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im when he does? for that is

tnow ¥ b
g to, after all.”
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in (G8L10CT ineron—17 My dear Charley,

sor} -
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pra} ‘r‘m"n! 37 1 dou't like the turn this con~
The) guch Wniu tuken ; let us change it; let us
cartfll YE® ¢ the weather-—that's always & sate
negl W8%° Ieu's it s eplendid morning? And
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th #f,'}'.; always fair goc‘ali:lg to England, and al-
. oming
5. “'“;: 015::;’ my country—great and iree,
s "Hefrt of the world—I leap to theel'" )
icked look in her dar
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giy g} e declines ©0 talk of either wind or
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be- t Rock loems
e T.mincl:ty:hin;?ge 9;!;(; ,F :l:?;:on-bound Iriqh
1 ggﬁl; appeaTE. At noon they will land in
ﬂ?ﬂfﬂl’ck to Erin, mavourneen, mavour-
o W e, cings Churlie’s voice down the passage,
e IR O O little still. Haia to
‘i\‘ i |ogh§:11i]teh.msnirs¥’i§tor Catheron i; to win and
im : :
lng sear; bui as .she is not Lgdy ((]iutggr;)dn 31,]211'-,
'Y 1, Stoart postpones despair and guicide
L"ﬁ ﬁl:ﬁ: ;;.mng from her bea with a cry of de-
55 Bt lrelaud! One, at lenst, of the lands
i her dreails. )
Illrs afufmxy 1" she cries. © Q Trixy, look out!
1Thy lsnd of sweet Erin’ at last !” o .
0. ul we it,” Trizy Zmd, ro]lmg ﬂlfl?l: v ouh
of themnder berth ; ¢ and I don'tt muc ;
oflt. A lot of wicked-looking rocks, and no
1o [ 8 bitgreener than at home. I thought the
001 viry tky Was green over Ireland.”

For the last two days Trizy's bitter trials
bed ended—her sea-sickness a disma.! dream
oftbe past. She was able, in ravishing toi-
14, to appear at the dinuer-table, to pace the
gk on the arm of Sir Victor. As one hav-
it the right, she calmly resumed her sway
where she had left it off, Since that woon-
light night of which she (Trixy) bappily
. IR t1ow nothing, the bare civilties of life alone
oy 14 parred between Miss Darrell and the bar-
‘o il . Sir Victor mighttry, and did, but with
tae serene superiority of right and power,
M Stmart countermanded every move.
Hstte was determined hu should be, and
" ‘M thre was all the lost time to be made up be-

‘M sids. So she redoubled her attentions, aid-

«dand abetted by her pn—and how it came

’ sbout the perplexed young Englishman never

# could tel), but somebow he was constantly at
Yies Stuatt's side and unable to get away.

! £dith raw it all and smiled to herselt.
«To.day for me, to-morrow for thee,” she

jnmmed. %I have had my day ; it ia Trixy's

turmmow. She manceuvres ro well it would
be & pity to interfere.”

Charlie was her cavalier thoge pleasant last
days; both were disposed to take the goods
their gods provided, and not fret for to-mor-
row. It would not last—life's fairy glfts nev-
et do, for to.day they would eat, drink,and be
merry together, and forget the evil to come.

They landed, spent an hour in Queenstown,
then the train whirled them away *to that
beautiful city called Cork.” Then they re-
mained two days, visited Blarney Castle, of
courde, snd would bave kissed the Blarmey
Stoze, but for the trouble of climbing up to
it. Taen off and away to Killarney.

! dud Sir Victor was Trixy's captive—still
Eith and Charlie maintained their alliance.
Lidy Helenn watched her nephew and the

M imerican heiress, and her fine woman's in-
itinet told her there was no danger thers,

«]f it wers the other one, now,” she
thought, glancing at Edith’s dark bright face ;
st it 1s quite clear how matters stand be-
tween her and her consin, What a handsome
pirthey will makal”

; Another of the elders—Mr. James Stuart—

| | witchad the progress of matters, through very

diferent spectacles. It wae the one dream cf

t 3 tis lifs to marry his son and daughter to Brit-

- | Bhrenkc,

0t wealth, sir, they have enougb,” said

the Wall-street banker, pulling up his collar

pmpously. I will leave my children a

coof miltlon apiece. Thelr descent is equal

to the best—ta the best, sir—the royal rank of

gl Scotland is in their veins, Fortune I don't
look for—blood, slr—nroop, I do.”

Over his daughter's progreas after blood, he
fafled complacently. Over his son's con-
duct be frowned .

“YMind what you're at, young man,” he
ld, on she day they left Cork, groffly to
Chatlis, I have my eye on you. Ordinary
sMtention to Fred Darvell’s daughter, I den’t
mid, hut no fooling. You understand me,
8i:? Nofooling. By Gecrgs, air, if you don't
arry tnplease me, I'll cut you off with &
ehilling "

Hr. Stusrt’ junior, looked tranquilly up at
Mr. Btusrt, semfor, with an expresslon of
:t";l{l!fenance the genior by no means under-

- - w Ao

1L s W oW e —

_— ey

“Don't loge your temper, governor,” he an-
fvered calmly. I wor’t marry Fred Dar-
tells daughter, if that's what you mean by
‘fooling,”” Bhe and I settled that queation
t¥0 or thres centuries ago.”

