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’ Solicitors,
Advocates, 3
st Floor, Banque du Peuple Chambers,

g7 ST. JAMES Bm.

Phone Main 3174«
" on, Sis Alexandre Lacoste, K. C

KAVANAGH, LAJOIE & LACOSTE
ADVOCATES, SOLICITORS, Ete.

7 PLACE D’ARMES
vANAGH, K.C. PAUL LacosTe, LI B,

kw" LaJoiE, K.C. JULES MATHIEU,

b
d, K.C. H. A, Cholette, LI.B,
7. Brossargy 0 as M, Tatscy, B.C.L.

BROSSARD, CHOLETTE & TANSEY

s, Barristers and Solicitors
: “'0“:"; 160 ST, JAMES ST,
Phone Main 1oy

Guardian BMdg,
/- .x‘_»',;'
@ A BARNARD TAM , .
jarnard & Dessaulies
ADVOCATES

savings Bank Building, 160 St, James
Bell Telephone Main 1679.

—
Bell Tel. Main 3552, Night and day service.
Conroy Bros.
103 CENTRE STREET
Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters.

Estimates Given,
Jobbing Promptly Attended To

—
Lawrence Riley

PLASTERER
':“ﬁ::jorc(:a John Rnlq,;- Bu:blhh:d'ln xm:]
@il kinds promptly attended to,

15 Pars Street, Point St. Charles.

D. H. WELSH & GO

Caterers aad Confectioners

1012 HERMINE STREET, MONTREAL

Maoufacturers of the Famous D. H. W.
Brands Caramels and Everton Toffee.

Bauquets, Wedding Suppers, etc. Personal
sttention. PHONE NAIN 5301

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, Ww. G. Kennedy ;
Treasurer, Mr. W. Durack; Corres-
ponding Secretary, Mr. T. C. Ber-
mingham; Recording Secretary, Mr,
T. P. Tansey; Asst.-Recording Se-
cretary, Mr. M. E. Tanscy; Mar-
shal, Mr. B. Campbell; Asst. Mar<
shal, Mr. P. Conrolly.

§napsis of Canadian Harth- Wes
HOMESTEAD REGJLAT IGNS

ANY even numbered section of Domi-
mion Lamd in Manitobe, Saskatehe-
wan and Alberte, excepting8 and 26,
not ressrved, may b¢ homesteaded by
any person who is the sole head of a
family, or any male over 18 years of
age, to the extent of one-quarter see-
tion of 160 acres, more or less.

Entry must be made personally at
the losal land offies for the distriet
in which the land is situatad.

Entry by proxy may, however, be
made on ocertain conditions by ¢
father, mother, son, daughter, bro-
ther or sister of an intending bome
steader.

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

(1) At least six months resmdence
upon amd eultavaetion of the land im
each year for thres years.

(2) 1If the father (or mother, i
the father is dessased ) of the bome-
sleader resides upom a farm im the
vieinity of the iand entered for, the

qUuirewms as to ich may be |
satislied by sueb persem rvading
with the father or mother. '

(8) I the settior has his perma-
nent residenss upon farming lemde
owudby‘u-hlhvlcillyall
‘ the ok

q a
residence may be satisfied by rvesi-
lamd i

should be givem the Commissiomer of
Dominion Lands at Ottawa of in-
Yteniion to apply for patemt.
W. W. CORY,
Deputy Minister of the Interior.
N.B.—Unauthorized publication of
=- advertisement will not be paid

WAS WEAK AND THIN

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 vake 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-
rin.

Though she possessed the thrifft—
and all the need of it that often
drives the inhabitants of Ireland’s |
coast vountry from ‘their homes—to-
night the ‘‘cards’’ lay idle in  her |
hands, while she gazed, wide-eyed |
and long, through the chinks of red |
glow which the loosely heaped turf
made upon the coals beneath. Faith, |
there was a weary look on the face |
of Seon Ban’s daughter, as if she
were shinking long for the 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. I'ts wail rose and fell' be-|
tween the booming of the surf that |
beats against the rocks 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 came the sorrowful note that
is heard only along the Erse coast, |
when the women of the fishing folk |
git within their cottages, hugging
memonies of nights long past, bitter |
recollestions of this.night or of that |
day, when their lad or himself wentf
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 hearths ? God knows!

