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TEE PROFESSOR'S 
SECRET

( HAIT* L

A few gbans n! sunshine stole play
fully into the 'arge, cheerful music- 
(uom a:* I threw their dreamy shad
ows on a whit \ marble bust of Beet
hoven tli.it tlood on the elegant 
t hic .cring in "he corner. Signor 
► ranees, i, Bolt i si has been busy most 
of the afternoon, and there, at his 
tahir, nr stilt sat, poring over U*e 
manuscript d • new Requiem Mass 
which ne hail just completed. His 
errs hau a sali-iied look in them and
deep in his h.Mit he knew that he had _______________ __ _________
a nt ten his masterpiece, something ] right into the heart of everyone. She 
tuat would at least ring itself into was loved by all classes of people. 

------  ' * cities

dosed its dobrs upon the cold world 
forever."

CHAPTER II.

Mademoiselle Hortense Laporte 
though young in years, had been a 
power m her native city. Everywhere 
she was heralded as a musical pro
digy—a board artist—and her sweet, 
cultivated voice stamped her at once 
as one of the leading prima donnas 
Signor Botuni was proud of his tal 
en Led pupil and wrote an opera espe
cially lor her, in which she fairly 
electrified her audiences with her mar 
vellous soprano voice. She had main 
rich triumphs, yet. withal, hors was 
tlie eelf-same, unassuming, beautiful 
i hrletian character, that won its way

the ear . <>t t, musical critics^^lH 
i>reser,' !; hi i >se and walked to the 

••window and. brushing back the heavy 
j damask curtains, his eyes wandered 

down into the busy, throbbing street,
> pulsating with life. Dear old St.
■ Patrick’s acn >• the street, looked 

radiant in i. i twilight glory, and! 
over the dis.ant. lone, blue hills the 
sun was Un owing bin last, bright 

« shafts of ligi.t Without, everything 
. was bright u cheerful, bet within 

the heart of l.ir old professor all was 
•dark and desolate. As he stood there 
one could nut nclp but admire him — 
this non of v.nc-viad, suuny Italy. He 
was not very tall, in years about 60,

* and there was a bold eweep of ful 
ness in his appeu ranee. His nair was 
black as the raven and it somehow 
intensified the golden tint of his com- 

» plexion On lus lace were written 
x earnestness, re nement, and great 
-depth of ehari>i trr. It was a face of 
marvellous swei'naaa and great gen 
tleness r t there was a latent
sadness in tî.i-v dark, Eery, dancing 
e>ee wh-iM v • ■ no one could under
stand, much It s fathom.

For a mom. ni Signor Bottlni sigh
ed heavily. turning, walked over 
and sat dow t his piano. His eyes 

ere moisten- his lingers trembled,
■ -lowly over the cold.

• was playing tin 
: irt-song of Verdi. |

and the poor of many cities were 
pleased to call her their queen of 
song, because she had repeatedly giv
en so much of her income and ser
vices to lighten their burdens. But in 
the height of her glory she was strick 
en down with the fever while watch 
tng at the bedside of her widowed 
mother, and alas! never recovered 
Uom her attack. Her death was re
gretted everywhere and especially in 
her native city, and none felt her loss 
more keenly than Signot Bottini. Of
ten he would say to himself, "Since 
Hortense has gone out of my life, 1 
feel so lonely. My nights are restless 
and my days are sunless." Then he 
would mutter loving words and ask 
God to blew his lost one with eter
nal sunshine and happiness.

