the rescue when 
she saw the white habit of the De
mi nica-n rising out of the nuist, six.* 
made one desperate leap fnto the 
boat, and pushing out front the 
shore was threading her way through 
the small rocks when they saw her.

With the thundering voice of nu- 
Lhoiï'ly the priest called out : “Una 
Morrin, Una Morrin, in the name of 
God I command you lo come back!"

A hush of awe fell upon the men 
on the shore. Old l*nudhei«n, nerve
less now with fear, had dropped his 
oars, and with the others was stand
ing, his arms hanging lifeless by his

The girl was still 
her way out through 

“Una Mon-in. in 1 
Blessed Mother, to whom you 
consecrated, come back !"

I’airdlwvn ( .‘ill and ynme of 
others fell upon ll eii- knees.

“Can you hear me. I’na. Mon 
shouted the priest, this time thr 
a trumpet formed by his hands.

Out of the darkness and the moan
ing wind come the answer : “1 do. 
Father, on’ I’m coming track."

In a. little white the priest was 
handing her out of the boat, and 
saying, in as gen'tle a voice as it 
had been harsh before : “Go home, 
child, and put your faith in God and 
his Holy Mother. Sure do you not 
know that, if it is Ilis holy will 
that the men will he saved, it will 
bo done without, your help, and if it 
is not His will. how ridiculous 
would lie your efforts?"

When they mine back to the land
ing t/he priest drew out his rosary, 
saying : “Come, mv people, and let 
us any the heads for their deliver
ance, or.” he addi*1 after a pause, 
"for the eternal rest of their Souls. 
Kneel down. huls. km*»l clown. You 
may lie wanting this some day your- 
»elvc*R."

And there upon -the hard, wet 
rocks, with the wind and the water 
heating upon lihem. the peoffle knelt 
alvout their priest, who careless of 
the elements' as were any of the 
weather-beaten fishermen, began the 
prayer for the two men out in the 
storm. Kneeling there within the 
circle of dark form's, the young Do
minican In his white habit looked as 
if he were some pure white spirit of 
hope sent, down from heaven to thesr-i 
poor Irish in return for the faith 
they held so Noyally.

After the first decade. Father 
McHugh paused long enough to in
sist on Una’s returning to her grand 
mother. And she obeyed, though 
with lagging stepf and reiMxvti'd 
glances into ttie misty dor knew of 
the sea.

At home she found her gmmdnxvth- 
et kneeling in prayer, her arms rest
ing on a chair txJore her. and her 
back towards l ive firv. which «he had 
replenished with sods while Una was

“’Tis Niall Murtagh that's gone 
afthen J-amsie McElin. So Owen Cos- 
tigan tol-d me," said Granny, look
ing up from her beads.

“It is." Una's tone did not en
courage a discussion and the old 
woman went back to her prayers.

After a while G nanti v roused her
self again to say : “You'd betther 
light the candle, avourneen. It’s a 
cowld welcome to have the house 
darkened for them that w-ould come 
in, or for them that pass by an' 
the house widout a stian o’ light to
^uJ obediently lighted the candle, 
sighing drearily as obe did so. For 
what was the use ? Though it smil
ed a thousand welcomes now there 
was one who would never again ac
cept its invitation, one who would 
never enter With his cheery ‘Dia 
dhuÜ," or “God save all here.” Yea, 
though hen heart would call to him 
thro.xgfi alt the storms of tossing 
waters and unweary waves, he 
would not hear ill his ocean grave. 
From her eyes the tears at last burst
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soul. “An’ it was surely his voice I 
heard. Oh ! Father Edward, why 
ildd you ix)t let nx> go?’’

Down on the Black Stops the 
priest and people were »till at pray
er. It was tho last decade of the 
rosary, and some of tlx; women 
were -weeping. But the voice of the 
priest nose, firm and strong, above 
the noise of the storm, which was 
now abating.

“ I hear singin’ out there.’ 
little boy, whom his father 
Ihvii able to drive home.

“Pray for us at the hour 
death— ”
“1 tell ye. 1 hear Ringin’! 

ye hould yer whiflt?"
“Send that child home," Father 

Edward ordered. And with n ‘clout’ 
over the head as an indivcemont, the 
boy’s father was obeying.

But. Kathie O’Gallagher had run 
down to the water's edge and was 
listening. Suddenly she threw her 
arms lip in the air, and falling on 
her knees she cried: “May God and 
Ilis Holy Mother be praised. I hoar 
Hie voire of Njnll Og."

A hush fell on 1 In- kneeling crowd. 
Yes. with the drifting wind and 
mi Ml. there came through tho ocean's 
mar 1 he clear tones of “Hail, Queen 
of Heaven, tho Ocoan Star,” and tho 
voice was that of Niall Murtagh. Ho 
sang as cheerily ns if it were on 
the calmest of si*is. It was n wày 
Hurt Niall Murtagh had in moments 
of danger.

Granny had gone lo hod “up" in 
the room, for since Dominic had go no 
lo America and “made his way" 
there, the cottage of tho Morrin» 
boasted of a room “up” from tho 
fire. And Granny with tho weari
ness of saddened years, was sleeping 
soundly, while her granddaughter 
wept alone.

+ + 4*
She had closed the door, lest any 

of the villagers would intrude on 
her in her g riel, for she had the pride 
of the pure-blooded Ers**, had Una 
Morrin: a-nd now she wcarcely heard 
the shout, which arose at the sound 
of Niall Murtagh’s voice. Nor did 
she m-ove when the crowd won't,surg
ing pas-t. A feeling of resentment 
•had only half formed within her 
heart at their quick forgetfulness of 
the tragedy when suddenly the door 
was -thrown open and Niall Mur
tagh’» form entered.

For a moment superstitious fear 
came over her. but she arose, and, 
with her brain whirling, she reeled 
towards him with outstretched

Then oiuitc the cheery laugh of 
Niall Murtagh in the flesh. "Orra, 
colleen, but you are my brave girl." 
ho saul, as be caught her to fcim for 
a moment. Then holding her out at 
aim’s length he asked, mischievous
ly, “Was it Jamsie McElin or me 
that you wore wantin’ to save?”

Una Morrin had found her coquet
ry once more, and she drew away 
from him and answered with a 
glance out of tho comer of her eye:

"Are ye thinkin’ that I’d let you 
leave' Tarrwic behind?"

Then she grew grave. "But 
saved too?" she asked.

"Troth he is. Are you wantin’ * 
him?”

She laughed and pushed him into 
the rus-h-aeated aim-chair.

“I hear* you are thinkin’ o’ goin' 
to America?" Niall ventured.

"I was," she assented.
Granny, awakened by the noise, 

insifit-ed on coming out io -beer ^the 
story of the- rescue and have a "sup 
o' tay ” But. hy-and-by, old Gran
ny nodded herself to sleep over her 
beads once more, the rush-seated 
arm-chanr drew nearer to Una, and 
Una forgot America. They forget 
their grief easily in Ireland, since it 
-is all in the will of God.—Anna W. 
Nolan, in The Magnificat.
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