L]

Starting from her revery, Una |
Morrin arose to light the candle, |
'The noise of the stooleen grating

upon 'the earthen flaor aroused old
Moira from her doze. |
‘“What’s keepin’ Niall Murtagh |
these nights, alanna?’’ |
“How should I know, Granny?’’ |
the girl exclaimed impatiently. But
her cheek and 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?"’
1 d’know, T d’know, at all. Only

I thought be the gleam of his eyes
that day that he was vexed wid the
actin’ ye had wid Jamsie McElin.””
“An’ what was it Niall Murtagh’s

business, if I talked civil wid my
neighbor ?"’

iranny offered no argument
against this; but there Wwas a

shrewd look in her old eyes as she
rudied the face of her granddaught- |
The girl had turned from the

er.
window where she had placed the |
candle, and was pushing back the

rush-seated arm-chair into the sha-
dowy corner, where it might offer
ocomfortable seating to the spirits of

its former possessors, the various
patriarchs of her clan. Una Morrin
was not thinking of them. More
probably were her thoughts ceon-

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
twa, and 'then she ventured : ‘“‘Niall |
Murtagh is the fine, handsome lad.”’ |
Una crossed ~over to the dresser |
and rattled the blue-flowered cupsi
against each other.

“‘He's the dead spit o’ his father.”’
Una was still searching for somwe-
thing on the dresser.

T mind the time when his
“Granny, I'm going to America,”’
interrupted the girl, now coming
down to the fire with a letter in
her hand. ‘‘Ned says in his letter
that T’d be better off in New York,
or with Nosa in Chicago, than livin’
here in want—"’

““An’ “who says that we’'re
in want?’’ screamed grammy, N0
longer bent over the beads in all hu-
mélity, but sitting bolt upright with
queenly rage. *‘Arrah, will you hear
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

fath- l

livin’

i

self in replacing a smoldering s0d
| that had fallen away from the fire.
Then she spoke. ; ;
“'What's the use o’ sittin’ here,
n’ an’ prayin’ for the good
‘times to come to Ireland, m:

l self to ask: ‘‘What’s put it in your

our door?”’

Granny subsided. For well she
knew that it was not charity which
brought Niall Murtagh and his fish
to their door. There was even lurk-
ing about the corners of her mou-’b
a smile that said, “We'll see, we 11

»»

A.rber awhile Granny roused her-

head to go to America?’’
Une did mot answer immediately,

but taking the tongs, occupied her-

grand counthry like

go to? What's the good

| ““Drowmed,

0’ THE WIND.

to pe’ Wishin’, 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

1 look beyant 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 be had over
| there. Oh, then, it must be grand
| not to be frettin’ an’ botherin’ about
| the wea'ther!”’
| “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, an’ 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 rrom the village?
Sure it’s mot lonely vou are for
them that writes to -yvou only to
throuble you with longin’ when they
know you cannot leave your old
Granny.””

‘““Ay, it’s ronely 1 am, Granny, an’
wishful for the ones beyant. An’ why
shouldn’t T be, wid all belongin’ to
me over there save you, Gramny!
Whin T sit on the beach of an even-
in’, an’ the little waves come creep-
ir’ in an’ breakin’ themselves against
the rockeens below, my heart is
breakin’ wid them, an’ T can hear

whisperin’ o’ voices in them,
their voices, Ned’'s an’ Dominic’s an’

Moira’s, and the liktin’ - voive of
Noreen I’ye mind the voice of our

Noreen, Granmy?"’

The girl had been playing idly
with the tongs, but now she drop-
ped themn absently, and with hands
hanging listlessly before her, she sat
and stared with tear-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
her grandmother’s face. There
tears. too, in Granny's eyes.

“’Pis the will o’ God, and He
knows best, acushla, an’ sure,
agradh, 1’1l soon be going home, an’
then—""

Una arose abruptly and kissed her

“Orra, Granny dear, don’t be talk-
in’ that way Sure 1T would not-be
leavin’ you at all Doesn’t Neddeen
want me to bring you out—"’

““God forgive the poor lad, an’ give
him sense, an’ what would T be do-

at
were

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

| wene silent.

“‘He wint out afther 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-
o'ther’s grief where there was no
means of comforting the stnicken
one. It was 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, as she aked
with steady, reproachful voice: *‘Did
anny o’ ye at all 70 wid him?”’

“1 offered 10 go _wid him meself,
but he wouldn’t have it, on account
0’ my mother and Kathie. He said
that he was the only man to do it,
since there was no wan to be left
to mourn for him, him bein’ the last
of the Murtaghs.”'
The eyes of
clearness for a
shuddered

Michael was holding something in

a Morrin lost their
moment, and she

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 Xiall

l\[lll"l.z.p’l] It was a souvenir of an- |
other evening such as this when |
young Murtagh had saved her bro-

ther’s life

““He tould me to give this to you
if he did not come back,” Michael
O’Gallagher whispered in her es ‘:\s}
if they could be heard on the storm- i
swept beach, ‘“‘but God send that |
you may have the chance to give it |
back to him, Una agradh.”’ |

She placed the watch in her bo-
som, and lifting her eyes looked wist- [

|
|
|

fully toward the sea A solid wall
of darkness seemed to lie between
those on shore and the waters that |
belched and roared beyond the rocks
Only the white foam and salt spray
came in to beat upon "heir faoes as
they stood there, waiting for they
knew net what. N«thing could h\"v

|
|

in’ out there?”’