The days were getting longer and, 
with his many pupils and choir re
hearsals, Botuni wan an overworked 
man. The members of the St. Pat- 
rick's choir were simply delighted 
with the new Requiem Mass, and all 
were diligently preparing their re
spective parts. Felice, too, was put- 

I ting her whole soul into her music, 
land Signor Bottini was more than 
pleased with his new "l’enfant ador
able." for she was, without a doubt, 
the most promising of his many pu- 
inis

play the pipe-organ ie old St. Pat-; Felice drew nearer. Her face was 
rick’s again. pale, and she felt as if her heart had

One atternoon the professor sent for suddenly stoppe! beating Signor
the organist who was relieving him 
at the cathedral, and who, by the 
way, was an ex-pnpil of his, saying 
llial he had something of importance 
to tell hnn “You see, Richter," he 
began, when he arrived, "on 'lhurs

Bottini raised hiiuscli slowly on his 
conch. A weird look stole into Ins 
blood-Aot eyes, and ue began ner- 
. oiislv : "Felice, the tune has vviue, 
mid 1 am going to reveal to you a 

ivt that lies hidden in my heart
dav of next week Father O’Brien will No ears have Ti.ar* and none shall 
celebrate an anniversary Requiem i hear but thine. Would to God that 1 
(or the repose of the soul of Mlle l could prewide at the organ to-morrow, 
Hortense Laporte, and I would like‘I would play as I never played In
to have the occasion marked with spe- fore, for the sake of Hortense — man
ual music for she was a faithful and 1 cent, white dove-1 see yon are
staunch member of the choir. My new 
Requiem Mass has not yet Iwen pro
duced and I would like to nave it 
sung on that day . Sevetii months 
ago, just before I took nil, they 
knew the Mass perfectly, and one or 
two rehearsals this week with the 
full choir will be preparation quite 
sufficient."

"But, Bottini, it is impossible!" 
exclaimed Richter. "I have no one 
that is capable of taking the heavy 
soprano solo parts Some oi the pas
sages are extremely difficult, and they 
require a master voice for their prop
er rendition."

"Never mind the soloist," thought
fully answered the Signor. "She will 
not be found wanting when the proper 
time arrives."___________

CHAPTER III.

Father O’Brien and Signor Bottini 
were alone in the studio. The pro
fessor has just gone to confession and 
received. The morning was bright 
and rosy, and outside ot the study 
window a gay little robin was chirp
ing its blithe and cheerful matin song. 
The room was filled with the odor of 
roses and carnations, for flowers were 
everywhere in evidence The Signor 
loved them and his pupils knew it, 
and every morning brought a fresh 
quota of the choicest blossoms from 
the down-town conservatories. The 
little robin outside was soon joined 
by bis mate, and together they now 
held forth in love’s sweet serenade 

"Listen to the robins, Father’" 
at last broke forth Bottini. "There

One day she came to his cozy studious a simplicité in their song that 
for her lesson and expressed her de-1 makes it all the more beautiful. They

as they moved 
ivory keys 
"Miserere —v,’,
his fellow • .ai and teacher —light at finding the Signor in better : carol forth the music of hope—
and the sad, pia.ritive tones seemed to | spirits "Ah, Signor!" she said. "I1 
itmd an cc.i > in his lonely soul. The am delighted to find vou so happv.
Umdcr m that followed was sweet [)o you know, 1 often wonder why the 

*and st i It also seemed to ap heart of my old professor should al-
jqe-al strongly to the Signor's present wa?s be so sad." (
feelings and sersral large «ears rolled . signor Bottini raised himself in his 
down his cheeks. ! t^iajr straight as an arrow, and said,

-Hortense " *----- ---------1 - - ----
"Hortense I 
haw mercy

at the door and
■ on

There was a 
sudden I v a w.' lH
eeterrd i 
•’essor s it 

nice ha ;
lea 1 !~i djl-l I 1» •.,nor «a 

The old nid 
ward and erclai"

“ ‘And hope, like the rainbow of sum
mer,

Gives a promise of Lethe at last.’

"Sing on, O birds! I love your
___ ,____„_____________,_______ _ .voices You bring me the joy and the

h-‘ whispered tenderly, with much leeling: "FçRre, my past peace of a happy heart, and yout song 
O 'rsu! Blessed Jesu. has many tender mem (fries, and the! teems with the freshness and purity 
m hrr soul!" poet strikes the proper kevpote when of rich mountain air."

,sed young Italian 
Angelico, the pro- 
llice-boy, and his 
f freshness in it

; he sings:

•iselle Laporte!" ; 
ead the perfumed 

"Please show tin 
•young lady u;.,: .irs, Angelico!"