At the village of Macroom, they quitted the
“nfortable rallway carriage, and monnted the
tnveyance known in Ireland as a public oar,
8 thing like an overgrown jaunting car, on

§ vhich ten people can ride, eitting back to
} buck, fsolated by the plle of luggnge hetween.
tere wag but one tourist for the Lakes be-
Side themselves, a large, military-looking
J0ug man, with multon-chop whiskers and
% eye-glass, s knapaack and knickerbockers.

"Hammond, by Jove!” exclalmed Sir Vic-
. «Hammond, of the Scotch Greys. My
Gt foltow, deligated to see yom. Captain
Y:irﬁond, my frdend, Mr. Btuart of New

Crprain Hammond put ap hiseye-glass and

Wed,  Charlie liited his hat to this large
bilitary pweli,

"Laag, 8ir Victor,” the Caplain of Scotch
Grays began, « who'd have thought of seelng
oU hers, you know? They said—aw—ryou
&4 gone ‘exploring Canada, or tbe United

o O some of thoso kind of places, Fou
e ¥, Who's yomr  party I" soflc voce;
%mﬂﬂmn s—hey ’

Amerlcan friends, and my aunt, Lady

tlong POWYS!.” .
" Now thin—look alive yer honors,” crled
: te ¢ab-driver, and & scramble into seats in-
h““ﬂ? began.  In his own mind, 8ir Victor
td determined . his seat shomid be by Miss
m"ﬂl’t elde..) Bnt-what -is man's determin.
00 beslde womsn's reaolve 7 o
"Oh, pplease, Sir Vietor? orles Migs

SHr PP .
Stostt, 1o a piteons little voice, * do help me

up. 1t go dreadruily high, and I know I
shall fall uff. Anid ob, please, do. sit here
and point out the places a8 we go along—ons
enjays places 60 much K more when Eome one
points them out, and you've beon along here
before.” T .

What could Sir Victor do? More particu~
larly a8 Lady Helena good-humoredly chimed
in: o

i Yes, Victor, come and point out fhe
places. You shall sit bodkin, between Miss
Beatrix and me. Your friend in the tweed
guit can sit next. And you, my dear Mrs.
Stuart——where will you sit 1"

Ag Charlie aund Edith will have all the
other slde to themselves” said meek Mrs.
Stoart, ¢ I guess I'll sit beside Edith.”

“ Ay, uy,” chimed in her spouse, “and I'll
mount with cabby. All serene there bshind ?
Then away we go I”

Away they went, clattering over the road,
with the whole tatterdemslion population of
Macroom after, shouting for ¢ ha'pennies,”

it Rags encugh to set up a paper-mill, sug-
gested Charlie,”  and ell the noses turnups!
Edith, how do you like this arrangement 7"

« 1 think Trixy's cleverer than I ever gave
ber credit for,” laughed Edith; tit's a pity
so0 much diplomacy should be tlove's labor
lost.”

« Poor Trixy! She meanswell too. IHon~
or thy father, that thy days may be long in
the land. She's only trying fo fulfil the com
mand. And you think sh= has no chance ?”

« 1 know it,” Edith answers, with the calm
setenity of conviction.

# §ir Victor, who's your friend with the sol-
emn face and the funny kpickerbockerat”’
whispers Trixy, under her white parasol.

uwIle's the Honcrawle Angus Hammond,
second gon of Lord Glengary, and captain of
Scotech Greys,” replies Sir Victor, aud Miss
Stuart opens ber eyes, and locks with new-
born reverence at the big, speechless youny
warrior, who sits sucking the hend of his um-
brslls, and who is an bonorable and the son
of a lord.

The day was delightful, the scenery sxqui-
site, his companion vivacious in the extreme,
Lady BHelena in her most genial mood.

Bat Sir Victer Catheron sat very silent and
distrait all the way. Rallied by Miss Stuart
on his gloom, Le smiled faintly, and acknow-
ledged he felt a triflo out of sorts. As he
made the confession he paused abruptly—
clear and sweat rang out the girlish laugh of
Edith Darrell.

« Qur friends on the other side appear to
be in excellent spirits at lenst,” says Lady
Helens, smiling in sympathy with that
merry peal ;« what o very charming girl
Miss Darrell is !

Trixy sheoots one swift, sidelony glance at
the baronet’s face, and snswers demurely :

it Oh, it's an understood thing that Dithy
and Charlie are never really happy excopt
when together., I don't believe Charlie
would have taken the trouble to come at sll,
if Edith, at his solicitation, had not been one
of the party.”

« A very old affuir, I suppose?" asks her
ladyship, still smiling.

t A very old affair, indeed,” Trix answers
gayly. + Edith will make a charmmg sister-
in-law ; don't you think so, Sir Victor?”