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

Iis a wild night on the water,’
“I wondher if he's in
£

she murmured.
wid the curragh ye
‘“What’s that you
inquired Granny.
“1 said "twas a bad night for them

alanna?’’ |

say,

thati's out at the fishin’.

“Faith it is the an’ for the poor |
wives that's 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 ezndle 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-
od the strect leading up towaras the

priest’s house. But all that Una
could distinguish were the words,

drowned.”’

““Somebody’s drowned !’ she called
to old Moira.

“God have mercy on their sowls,
an’ on us all!”’ prayed the A mother
and grandmother of many souls gone
out in the same r.mmmer. “Who is it,
he said?’’

But Una was straining her ears
to vatch some sound from the beach.
Only the lap-lap of broken waves
came to her through the roar of the
Nor could she see the land-

storm.

ing, for, down.the road a bit the

house of Paudheen Gill vut it  off
A\l she saw  Were

from her view.
the clouds that rolled darkly in aend
hung low over the fields, and 1.v'hm
daughter of fishermen shivered with
apprehension. 4
“Come, avourneen, an’ we'll say
the rosary sv. am, whoever it be.”
But there was nonme to kneel with
the old woman, for Una Morrin,
with a premonitory fear clutching
her heart, was fleeing like & wild
thing down towards the landing.
On the glistening rocks of the
Black Steps, the landing place of
whe fishers of Imisaill, a number of
men were huddled together in groups
standing close, as men do, when dis-
cussing a recent calamity.
“ g Seon Ban’s daughter
Une heard the anxious note in
their voices as they passed her name
from one to the other, and she knew
that the grief for the drowned would

be hers. ,5 | DErvVes.
ab"; dilkad boat was it wint d : What a story of exhausted nerves
<! hesiban is told by these symptoms. Nervous
i mﬁ:.ll > P“lﬁhﬁiw mg; prostration and paralysis are not
Then one young ‘far away unless restorative treat-
ed. ment is used.

“ 'Pweas Jamsie McElin's. But,
faith, we do not know whether or no
he’s drowned at all, We did ot
miss ‘him until we turned Eilly's
Rock, an’ into the bay, for
darkness was upon us in a jiffy, en’
‘twas all we cud do to save  -our

tho"'b

|-eont inved-to

the caoine which, they believed, they

,mé

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 TIrish
heart answered: ‘“*Who kmows 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 a 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 heed him. He, too,
went down to the water’s edge and
taking her arm urged her to el

She pushed him from her and
listen

home.

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

“Iid you hear that?’’

“T hear nothin’ but the roar of the
say.”’
““Whisht!"' she cried. “‘there it is |

again! God and his angels be wid
| us! It's his voice, his voice, I tell
vou!" And before her companion

wight the sense of her words  she
was fleeing along the wet rocks  to |
the housoe of Paudheen Gill |

Michael O'Gallagher stood staring |
helplessly r her

By this time most of the inhabit- |
ants of Inisaill had assembled on J
the Black Steps Women with bare |
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 sad tones Wwhich
suggested or was even a prelude to

would soon have need to chant for
Niall Murtagh and the man whom
he went out to rescue.

3 &

Now and then the name of Una
Morrin was on their lips with a
‘“God comfort. her, the cray'ture,’” for
Una Morrin was beloved of the wo-
men folk of Inisaill, since who was
it but the daughter of Seon. Bam
that nursed them when they were ill,
and who was it. ' who could msake the
fine broth out of the wea-weed when
the famine was upon them and the
gales too strong for the men to  go
out to the fishing? With all her

TWitching of
the Nerves

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

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
nerves.

Mr. Wm. Branton, Strathroy, Ont.,
writes: ‘‘My nervous system was all
unstrung. I could not- sleep, had no
appetite, my digewtion was poor and
my nerves twitched. Twenty-four
of Dr. Chase’s N
tel{ restored my hi Hypd
_Portrait and signature of A."'W.
‘M.D., the = famous Receipt
box, 50 cents

Food
”
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wild ways and her 11‘“’5‘:”_"1 of the

lads, Una Mormn was Go ¢

girl. * And none could teil it Ix i
| than they.
| A young girl, with haiv  lyi

| came running down the puth
the house of Paudheen Gill.