The door closed gently, and in a few 
>en«mient opened again "I am de

lighted to SCd you, Signor," came 
S om the hardryn e young woman as 

>vhe enttiled the study, gowned in a 
inple dress of hi.uk. "But you are

There was a faint tap at the door 
; and in walked Felice, and with her 

in each life some time or l there came a goodly amount of sun
shine. She looked beautiful as she 

or stood in the doorway—the crisp morn
ing air had brought the color to herI ~1--- 1—

"There is 
spot,

Some hour or moment of night 
day,

That never grows dim and is 
forgot,

sur
prised, and I may tell you now that 
I loved Hortense—loved her with all 
the tenderness ol my poor heart, and 
yet she never knew, ior I never told 
her."

“Loved Hortense, my sister?" in
terrupted Felice almost wildly. "Is 
it possible?"

"Possible? Yes, Felice," he went 
on. "And listen—to-morrow morning 
my new Requiem Mass is to be sung 
in dear old St. Patrick's lor the first 
time. Herr Richter has held rehear
sals with the choir during the week 
I promised that I would supply the 
soloist for the occasion, and, Felice, 
I am going to ask you to take your 
place in the choir to-morrow morning, 
lor the first time, to sing the solo 
parts of my new Mass "

Felice drew back like a startled 
dove. "To sing to-morrow, when the 
memory of Hortense will be so fresh 
within my heart? How can I? Why 
do you ask?"

"I ask, Felice, because I wrote that 
Requiem Mass in honor ol Hortense, 
and dreamed, one day in the past, 
that it woeld be sung on the anniver
sary of her death. I cannot go because 
my arm is paralyzed. Everything is 
ready, and you alone, are capable of 
singing the soprano solo parts. If 
you say no, Felice, the new Mass can
not go on. Will you go, Felice?"

Felice stood speechless and her eyes 
seemed to be gazing far over the 
misty horizon of the past. She 
waited an instant and the tears were 
gathering in her eyes. Then a deter- ! 
mined look crept into her pale, white 
face and she said: "Yes, noble Sog- 
nor, toy your sake and for Hortense s 
sake, I will go." |

looked strong, sad every one in that | 
vast cathedral seemed to recognize the 
strange power that swayed tne keys I 
and pedals ol the organ. Now he was 
playing a delicate, distant-sounding l 
aria—it was so sweet, so clekr, and 
tender, and it seemed as if the heav-i 
ens had suddenly opened and an angel 
was singing a song ol peace and joy 
tb the silent praying multitude be
low. Then came the voice of the offi
ciating priest, and Bottini sent back • 
the answer from the organ.

The "Sanitus" and "Agnus Dei" of j 
the new Mass were beautifully render i 
ed, and then followed the Libera ” | 
This was, without a doubt, the 
heaviest part of the composition, ami 
during its rendition Signor BottinTs 
strength at the organ gave way. Herr 
Richter begged to replace him, but 
the Signor only shook his head, smil
ed gently, and then played on.

The last notes of the "Libera" had 
just died away when Father O’Brien 
raised the censer several times and 
sang:

"Requiem aeternam, dona ei,
Domine!"

Signor Bottini raised his eyes to 
Heaven imploringly, and played as 
the choir answered:

"Et lux perpétua luceat ei."
His face was of a deathly, ashen 

hue, and on his forehed several large 
beads of perspiration were shining. 
Again the priest chanted:

"Requiescat in pace!"
But the choir did not sing in’ re

sponse. There was only a shrill, 
sharp cry. It was the cry ol a 
woman, and several men sprang for
ward just as the noble Signor's head 
fell on the organ. They lifted him 
back His wrist was pulseless, and 
on his fare there was the expression 
of a smile. Within dear old St. Pat
rick’s all was regret and sorrow, but 
within the soul of Signor Francesco 
Bottini Heaven’s brightest sunbeams 
of peace and happiness eternal were 
just then shining.
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never cheeks.
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’Hot well—you VioV.—"

Like an unfaded leaf in a 
quet.