She looks up at him artlessly as she
plungee her small dagger intoas vital place.
He tries to smile, and say something agree~
able in return—the smile ia a failure; the
words a greater failure. After that, all
Trixy's attention falls harmless. He slts
moodily listening to the gay voices on the
othar pide of the luggage, and finds out for
sure and certain that he is dead in love with
Miss Darrell.

They reach Glengarift as the twilight
shadows fall—lovely Glenpariff where they
are to dine and pass the might. At dinner,
by some lucky chance, Edith is beside him,
and Captain Hsmmond falls into the clutches
of Trix. And Miss Darrell turns her grace-
fal shoulder deliberately upon Charlie, and
bestows her smiles, and glances, and absolute
attention upon bhis rival.

After dinner they go for a sail by moon-
light to an island, where there are the re-
mains of a martello tower. The elders, for
whom * maonlight onthe lake," long ago lost
its witchery, and falling dews and night airs
retain thelr terrora, stay st home and rest,
Edith and Sir Victor, Trix and ths Honor-
able Angus Hammond, saunter down arm in
arm to the boat. Charlie and the two Irish
boatmen bring up the rear—Mr. Stuart smok-
ing a consolatory cigar,

They all #pile in” together, and fill the
little boat. The baronet follows up his luck,
and keeps cloge to Edith. How beantiful she
is with the soft silver light on her face. He
gits and watches her, and thinks of the laure-
ate's lines :

« A man has given all other blias
And all his worldly worth for this,
To waste his whole hesrt in one kiss
Upon her per:ect lips.”

tAm I too late!” he thought; ¢ does she
love her cousin? Is it as his gister hints,
or—"

His jealous, anxious eyes never left her.
She saw it all. Ifshe had ever doubted her
power over him ske did not doubt it to-night.
She smiled, and never once looked toward
Charlie.

uNo)' he thought with a sigh of relief;
ttghe does not care for him in that way—let
Mizs Stnart think as she pleases, She likes
him in a alsterly way—nothing more. I will
wait until we reach England, and speak then.
She, and she alone, shall be my wife."”

CBAPTER VIII,
IN TWO BOATS.

Early next morning cur tourists remounted
the car and jozged slowly over that lovely
gtretch of country which lies between Glen-
garifl and Killaraey.

Their places were as on the day befora—
Sir Victor in the possession of Trix, Charlle
with. Edith., Bat the baronet’s gloom was
gone—~hope filled hisheart. Shedid not love
ter cousin—ot that he had convinced himselt
—and one day be might call her wife.

Sir Victor Catheron was that rata avis, a
modest young man. That this American
glr], penniless and pedigreeless, was beneath
him, he never thought—of Lis own rank and
wealth, as motives to influence her, he never
once, dreamed. Nothing base or mercenary
could find a place in a0 falr a cresture; so
noble and besutifol a face must sorely be em-
blematic of a still more noble and beantiful
goul. Alas! for the blindness of people in
love.

It was a day of delight, a day of cloudless
gkivs, sparkilng snashine, freesh mountain
breezes, sublime scenery. Wild, bleak val-
leys, frowning Kerry rocks, rosring torrents,
barefooted, ragged children, pigs snd people
beneath the same-Lhatched roof, such squalor
sud utter poverty as In thelr dreama they had
never imagined.

:Good Heaven !"" Edith sald, with a shud-
der, % how can life be worth living in such
horcible poverty as tiia 7"

' 'Che bugbear of your life seems to be pov-
erty, Edith,” Cbarley anawered. %I daresay
these peopls eat and sleep, full in love, marry,
sud are happy even bere?’ .

anaanh_ and

apasch, and dillier aven than it iz sentimental.

Marry snd are happy! They marry no doub},

- WMy dear Mr. Stuart, what a gentimental.

and the pig lives in the corner, and every cab-
in swarms with children, but—happy ! Cbar
lie, I used to tulok yon had one or twograins
of common senee, at least—now L begin to
doube it.”
~#I begin to doubt it myself, since I have
had .the pleasure of knowing Edith Darrell I
defy mortal man to kesp common genge, or
uncommon BSense, long in her companv.
‘Poverty and misery, in your lexicon, mean
rthe same thing.”
“The game thing. There is no earthly
evil that can egual poverty.”

They reached Killarney late In the evening,
and drove to the « Victoria,” The perfect
weather still continued, the moon that had
1it their laat night at sea, on the wane now,
lifted ite sflvery light over the matchlees
Lakes of Killarney, lying like sheets of crys-
tal light beaeath.

# Oh, how lovely!” Trix exclaimed. The
rost stood silent. ‘Chere is a beauty so in-
tense as to be beyond worde of praise—so
swaeot, 80 solemn, as to hush the very beating
of our hearts. It was such beauty as this they
looked upon now.

They stood on the velvety sward—Sir Vic-
tor with Trixy on higs arm. Charlie and
Edith side by side. A glowing mass of soft,
scerlet drapery wrapped Miss Darrell ; & co—
quettish hat, with a long, black ostrich plums,
set off her Spanish fuce amit eyes. They had
dined-—and when is moonlight half so poeti-
cal ag after an exceilent dinner?

u] gee two or three boats ramarked Sir Vic-
tor. «I propose a row on the lakes.”

u Of all things,” seconded Beatrix, ¢ a gail
on the lakes of Killarney ! Edith, do you real-
ize it? Let us go at once, Sir Victor.”