“‘Michael, Michael O'Gallagher!”’
she called, “Una Morrin is aown at
the Gap wid Ould Paudheen, and
they are goin’ out after the drown-
ed min!""

With a bound Michael was speed-
ing over the rocks towards the little
outlet below the house of Paudheen
Gill.  The other men followed him,
but one pausing before he went with
the rest, called to tke girl who had

LeOia

brought the news: Run, Kathie,
and bring Father Joyce Yor the
love of God, hurry, colleen! We'll
| hold her untd he comes.'”
| But Kathie O'Gallagher had no
| need to run all the distance to  the
| priest’s house, for she met the man
who had first carried the news  to
| the village returni not with Fa-
| ther Joyee, for that good man was
back in the country somewhere on a
| sick call, but with white-robed
| Dominican, Father Edward McHugh
{ who had come straight from the cha
| pel where he had becn reciting ]u~:}
| office, Lithe and agile as any of
| the fisherman, this tall yo ;;.w‘
with rapid steps, was hastening 1o

ward the Gap in
of 'slippery rocks or driving wind. »
Down at the Gap a fierce struggle
was taking place. Through the mist
the young priest could discern a
dark mass of men swaying back and |
forth, now the boat at the
water's edge, now crushing back the
gigantic form of a rugged old fisher
man. When Father Bdward drew
closer he could only hear the labor-
ed breath of the men who were striv-
ing with the old man, Paudheen

a moment, carcless

|
|
|
|

nearing

Gill who with oars in hand was
trying to break the phalanx before
him. Uwa Morrin, with  another
pair of ovars was guarding the boat

from a possible attack
Even as the priest came upen them
a cry arose: V'Hold her, hold her !
She’s. gone without him !’
And she was. For, giving
hope of going out 1o the rescue when

up atl

\
she saw the white habit of the Do- |
minican nrising out of the mist, slwl
made one desperate leap into |In'}
boat, and pushing out front the
shore was threading hir way through |
the small rocks when they saw her, |

With the thundering voice of au- |
thoritty the pricst ealled out @ ““Una
Morrin, Una Morrin, in the name of |

| God 1 command yon (o come back

A hush of awe fell upon the men

| on the show Old Paudheen, nerve-
less now with fear, had droppod his
oars, and with the others was stand.
ing, his arms hanging lifeless by his
side.

I The girl was still slowly finding
her way out thy h the Gap

“Una Moriir 1! name of ony
Blessed Mother, to whom you are
conscerated 1 back !"

Pavdiien e some ot the
oth fel! (8] [N

“Can you hear me, Una Morrin!”
| shouted the nriest, 1! tine through

'a trumpet formed by his hands

Out of the darkness and the moan

ling wind came the answer: “I do,
Father, an’ 1'm coming bacl

in a little while the priest was
handing her out of the hLoat and
saying, in as gentle a voice as it
had been harsk bhefore : ““Go home
child, and put yvour faith in God and
his Holy Mother Sure do vou not |
know that, if it is Flis holy will |
that the men will be saved, it will |
be done without your help, and #f it
is not HMis will. how ridiculous |
would be yvour efforts?"” ‘,‘
When thev came back to the land- |
ing the priest drew ouf his rosary, |

| saying ¢+ “‘Come, my people, and let )
us say the beac for their rlrli\«r»;
anc or.,” he added after a ['1\“.\".{

‘“for the eternal rest of their souls
Kneel down. lade, kneel down, You
may be wanting this sonw day your-
selves,””

And there vpon the hard, wed
rocks, with the wind and the water
beating wpon them, the people knelt
about 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. Xneeling there within the
circle of dark forms, the voung Do-

minican #n his white habit looked as
if he were some pure white spirit of

hope sent down [rom heaven to theso
poor Irish in return for the faith
they held se boyally.

After the first deocade. Father

McHugh paused long enough to in-
sist on Una's returning to her grand
mother. And she obeyed, though
with lagging step= and repeated
glances into the misty darkness of
the sva.

At home she found her grandmoth-
et kneeling in prayer, her arms rest-
ing on a chair before her. and NKer
back towards the fire, which she had
,replenished with sods while Una ‘was
away.

“«'mig Niall Murtagh that’s gone
afthers Jamsie McElin, So Owen Cos-
tigan told me,’’ sanid Granny, look-
ing up from her beads.

“Tt is.’’ Uma's tone did not en-
courage a discussion and  the old
woman went back to her prayers.