Some rare season, however brief, 
That stands forever and aye 

same—
\ sweet, bright picture in bas-relif 

flanging before us in 
frame.’1

morning, Father O’Brien!

"I. am prcU> well, Felice," inter-! 
j ipted the l#r. f?vs «r. "’Tis true, I

dead bou- You are an early caller. What do you 
j think of my patient?" and Felice 
smiled sweetly and a ripple of girlish 

the laughter burst from her bright, ruby- 
, red lips.

"Felice, you are a capital nurse," 
Memory’s | replied the _ priest, good-naturdlv.

• "In fact, I would not hesitate plae- 
. - ing myself under your care—providing

,ran8.:luii did the nursing and I all tnc 
bossing." Then he laughed a hearty■r— —v  ....... ...... . . Felice Laporte stood like one

oksomvwt,! i range—but that is staring wildly into space, and ; P0*"'11*:. *""■ .““p™ ,nothing, child. You see I am so she did not Bwm to understand or ***** was contagious, for even
i.oublcd and worried with my new (atch the miming 0f those words 1 ‘"L^îî* <iCOnU ? not resist’

' <%:am, ami this a-v.mnts for it But When the lesson was over Signot, suppose, Signor, you were won-
-j trdon me, how arc you, Felice? I ltottini rose from his piano and com- dcrihg Whal had happened me," Fe- 

Æ ve missed vou in my study. You !,laiI|ed of being dizzy. He walked a ’llct began, addressing Bottini. "Well,
v reatlwavs su bright and cheerful." f,'w stpps. a strange, wild look crept

he soft, deep e>es — blue as the into *''s *acP; tottered from side
to side; then staggered and fell to the.ma —ditenh rH- .cd and the young i* _lth h ... ”h'^ Felice nt-Sï’. îSlVila -P....

..iSJ&a ViSS' tüït TÏmi "fV™ * "mM> r*n
alone can heal Since God, in His

took Uur iense away from us, i what is is the matter, Mademoi
selle”’ he gasped.home lits ijivn empty. With 

her went its l.i ightest sunbeam, its 
parat flower, *.:id its highest and 
aahlert Inspiration. Six months have 
geee by since tlat sad day, and dear 
old mother’:, L .:t will never be the 
►an* again To Jay mother asked me 
i i open the piriHi. It was the first 
tv* for many days. 1 sang for her 

m d when 1 turned she was smiling.
# was the lust smile 1 had seen on
• other's (act- in all these long, weary
.-iambs—and, on, it made my heart 
'-j gla I ïh.-i s y: came over and put 
her hand .»:i .n shoulder and said: ___
'“Felice, my child, you must call and somewhat 
are Signor D< u mi and arrange with minute», 
him lor jour i.'.ging lessons. The 
house is rmpf since Hortense sings 
sm> mon . I miss lier in the parlor, in 
the cathedral, in the concert hall — 
here, there, e>r ■ y where—and I want

■L-.__p———i Weil,
this morning you were fast asleep and 
I glided out silently with my music- 
roll over to mother’s. She had not 
heard my voice in many weeks and 1 
was going to give her a concert, all 
to herself—poor thing! I sang the 
Jewel Song from Faust, Gounod’s 
Avc Maria, and my solo parts in your 
new Mass for the dead. Mother was 
simply delighted with my progress, 
and you don’t know how her face 

I satin. But when
"TIh*-„Signor has fainted I ami 

afraid he is dying," cried Felice, dis-1..... . , . .
tractedly. "Run for the priest and i brightened when 1 sang 
the doctor! (Juick, Angelico! There’s : sh,‘ SP0*1® °.f Ilortense her voice trem- 
not a moment to lose' Run for your
very life!”

Felice, poor girl, was trembling like 
a leaf. She tried to arose the poor 
man, but, alas! it was useless. 
Father O’Brien and Dr. McCabe ar
rived in a few minutes and lifted the 
dying man to the couch.