# Will you come with me Edith?” Charlie
asked, % or would you rather go with them?”

She looked at him in surprise. How grave
his face—how quiet his tone! He had bevn
like this all day, silent, preoccupied, grave.

My very dear Charlis, how polite we
pgrow | how considerate of others' feelings!
Quite » new phase of your interesting charac-
t=~ 1w go with you, certainly—Mr. Charles
Stuart, in a state of lamb-like meekness, is a
study worth contemplating.”

Hpe smiled slightly, npnd drew her hand
within his arm.

u Come, thon, ” he gaid, * let us have this
last evening together ; who kuows when we
shall have another "

Miss Darrell’s brown eyes opened to their
widest extent.

# ¢ This last evening ! Who knows when
weo shall have another! Charlie, if you're
meditating flight or suicide, say 80 ot once—
anything is better than suspense. I once
saw a pictare of « The Kaight of the Woful
Countenance'—the K. of the W. C. looked
exactly a8 you look now! If you're think-
ing of strychuine, say so—no one shall oppose
vou. My only regratis, that I sball hava to
wenr black, and hideous is n mild word to de-
scribe Edith Darrell in black.”

«Hideous|” Charlie repeated, “you ! 1
wonner if you could possibly look ngly in
anything? T wonder if you know how pretty
you are to-night in that charming hat and
that scarlet drapery 1”7

# Certsinly I know, and cbarming T un-
doubtedly must look to wring a word of
praise from you. It's the first time in all
your life, sir, you ever paid me a compliment.
Hitherto yon have done notning but find fault
with my looks and everything else.”

« There 18 a time tor everything,” he an-
swers, o little radly—sadly! and Charlie
Stnart! “The time for all that is past.
Here is our bvat. You will steer, Edith?
Yeos—than I'll row.”

The baronet and Trix were alrendy several
yards off, out upon tke shining water. An-
other party—a large boat containiug half-a-
dozen, Captain Hammond among them, was
farther off still.  1n this boat sat a girl with
a guitar ; her aweet voice as she rang came
romsntically cver the lake,and the mountain
ecktoes, taking it up, sang the refrain enchant-
ingly over aud over again. Edith lifted up
her face to the starry sky, the moonlight
bathing it ina glory.

« Ob, what 8 night " shesighed. “ Whata
bright beautiful world it is, and how perfect-
1y bappy one could be, if—"

«0One had thirty thousand ayear!” Charlie
suggested.

« Yes, exactly. Why capn't life be all like
this—moonlight, capital dinners, lota of
friends nnd new dresses, a nice boat, and—
yes, I will say it—eomebody one likes very
much forvne’s companion.”

# Somebody one likes very much, Edith | I
wounder sometimes, if you like me at all—if it
is in you to like any one but yourseif.

«Thanks! I like mysalf, certalnly, and first
best 1 wiil admit. After that—"

t After that 7” he repeats.

ul like you. No—keep quiet, Chnrlie,
please, you'll upset the DLoat. Of course !
1fke you—aren't you my cornsio—haven’t you
been awfully kind to me—don't I owe all this
to you? Cbharlie, I bless that night in the
snow—it has been ths luckiest in my life.”

s And the unluckiest of mine.”

« Bir 1"

o 0 Edith, let me apeak for once—let us
nndaratand one another, and then part for-
ever, if we must. Only why need we part at
all

She turns pale—she avertas her face from
him, and looks out over the radiant water.
Sconer or later she has knowa this must

“me—it has come to-night.

¢ Why need we part atall?" IIe is lean-
Ing ou his oars, and they are floating lightly
with a0 stream. ® I doo’t need to tell you
how I love you; you know it well enough;
and I think-~I hope-~you care for me. Be
true to yourgelf Edithb—you belong to ine;
coma to me ; be my wile.”

Thereie a passion in his tone, in bis eyes,
but his voice 1s qulet, and he sits with the
oarg In his bands. Even in this supreme mo-
ment of his lifs Mr. Stmart 1s trne to his
U principles,” and will make no scene.

«You know I love you,” he repeats; ‘as
the mun in the Cork theatre sald the other
night : <111 go down on my knees if you like,
but I can lovs you just as well standing np.’
Edith, speak to me. How can you ever mar-
Iy any one bnt me-~but me, whose life you
saved? My darling, forget your cynicism—
it is buf lip-desp-~you don't really mean jt——
and say you will be my wifa,”

o« Your wife!” she laughs, but her heart
thrills as she saya it. ¢ Your wife! It would
ba pleasant, Charlie ; but like most of the plea-
sant things of lifo, it can never ba.”

« Bdith |

i Charlie, a1l this is nonsense,and you know
it. 'Wears couelns—we are good friends and
stannch comrades, and slways wiil be, I hope,
but loverg—no, no, nol”

« And why 1 he asks.