After a while Granmy roused her-
self again to say: “You'd betther
Mght the candle, avourneen. Tt's a
cowld welcome to have the house
darkened for them that would eome
in, or for them that pass by an’
the house widout a ~stim o’ light to.
geo by.”’

Una obediently lighted the candle,
sighing drearily as vhe did so. For
what was %he use ? Though it smil-
ed a thousand welcomes now there
was one who would never again ac-
cept ite invitation, one who would
. ‘emter with his cheery ‘Dia
‘or “‘God save all here.’’ Yea,

:

Combines the potent healing virtues of
the Norway pine tree with other absor-
bent, expectorant and soothing medicines
of recognized worth, and is absolutely
barmless, prompt and safe for the cure of

| COUGHS,COLDS, BRONCHITIS,

| HOARSENESS, CROUP, SORE

[ THROAT, PAIN or TIGHT-
NESS in the CHEST,

and all throat and lang troubles. It is
put up i a yellow wrapper, 3 pine trees
the trade mark and the price 25 centa.

A HARD DRY COUGH.

Mr. J. L. Purdy, Millvale, N.8,
writes:—*‘1 have been troubled with a
hard, dry oough for a long time, especial-
ly at night, but after having used Dr.
Wood's Nerway Pine Syrup, for a few
weeks, I find my cough has left me. ,Ih
any person, suffering as I did, I can ‘say
that this remedy fs well worth a trial. 1
would not be withous 16 in the heuse.”

soul. ““An’ it was surely his voice I
heard. Oh ! IFather Edward, why
did you not let me g :

Down on the Black Steps the

priest and people were still at pray-

er. It was the last decade of the
rosary, and some of the women
were weeping. “But the voice of the
priest. rose, firm and strong, above
the noise of the stomm, which was
now abating.

‘I hear singin’ out there,”” said a

little boy, whom his father had not
been able to drive home

“Pray for us at the hour of our

| death—'
| “1 tell ye, 1 hear singin'! (Gan't
ve hould yer whist?''

“Send that  child home,”"  Father
dward ordered And with a ‘clout’
over the head as an indueemont, the
boy's father was obeying.

I Kathie O'Gallagher had run
lown to the water’s edge and was
listening Suddenly she threw  her
arms up in the air, and falling on
her knees cried: “May God and
s oty Mother e praised. T hear
tho of Niall O

A ell on the kneeling crowd.
Yes the drifting wind and
mi<l there came through the ocean's

| roar the clear tones of “Hail, Queen

| of Hoaven, the Ocgan Star,”” and the
was that of Niall Murtagh. He
as if it were on
of seas It was a why
Murtagh had in moments

voice
sang as cheerily
the calmest
that Niall
of danger
Granny had gone to bed “‘up’ in
the room, for since Dominie had gone

to Amenica  and  ““made his way’’
there, tha cottage of the Morrins
| boasted of a room “up’” from the
fire And Granny with the weari-

ness of saddened years, was sleeping
soundly, while her granddaughter

wept alone,
o o o

She had closed the door, lest any
of the villagers would intruae on
her in her grief, for she had the pride
of the pure-blooded Erse, had Una
Morrin; and now she scarcely heard
the shout which arose at the sound
of Niall Murtagh’s voiece. Nor did
she move when the crowd wen't, surg-
ing past. 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’s form entered.
For a moment superstitious fear
came over her, but she arose, and,
with her brain whirling, she reeled

towards him with outstretched
arms.
Then camte 'the cheery laugh of

Niall Murtagh in the flesh. “‘Orra,
colleen, but you are my brave girl,”’
he said, as he caught her to kim for
a moment. Then holding her out at
arm’s length he asked, mischievous-
ly, ‘‘Was it Jamsie McElin or me
that yon were wantin' to save?!’
Una Morrin had found her coquet-
ry once more, and she drew away
from him and answered with o
glance out of the corner of her eye:
““Are ye thinkin’ that ¥'d let you
leave~ Tamsic behind?'’
Then she grew grave. ‘‘But
saved too?” she asked.
“Proth he is. Are you wantin”!
him?"*
She laughed and pushad
the rush-seated arm-chair.
“T hear you arc thinkin’ o’ goin’
to America?’’ Niall ventured.
1 was,” she assented. !
Grammy, awakened by the noise,
insisted on coming out to .hear the
story of the rescue and have a ‘‘sup
o' tay.” Dut, by-and-by, old Gran-
ny nodded herself Lo sleep over
beads ~ once more, the = rush:
arm-chair dnew nearer to Una
Una forgot Ameriea.
their grief casily in Treland
is all in the will of God.—Anna
Nolan, in The Magnificat 4
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