"Is there any danger to * life, 
Doctor?" asked the good priest, 

nervously, alter a few

••ou to take hei place." Signor, will 
(M then lor mother’s sake, for Hor- 
««w's sake, take an interest In me’’’ 

"Certainly, Felice, " answered the 
dear, old musician. "For your 
mother s sake, for Hortense's sake. 
1 will do an>thing. There are great 
puesihilitu’s in your voice, my child,

"Yes. The poor fellow is in a 
serious condition," answered the 
doctor. “He has sustained a paralytic 
stroke—hemorrhage Into the brain, 
See! his left arm is paralyzed!"

"Left arm paralyzed!" shrieked 
Felice. "Oh, my God' The poor 
Signor—the poor Signor!" and she 
wept convulsively.

Thebe was some talk later of tak
ing him to the hospital, but Felice in 
terposed. “If he must die, Father,’ 
she pleaded, "let is be ehere where lie

I know you will succeed because hss 'lived over forty years of his life 
Y* work diligently. Only to-day 1 —here, in this very room, surrounded 
met Esther O Brien and he regretted on all sides by his hooks! I^t it be 
1*ai Hortenve’s place had not yet here in the light of Beethoven s smile 
*mb AIM in the choir. ‘The pure, in- —here in the presence of his dear 
noosat sopl, he said, ’how we have piano—his life's best friend, whose 
^smd her' But God knows best. He heartstrings even now wait for the 
Rmrfl hei voice. It was clear and noble, beckoning touch of his artist 
peaBtralmg like a lark s. and Ik call- fingers! Twill stay with him until 
mi her to sing life praises in that the end. He was a friend to me, not 
h»wv*ly choir who* sweetness sur- only for mv sake, buValso for the

all uiidorstaBdlng.’ Felice! the sake of Hortense." A
lion is o;>eii Work hard and you 

All your dead sister’s place." 
leu Felice '.aporte was gone,

Bottini heaved a sigh of re- 
Thc young girl had not sar

in fact, <iid eot know, that the 
fitmn oi Hortense's name was 

eiy painful to him and re
called many pntioos memories that 
echoed through the sacred aisles of 
the pant. -He walked to tip window, 
the day was gcttleg darlf* and down 

' e streets the newsboys were 
Then he stirred the Are In the 
and for a long, time watched 

_ leaping Wildly in their mad
___to get aWBy up the chimney
he sank into an armchair, and 

his lace in his hands whisper- 
his breath;

may fill y oar dead eister’e 
•' yon may, but there

night long

your wotoe 
. It fe the 

my he:
It bird,

Felice watched and prayed at the 
deathbed of her friend and benefactor 

Three weeks had passed and, to tbi 
surprise of every (me, Signor Bottini] 
had -taile great progress towards re 
covery Dr McCabe was more than 
pleased and woilld say laughingly 
"Felice, it was your good nursing 
that saved him "

The Signor’s return to conscious
ness was gradual, and now that his 
Lenses were perfectly restored, he con
versed freely with his many pupils 
who daily swarmed around his bed 
side to spend » few minutes with 
their dear old professor Another 
month glided by. Signor Bottini was 
still very weak, and had not yet left 
his bed. Surgeons and neurologists 
were called in, everything was tried 
to restore movement and sensation to 
his paralyzed
electricity—all had so far proven

bled, and there was a hint of sorrow 
in it."

"But come, Felice!" suddenly broke 
in Father O’Brien, "will you not 
sing a bit for me, this morning? I 
have not heard you for a year past." 
The good priest was very sympa
thetic, and he was afraid tiiat if the 
conversation was to go on thus he 
could not help but give vent to his 
feelings. "Come." he added, "sing me 
Gounod's Avc Marini!" ^

Felice seated herself at the piano 
and sang the selection beautifully, 
with all becoming dignity and grace. 
The priest listened eagerly—so did the 
noble Signor, but, alas,! the latter’s 
thoughts were elsewhere. Before him 
there loomed a picture of Hortense in 
the old choir loft. He hnnsclf was at 
the organ; below several thousand 
people were listening eagerly to that 
self-same Ave Maria, their heads bow
ed in prayer. Father O’Brien was at 
the altar—and all this, alas! seemed 
but yesterday.