4« Have I not told you alrendy—told you
over and over again? If you don's despise
me, and think me heartless and base tha fault
bag not been my want of candor. My cyni-
cism! Imenn every word. I{you had your
father's wealih, the fortune he means to leave
you, I would marry you to-morrow, and be,"”
her lips trembled a littls, « the happiest girl
on earth.”

uYou don't cave for me at all, then ?" he
calmly asks,

« Care for you! O Charlle] can’t you see?
1 am nut at all selfieh. I care ior you

much that I would sooner die than marryyoa.

For yon a marriage with me mxesns ruin—no-

thing eiss.” ‘
u My father iz fond of me.

son. He would relent.”

«“He never would,” she angwered firmly,
#and you know it, Charlie, the day he
spoke to you in Cork, I was behind the win-
dow-curtaing, reading. I heard every word.
My first impulse was to come out and con-
front him—to throw back his favors and pa-
txonage, and demand to be sent home, A
horrid bad temper is numbered among the
list of my fatlings. But X did not. I heard
your calm reply—the ¢ soft answer that turn-
eth away wrath, and it fell 1ike oil on my
troubled apirit.

s ¢« Don’t lose your temper,’ you said ; ¢ Fred
Darrell's daughter and I won't marry, if tha'ts
what you mean.! I admire your prudence and
truth. I took tho lesson home, and—atayed
behind the curtains. And we will keep to
that—you and Fred Darrell's daughter will
never marry.”

¢ But, Edith, you know what I mean't.
Good Heavens! you don't for s second sup-
pose—""

#I don't for o momen% suppose anything
but what is good and generous of you, Char-
lis. I know you would face your father like
a—like a ¢ priffin rampant,’ to quote Trix, and
brave all consequences, if I would let you.
But I won't let you. You can't afford to defy
your father. I can’t afford to marry a poor
man.”

«[ am young—] am strong—I can work.
1 bhave my bande and my head, a tolerabls
education, and maoy friends., We would not
starve.”

« We would not starve—perhaps,” Edith
say &, and Inughs again tather drearily. ¢« We
would only grub nlong, wanting everything
that makes life endurable, and be miserable
beyond all telling before the fitst year ended.
We don't want te hato each other —wo don't
want to marry. You couldn't work, Charlie—
you were never born for drudgery. And I—
I can’t forget the trainiog of my life even for
you‘n

¢ You cau't, indeed—you do your training
credit,” he answered bitterly.

# And Bo,” she goes on, her fuco drooping,
“don’t be angry; © you'll thank ma for this
some day. Let it be all over and done with
to-night, and never be spoken of more. Ob,
Chazrlie, my brother, don’t you see we could
not be happy together—don't you see itis bal-
ter we should part "

« 1t ghall bo exactly as you wish. I am
but a poor special pleader, and your worldly
wisdom is so clear, the dullest intellect might
comprebend it. You throw e over without
a pang, and you mean to marry the baronet.
Unly—as you are not yet his exclusive pro-
perty, bought with a price—angwer me tuis:
You love me 7"

Her hend drooped lower, her eyes wore full
of puseionate tears, her heart full of pnssion-
ate puin. Throw him over withouta pang!
In ket heart of hearts Kdith Darrell knew
what it cost her to be heartless to-night,

« Answer me | he eaid, imperiously, his eyes
kindling. Awnewerme! ‘That much, atleast,
I claim as my right. Do you leve me ur du
you not?

And the snswer comes very humbly and
low.

“Charlie! what noed to ask? You know
only too well---Ido.”

And then silence falls, He takes up the
oars again---their soft dip, and the singing of
the girl in the distant boat, the only
sounds.

I am his only

(To be continued. )
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Thousanda of children are lost annually
from cholera infantum, diarrncca, and the
summer complaints, whers lives might be pre-
served by using Extract of Wild Strawberry.
Physicians recommend and use it conétantly.
it is a romedy well known, and more
highly valued the lonrer known, It is
tor sale at all drug stores, and is within reach
of overy one. Ses advertisement in another
column,

ST. GABRIEL ACADEMY,

The closing exerciges and distribution of
prizc8  in connection with BSt. Gubriel
Acudemy was held on the evenings of Mon-
day and Tuesdaylast. There was a large at-
tendance of the friends of the pupils, besides
many invited visitors from the city. Oa
Monday evening tha 8t. Henri Bund assisted,
adding greatly to the epnjoyment of everyone,
On Tuesday evening the band of the Sixth
Fugillers was in attendance, obtaining the
praise cf all present by theexcallent perform-
ance of several difficult pieces of music. On
both occasions the Rev, Father Salmon pre-
sided. Among the many interesting pieces
ou the programme wers two petit dramas, one
eptitled ¢« Uncle Jobn’s Visit” aud the other
n A Sea of Trouble” acted by the puplls of
the Academy. All who took part in them
played their various roles most satisfactortly,
and the careful training evinced in the rendi-
tioa of the different parts was very favorably
commonted on by the large and appreciative
audfence. Suveral choruses were glven by
the pupils, who raug with fine effect, accom-
panied on the piano by Mfiss Mary O'Byrne,
and Miss Lizzie Rutledge. Master Frank
Sulmon favorad the audience witha seog, and
was Joudly encored. Miss Mary Ann Lyons
read the valedictory.