“Well, done, child!" lovingly sab! 
the priest, as Felice rose anil left 
the piano "It was a capital and 
faultless rendition, and 1 compliment
you.”

Signor Bottini raised his head. 
There was a distant, far-away look in 
his eyes, and lie seemed to have sud
denly awakened from a dream 

“Signor," asked the priest, "How 
long before your protege here takes 
her place in the choir? Her voice is 
nigh perfect now, inethinks.”

"Before very long — before v 
long," answered Bottini, somewhat 
distraCtedl) • Felice and Fattier 
O'Brien exchanged smiles, buKon the 
old professor's face was written 
deep and peculiar mystery. ‘

The afternoon passed quietly, and 
evening rame with its dark, heavy 
shadows and hours of peat*. The 
cathedral clock had just struck the 
hlTur of eight, when Felice rose from 
the table and approached the pro
fessor’s couch and said: “Signor, 
will now run over to the church a ml 
go to confession before the crowd 
Comes. Mother and ! will both re
ceive to-morrow. It is the anniver
sary ot poor Hortense's death, and 
Father O'Brien will slag a solemn

t.
•But stay, child, stay for a

tell 
you go.

1c r! I

CHAPTER IV.

The pearly gates of «the mornin.; 
opened and ushered in a js-rlect daj. 
Signor Bottini turned nervously on 
lus couch and a look of sadness came 
into his eyes. He has been sitting, up 
in his easy-chair every afternoon for 
the past two weeks, and I)r. McCabe 
reversed matter» a little now and 
told Felice that—the professor might 
sit up in the owning, if he wished. 
This came *s a blessing to the Sig
nor. Iir*at my chair close up to the 
window this morning," he said to Fe
lice, "so that, I will be able to hear 
the singing and the music. And, Fe
lice, when you go to church, tell the 
sexton to open the large window in 
the choir loft so that 1 will be able 
to hear it all the better."

When Felice was ready to go the 
professor took her hand in his and 
said "Felice, my child, now do your 
best. Remember that Hortense in 
heaven is listening."

The church bells had ceased ringing, 
and now came the sounds of the 
organ, heaving and mighty as the 
ocean. Bottini trembled and looked 
at his paralyzed arm. Then tears 
came to him and he bowed his head 
and remained in this attitude for 
some time. The Requiem Aeternam 
and Kyrie had been sung, and Signor 
Bottini had heard every word. Then 
he raised his eyes to heaven and his 
lips moved in prayer. Out upon the 
air again rame the swelling notes of 
the great organ. Then a noble chorus 
of male voices reverently answered 
the chant of Father O’Brien at the al
tar. Then there was a pause until the 
clear, diapason noted played the 
beautiful prelude to the Dies Irae 
Signor Bottini raised himself and lis
tened eagerly. Felice was singing and 
the words floated out upon 1he wings 
of the morning, clear and distinct:

"Dies Irae. dies ilia 
Solvet saeclum in favilla.
Teste David cum Sibj lla 
Quantus tremor est futurus 
Quanda Judex est venturus,
Cuneta stricte discussurus!"

Low and sweet was tnc afr at lirst, 
rising anil falling till Uu mighty 
roaring voluminous voice filled every 
nook of thit imposing edifice. There 
were no grand opera trills and trip
lets, no falrv-like cadenzas in the se
lection Itewas nothing hut a grand, 
simple, pleading, touching air — one 
that came from the heart; one that 
went directly to the heart. A look 
of satisfaction crept over the Sig
nor's wearied face when Felice had 
finished. Then the full choir of sixty 
voices took up the strain. It was full 
of power and majesty, awl Bottini 
could hardly sit it out. His late 
twitched, hé became restless, awl he 
moved around nervously in his chair 
He couM stand it no longer.

I must go! 1 muet!" he gasped, 
as he rose from his chair and threw 
bis heavy cloak about him. “1 feel 
that God is urging me to go—" and 
he opened tlie door and made for the 
stairs. He felt weak, but the thought 
of what he was going to do seemed 
to bring surplus strength to his body.