Saveral gold and silver medais were pre-
sented to tha, pupils, The fcllowlng is the
list of medallists :—

A gold medal from James McShane, Esq.,
M, P. P, presented to Mies Nelly McAruley.

Gold medal trom James King, Esq., pre.
sented to Miss Mary Ann Lyons.

Silver medal from Rev. J. J. Salnon, to Miss
Alice Herbert.

Sliver medals from several other gentlemen
were presented to Mlirses Anuie Perkins,
Agnes Singleton, Bridget Clancey, and to
Masters Jobn Murphy, Mortly Shea, Michael
Cantwell, Alexander Mazion, and Jamss
Myles.

Ald, Taugey, Mr, A. Morris, of the Capada
Cordage Factory, aud Beveral other gentle-
men contributed largely to the securing of
other premiuma.

At the close of Tuesday’s entertalnmant,
Father Salmon thanked the large audience
for the encoursgement they gave the puplls
by their presence. He alao spoke in very
high terms of the staft of teachers, all of
whom he hoped would long continue with
the academy which had been elavated to such
a high standard of efficfency through their
exertions.

Horroway's OmrMeENT ANt Prois.— More
precious than Gold.—Diarthoea dysentery and
cholera are, through the summer's hoat, carry-
ing off the young, as the winter’s cold des-
troys the aged. In the moat acate cases, where

internai medicines camoot k8 relained, the-

greatest relisf will immediately result from
abbing Holloway's ecothing ointmeut over
the sbdomen. The friction should be fre-
quent and brick, to Insure the penatration of
a large portion of the Unxzuent. This oint-
ment calms the excited peristaltic action and
saothes the paln. Both vomliting and griping
yield to ft; where fruits or vegotables have
originated the malady, it s proper to remove
all Indigested matler from. tha howels by a
moderate dose of Holloway's Fills and Oint-

ment.

MISS PARNELL.

HER RECEPTIDN IN THE OLD CAPITAL—AN ENTHD-
S1ASTIO OVATION—HEKR ADDRRSH,

[Quebec Telegraph.]

Last evenling the Music Hall wus the centre
around which all that is national in the Irish
character centred. Welcome to Miss Par-
pell, sister of the great Irish tribane, was the
object, and the welcome was given in a truly
Irish fashlon; it took the hundred thousand
shape,—the Cead Mille Fuilthe form, It was
worthy the people whoe tendered it as it was
deserving by tne lady to whom it was given.
On very rare occaglons is such enthuelasm
shown as was last evening. The event was
peculiar of its kind., Thascattered portion of
a liberty loving poople met together to
rendor homage to one of a family which
is destined to revolutionize the system of
Government under which apeople has groaned
for centuries. The Irish pecple of Quebec
crowded into the Music Hall last evening to
puss a social hour, enlivened by the strains
of the Emerald Band with the additional at-
traction of a number of our charming vocal-
fats, who contributed their inestimable ser-
vices towards furtherlng the great ohject the
League bad in view, That their cofforts
wore crowned with success, the large audi-
ence, who applanded with vigorous enthu-
siasm, bore suflicient evidence. On the en.
trance of Miss DParoell (sccompanied by Mrs.
Whelan and Mise Davis, and eacorted by tead-
ing members of the Land Leagne) the audi-
ence rose, the band played, and altogother it
was evidunta mnch loved and highly esteem-

ed being was in their presence. ‘The
chair was taken by John O'Far-
rell, Esq, whose introductorr  nd-

dress was delivered with nll the fresbness nnd
vigor which his entbnsiartic Irish heart so
ably prompted. On tho stage were seuted, he-
side tbe highly estecmed gucst of the evening,
she whoge name is a synonymo for all that is
honest, faithful and tine in the cnuse of Irish
fraedom, Mies Fanny Parncll, there wore Mes.
Whelan, thoe wife of ooe who bhas devoted his
time and his means to the establishment of o
long desired and much needed Irish Catholic
daily newspnper, ‘I'in Post, AMontreal ; Miss
Annie Davis, Lrosident amd founder of the
Ladies’ Bronch of the Irish National Laod
League, in Montreal. A Iady whom as the
niece of Ireland's patriotic songster, Thoras
Davis, was greeted with enthusimem second
only to that awarded to Miss Paruell. Bessrs.
Fulix Carbray, past President, Jas. Shen, past
Vice-Presidvnt, Jas. Paul, Vice-Presidont,
Jas. J. Gahan,J. Guollagher, D. Nolan, and J.
Carey.
{From tho Quebee Chronicle.)

Mr. J. J. Gaban delivered the speech of the
oceasion ; Miss Davis recited Fontenoy ; sougs
wure supg by Messrs. James Shea and K. J.
Lane, and Mr. Jobn O'Farrel, the chairman,
rend tho following nddress

To Miss Fanny Iurncll, the Poctess of the Irish
National Land League :

The members of the Quebec branch ot the
Iriah National Land Lengue, joining with
their fellow-citizens of Irish birth and exirac-
tion, and with the lovers of Ireland generally,
in this city, avail themselves of your presence
here, to testify their admiration of your many
noble qualitier, and fo tender you, from their
heart of hearts, 8 hundred thousand welcomea |

In the great crisis through whice the Irish
nation i8 passiog, the family of Parnell is
proviog itself worthy of the stock from which
it eprung.

Like unto the mother of the Gracchl, the
gifted lady whose nume you bear, has given
her virtues and her children to the servico of
her country !

Your brother in the great Parliamentary
arena ot the British Empire; you: sister now
toiling for the cause amidst the dear rcenes
of Ireland, where theugh « the climnate 18 soft
as o mother’s smile, and the soil fruitful as
God's love, the Irish peaeant moarny” | you,
on this continent nmongst the hurried rushes
of North American commarce, have joined io
raising a cry which falls upon the enr of man-
kind, nnd provokes ths chivalry of the werld
to condemn in thunder tones the glaring
wrongs and vices which attach to the systom
of landlordiem in Ireland !

As oneof that bonored family you are wel-
comse to our midst.

Wa recognize in you the Pootess of the
Land War! the sister singer of Speranxn and
of Eva! the Woman of the Bybil’s voice and
Prophetess’ power!

Cead wmille failthe ! eead mille failthe ! !

When the mighty ones of earth go forth—
those crowned queens and monarchs of feudal
thrones, their footsteps are traced by accla-
mations—the serfs hail thelr presence. The
anclent lords of ancient houses likewise meet
with all the exterior marks of pompous re—
verence from the lowly and the umnthinking.
For this there is cuuse, inusmuch as the
sceptre of power is wislded in the view of the
muititude, and behind the sceptre there is
elther the sword of force, or that more de-
based weapon, the lash of a degraded public
opinfon. But without the accidental trap-
pinga which surrounnd the courts of lordlings
you have started on Freedowm's pathway
The martyra of your nution are the beacons of
your course] Juatice 8 your aim! Liberty
your goal! Hence it is that we greet you on
this occaslon with every testimony of our
affaction-seeing, In your virtues the sole reason
for our love,

To an enlightenod people—to an aroused
humarity you appesl. C ntinne on your
glorious mission, and though you may not be
called upon, ag was the Maid of Ocleane, to
mingle in scenes of unwelcome strife and
unboly bloodshed, yet be assured that the
beart of grateful Ireland will epshrine your
nams ; that your welfste, temporal and eter-
nal, will be the fond object ol a faithful
people's prayer, and your memory be prized
by every Irigh-Canadian, whoee feelings, like
the chords of the Zolian barp, have been
aswakened to the melody of patrictism, by
toe rich and tender outpourings of your exalted
genius,

8igmed on behalf of the Irlsh Natlonal
Land League and Irish peopls of Quebeac.

Joax O'F ArsrL,

L g J Chwairman.
AWRENCE STrAFORD, Jr.
Jonn Cazsy, ' 7y Hon. Secys.

Music Hall, Quebec, Tth July, 1881.

Miss Painell, who was recelved wlth loud
applsuse, begged the audience to be =seated,
pnd then proceeded to thank them for the
magnificent recaption they had given her, for
the addrese just reand, and Mr. Gallagher for
the beautiful manner In which hehad read it.
She was glad to hear Mr, Gallagher was from
Cork, for a8 it was a matter of sink or swim
with them they needed plenty of Cork. When
it was m question for her brather to decide
whether ke would sit for Jork, Heaih or
Mayo, hor aister and herself had put their

heads together and talked it over, and finally
they hnd =zeat him word « Stick to Cork,” In
addition, she sald to her msual inability to
speak, she had been out driving to gee the
beautifal scenery aronnd Quebec, and bad
been forced to swallow mbout two pecks of
dnst. She had likewlis required to awallow
go many undeserved compliments that some
of them . sesmed 10 stick in her throat. She
had atlll, however, volce sufficlent to thank

them for their kindness, Bhe was glad to see

80 many Iadieg present., At first the meetings
of the Lengue were attended almost entirely
by wen; now, however, the 1wlier were al—
rendy taking an interert in rha proceedings.

She had been told the Jutird b e were Dot
8o strong-miaded, snch wuia ms as thuse in
toy Uulted States. It was bt gooad for man,
to Lo slons iuv any matter, nnd especially
when his aim wng the receuerution of &
good and great nation. ‘The movermsut was
of course political 1u one suuse, bur then they
wera Ipteredted in no particular aine.  AS one
bad said who himweif wus no fricnd of Ire-
land,—tno lats Thomas Cnrlyle,—« The
Whigs wure their {alse friends and thy Tories
thelr honeat anemies” She thought the lag—
ter were the best. The Whigs were always
calling for liberty, the Tories for order, while
the nation did not want order. but juatice.
They wanted no concassions from tho British
Governmert; they merely wanted justice.
They went to them with open hands—she
wished they only could, and say :—% Give us
justice or else————~" (Loud applause.)

Miss B. M. McVey and Mr. P. E, Lane sang
« Bplievo me if all these endearing young
charme,” as a duet, followed by songs from
Mr. F. M. Duggan, who was loudly applauded,
and Miss Maguire. The two last wers bean—
tifally rendered and wore the gems of the
evening.