When Bottini reached the church 
door he was panting for breath. "I 
must' I must!" hie still gasped, as 
he entered the church and made for 
the steps that led to the gallery. The 
"Dies Irae" was still being sung, and 
now came the last low sentenees, ’in 
a faint, trembling voice:

"Pie Jesn Domine,
Dona els requiem'"

When the Amen was sung. Signor 
Bottini staggered into the gallery and 
made for the organ. His breath 
came in Interruptions. He whisper
ed something to Herr Richter, then 
turned and agir ed Felice and smiled 
gently In a moment Bottini hlnwelf 
was at the organ, playing most beau
tifully-playing as he had never play 

wore. Hie paralyzed arm hung 
at Ms side—his right hand 

on the keyboard Herr 
charge of the stops. The

'

An Isish Novelist of Yesterday
To people of the older generation ; 

the oblibion into winch thf works of 
Charles Lever have- almost fallen 
must be a matter for wonderment, i 
considering the estimation in which 
his novels were once held. No Irish 
lii liunist has, perhaps, ever had wider 
popularity than î^ever in his heyday. 
"Harry Lorrequet" and "Charles 
O’Malley, the Irish Dragoon," were 
once numbered amongst the Irish ; 
Classics. To-day, if read at all, j 
they are perused with a bored toler-i 
ance, occasionally varied by a smile 
at Lever's ingenious old-fashioned- 
ncss. While admitting the general 
truth of posterity’s verdict in the 
case of this once favored Irish writ
er, it may be pointed out that the 
elements of caricature and extrava
ganza which invalidate Lever’s work 
in the eyes of the present day reader 
are, to a very considerable extent, 
due to the quick results of time. The 
Ireland of Lever’s day was a very dif
ferent country to the Ireland of our 
own, and, during the past half-century 
the national character f\se been pass
ing through a very decided metamor
phosis.

Lever’s typical hero was a being 
endowed (or, rather, cursed) with a 
gay irresponsibility as to the serious 
facts of life, and the most devil-may- 
care aspect towards death. His veins 
ran quick-silver, his brains were in
considerable, but his courage was in- 
dutiable. As a lover he was incon
sistent, but devoted (to his last in
constancy); as a sportsman he was 
always "in at the death" (which gen
erally threatened to synchronize with 
his own); as a companion he was sin 
gularly boon and compâratively drunk
en; an endearing spenthrift, as a sol
dier he was reckless to the verge of 
absurdity. While we know that there 
is at present no type of Irish charac
ter approximating to this hajipy-go- 
lucky Irishman, dear to I>ever’s heart, 
it must, in fairness to that neglected 
and almost forgotten author be con
ceded that the portraiture held fairly 
true of the era in which Lever lo
cated his now impossible heroes.

A new race of people has, as we 
have said, risen in Ireland, a race 
evolved in the main from, the long- 
drawn agonies of the Famine years 
and the stern exigencies of the politi
cal and religious struggle. In the pro
cess of change there has been sonje 
little loss. The buoyant delight of 
living, the joyous abandon of lije for 
life’s sake, has been almost éliminai 
ed from the national temperamant 
But si/IiTier qualities have been evolv

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
DEALERS iN

Phone Main 131
COAL AND WOOD ^

Head Office : 38 King St. East

THE BREWERY CO., Limited
MANUFACTURERS OF TH*

CELEBRATED

White Label Ale
Their other brands, which are very 

fine, are :

INDIA SPECIAL, 
AMBER,
JUBILEE,
CROWN SPECIAL, 
XXX PORTER and 
HALF-AND-HALF.

The above brende oen be had at all 
flrat-claee dealers.

Delia Cassidy
A Kerry Idyll.

Oh! darling Delia Uassidy, you've 
spoiled my equanimity,

I never till I met you sighed for mus
lin or for dimity;

But you so roguish looked, an’ smil
ed, I pledge you my veracity,

You seemed a goddess in your robes 
of muslin, Delia Cassidy.