, Before separating, the audience sung “ God
Save Ireland,” Mr. D. Nolan singing the solo.
4 word ef prairo is certainly due the musical
directress, Miss McCauley, for her ekill in
presiding at the piarno,

The hall had been neatly decoratoed for tho
occasion. The Uanlon Jack, Red, White aud
Blue, Stars and Stripes aund Irish flag surround-
el a banner bearing on it the names of Chas,
Stewart Parnell, Michasl Davitt and Dillon,
and in front of tho stage was the inacription
“«God Save lreland.” ¢« Welcome our Guest,
Miss t'auny Parnell,” wns at the end of the
Hall facing the stago.

Miss Parnell, is « tall aud attractive look-
ing young lady, fair in nappearauce, and ap-
parently about 25 years of age. She is slim
in figure, and wore last night a handsome
black silk costume, over the skirt of which
wag n laco draping embreidered in largo sil ver
Shumrocks.

BREVITIES

Bismarck is sixty-oight years old.

Dublin policomen nre tall and innocent-
looking.

A drink of half mill and half Vichy wator
i8 vory refreshing.

Some English stowards put cheap beor into
old Bass bottles.

An English constiablo mounted a bicyclo and
caught a thief,

At a fapcy fnir an " pld woman’sal in an
immenss shou selling dolls.

Berlin anxiously cxpects Albani and Elsa
in « Lohengrin” next svason.

The rumar is revived that Prince Amadeus,
of Utaly, intendes to become n monk. ]

Toronto bukers have decided to increase the
prico of bread from Monday next,

Speaking of the politics and oflice hunting
the Boston Herald says :— Lift tho lovol.”

Ex-Lieutenant Govornor Sisson, of Ohlo,
haos received o patent for an advertising bal-
loon,

A gatirical inn-keoper in Wytheville, Va.,
advertises his house ug "the ouly second-
class hotel in the world.”

In future IFrench navy oflicera and sevmen
may grow beardd and mustaches.  Mustacher
without benrds are still probibited.

The young Dukede Morny i8 said to be ono
of the coming golden youth of I'rance—clever,
witty, discrueet, scepticnl and a sportsman,

M. Maot, the chisf of the famous champn-
gne house of Mout & Clinndon, dled recantly,
ieaving n pereonal fortune of nearly 30,000,000
francs.

The Czar has succeeded in maintalnlng ab-
solute monarchy. But he is afraid to como
ot to koo how it is gotting nlong.— Lurlington
Fawkeye.

A writer in the British Medical Journal atr—
Aerts thot in the lnat thirty years there hos
bewn a graduol diminution in the size of peo-
ple's heads.

It Is asserted that Dr. Carnally, of Eng-
laud, has, by & patent process, produced ice
of such intense coldness that it would burn
the toucher.

A black of ice, melted in Charles Bertine's
ice-chest nt Connersville, Ind, was found te
contain a frog welghlng a quarter of a pound
and in good health.

William Brink, of South Mancheater, Conn.,
n member of the National Guard, was, during
a recent vigit to Germany, seized and torced
Into the military service,

A young lady named Tobin, daughter of a
respectable rssident of $t., Catharines, Ont,,
eloped yesterday with a negro, whom ehe
married at Niagara Falls,

A St. Louig man has besen fined $1 and
costs of prosecution for jerking a boy cut ofa
seat in a horse car for the benefit of alady
passenger who was standing.

A bogus ' Uount," travelling on the Pacific
glope, lowers his baggage from his rcom
window, languldly walks out of the hotel and
I8 heard of in thenext city.

It 1s asserted that France has sent a note
to the Porte, declaring that she will hold
Tuorkey responsible for the agitation amoag
the Mohammedans in Tunis and Gran.

A black bear attempted to hug s young
lady in Idaho, and waa geverely punished for
kis misbehavior, She charged on the beast
with an umbrella and puached out one of hix
6yEs,

Among the twenty-one students arrested a
few days ago in a conspirator's lodgings on
the confines of St. Petersburg wag a female
stodent of medicine, dressed In a man’s
clothes, :

Boston Post :— It disgusts a man fearfally
after he has owned a ' mule ten years to find
that the animal really enjoyas listening to pro-
fanity. He grudges the pleasure he has given
the mule.”

M:sg Lilliwhite, who 18 about to marry, re-
marked on Memorial day that she comld
sympathize with the brave boys in blug, hav-
ing lost ber hand In an engagement.—Bolon
Transcripl.

The proposed meeting of Scotch members,
to take Into consideration the question ol ar-
ranging for the discussion of Scotch business
in the House of Commons, has heen indef-
nitely postponed.

Not a bad joke was made at Ascot respect—
lag a lady whose dress was profuasely deco-
rated with the heraldic emblems of her
hosband's famlly. “Why,” sald some-cne,
wghonld a wife not be in the arms of her
hausband " , )

Parnell has written n_lefter to the Cork
branch of the Land lLeague In regard to
the arrest of O'Connor, its Secretary, statiog.
that the time has long since gone by when
the Government arrested men for any

reason agslgned wnder the Qcerclon Ack.