Ixion when he grasped the cloud 
opined he had his goddess, sure;

He lovingly embraced the spot he 
i thought ought to be her bodice,-
| sure,
But, woe! alas! she melted of! an’

I foiled his pertinacity,
As you within your muslin folds, my 

darling Delia Cassidy.

And yet I vow to you, my love 
life-love that’s unchangeable; I 

I I’ve totalled my affection up—you nev- j 
! or saw so strange a bill.
Demosthenes is hut a fool in grandi

ose loquacity
When I proclaim my wealth of love 

I • for darling Delia Cassidy.

ed. and beneath the melancholy of the 
Celt lies the self-reliance of the race 
The vhungcr generation of Irishnw— 
thould keep in mind this great nn-i 
rapid process of change In the Irish 
character and temperament w*-» n 
glancing over the pages of a writer s0 
prized by their fathers and grand
fathers as the brilliant but ephemeral 
Lever.— New Ireland.

If you are
..Renting

or working for someone else, 
why not get a farm ot your 
own in

New
Ontario

a t*"or particulars write to

HON. E. J. DAVIS,
Commissioner of Crown Lan

Toronto, O
west, in-

TO KNOW IS TO PREVENT.—If 
the miners who work in cold water 
most of the day would rub their feet 
and legs with Dr. Thomas’ Kclecftrlc 
Oil, they would escape muscular rheu
matism and render Wheir nether limbs 
proof against the ill effects of expos 
lire to the cold, Those setting out 
for mining regions would do well to 
provide themselves with a supply be
fore starting. —•

Of course, very few of the rules of 
good form are absolute and unchange
able, and they must be more or less 
regulated hv the standards of the 
people one lives with and the require
ments of the plare in which one re- 

i sides

So rapidly does lung Irrltatien 
spread and deepen, that often in a 
few weeks a simple cough culminates 
in tubercular consumption Give heed 
to a cough, there is always danger in 
delay, get a bottle of Bickle’s Anti- 
Conmimptire Syrup, and cure your-j 
self It Is a medicine unsurpassed for 
all throat and lung troubles It is 
compounded from several herbs, each 
one of which stands at the head oil 
the ltot as exerting a wonderful influ- 

eonsumption and all

I wander east, I wander
nervous ecocntriclty;

I ask myself amy 1 myself, ot slave to 
some duplicity;

For who would think a Kerry lad j 
would bareter his sagacity,

Grow pale an’ thin an’ laugh no • mre 
for love o’ Delia Uassidy?

I’ll climb the cliff an' breast the 
flood to show her what I dare for
her;

The thirst shall rustle in my throat 
to tell what I can hear lor her; 

Until the wry gods at last will Tvink 
at my audacity,

And grant 1 win a weeny smile from , 
darling Delia Uassidy. ,

A SMALL PILL, BUT POWERFUL 
—They that judge ol the powers of a 
pill by its size, would consider Par- 
melee’s Vegetable Pills to be lacking. ! 
It is a little wonder among pills 
What it lacks in size it makes up in 
potency. The remedies which it car
ries are put up In these small doses, 
because they are so powerful that, 
only small doses are required The 
full strength ol the extracts is se
cured in this firrin and do their work 
thoroughly.

TO CREATE A HOME
Six things are requisite to create a 

home Integrity must he the archi
tect, and tidiness the upholsterer. It 
must be warmed by love and lighted 
with cheerfulness, and an hoiwst pur
pose must be the ventilation!, renew
ing the atmosphere, and bringing in 
fresh salubrity day by day, while 
over all as )a protecting glory, no- 
tbiwjin suffice except the brewing
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Telephone Mein 1677
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PER MONTH WILL BUT 
a home anywhere under 

plan. Live in It while paying f 
Write for prospectus. Canadian 
Buildrfs' Association, Manning I 
bers, [Toroino.

ITH AFTER MONTH a col 
*4 seen* to tear belt* 

throat. Are you aware th«

^iSKia’&StS'Ssa»? Cough and worry ae long*

41


