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WHEN THRE WES1 WIND BLOWS,
(An Irlah Bultad.)
By Kev. 3 B, Dollard, In  Donahoe's

Maguzine for May.

TIm leavin® of Kilronan,
' I'm goln’ ten mile away,

"To the hack of Nephin mountain,
Where the gontle rivers play

I must laave tho wicked ocean
That haa caused my woo of woes,

For Ity eryln’ waves they rack me
When the went wind blows.

"Ti8 the torture of a mother
When her tieasured ones are lost,
AR she #ee tho bltter water
Where their cold lmbs are tossed ¢
On, bluck the hour they salled away
Tha angry tlouds arose,
An' thele bed fa damp and troublea
Whera the west wind blows !

I heard the Banshce watlin',
An' woko In heavy fright;
T gald, *“ My Nefl and Moran,
Oh ! go rat out to-night.
For I hoard the banshes cryin’
Where«sthe haunted hazel grows,
A’ ‘tia evil round, her keenin’
hen tho west wingd hlows !

My gold-hahed Moran kisged me,

Oh ! bleeding heart so sore !)

“'Tls back we'll be at mornin’,
‘With a brimming hoat galore;

“Tls home we'll come at mornin’,
When the fall tlde fows.”

Ah ! Lis vorde aro with me ever
When the west wind blows,

I'm leavin' of Kilronan,
An' the ocean's wicked waves,
My keenest woe that never
I may Kneel o'er thelr graves;
But I'll pray to God, our Father,
He will grant thelr souls repose;
He will ease my bitter sorrow,
While the west wind blowa !

THE OUTLAW’S BRIDE.

{Alice Milligan, in the Irlsh Emerald.)
“8he Is as At to bo my bride as thiy
sword s for my side,
Hald' the Rapparee rover,

Brian Connell.”

Elblin Og sdt apart in her own room,
and wept softly. She had feasted and
Qanced long and laughed with the mere
riest, il her Indy mother wondered
and was glad, thinking the mald had
row at length put away all thought of
her former lover, Irlan Connell, from
her heart, and was witling to be wooed
by another sultor. The sald sultor,
whom father and mother openly fa-
voured and encouraged, was ‘present
that night in the person of Capt. Hosea
‘Greatrex, formerly communder of
horse In the Yarllament of England's
army, and now lord and owner of a
great tract of Jand fn Treland, by right
of Oliver’s plantation,

Biblin where she sat could hear
volces and loud luughter, the beating
and shufiihig of feet, the shrlliing and
warbling of the pipes that gally the
<ompany danced to, She had herself
that night tauntingly challenged her
Puritan sultor to step o measure with
her, and though all of his sect would
have deemed it 2 sinful pastime, he
consldered that none were there to
know or blame him, and so had yleld-
«d' to the couxing of dark-hatred Eidh-
D, thinklrg. to, win favour In her
sight, and lo! when she wearfed, or
rather teigned loss of breath, ne would
‘nave led her apart for some quict talk,
but suddenly she broke from him with
a curt excuse to rearrange her tumbled

" tresse. that, In the whirl of that reel,
had escaped the comb,

She now sat on the tloor of her room,
her face hidden in her hands, and sob-
bed a while; then, for she would not
that any should suspect her -veeping,
ghe took & hund mirror and bathed her
-eyes, then brushed her ctrls about her
#lender fingers till they hung like clus-
‘turs of grape tendrils on either side of
"ker snowy brow. Hhe wore a velvet
Fown of hunting green, embroldered
with rich fur, and was fair to ook apon
a9 a painted pictare had any been there
to see.  One "tall candle showed her
light.
<loud, the moon shone forth In sudden
bursts of silver glory upon a frosty
world. Snow was coming down in
feathery flakes, for it was mid-winter,
and Christms eve. Eibhlin but smiled

“upon her image in the mirror, she
‘would weep no more, but deck herself
falrly, and wound him Ly the power
ot her beauty, scorning him all the
time in her maldén piide. Her heart
‘Was not hers to glve, nor would she in
any wige have given it to an English-
man ahd an enemy to her land; rather
would she become the bride cf heaven.
Meantime she would be merry and
talr-spoken, and struggle not agalnit
her father's will

Suddenly she was startled by a
<lanking on the window-pane, and
turning tound beheld a sword blade
waving thereat, it ltke a white flame
by the moonbeam. Bhe knew the sig-
nal of old, and In a trice was at the
window-slll and leaning forth., Her
heart beat wildly and her breath came
fast. She feared lest that black steed
-on which the young man sat might Im-
patiently strike the hard ground with
hig hoot or nelgh and bring forth her
Xkinsmen to slay him, for this was Brian
<Cunnell, an outlaw, with u price upon
Aig-head,

The music burst forth loudly, lessen-
iag all risk, ere she darzd to speak.

“Ch, Brian, whence hast thou come
to0-night, ang for what cause 2

“ ¥ come from rfding the white hills,”
he answered, looking up sadly to the
falr tace at the window, ‘I have come
from Connaught over Shannon river,
that is to-night like a ficod of ice, und
T rode not alore: some of my clan

4 were with me, and we have done great
work to-night”” Here he laughed, but
lowly. *There I« a Puritan new-come
1lord of Irish lands that shall find, when
he fares home trom [easting, blackened
walls of ‘his dweliing, and some ot his
servants slain.”

“©Oh, Brian,” she xald, but laughed
the while * Methinks T have danced
with him to-night who Is thine enamy.
“Thou art in mortal danger should he
«<ome forth, as love-sick loons will do,

dashing

! king, but that he was well

Outstde, from a sky-of flying.

o gape upon the moon.
theu thien come heve 2

Hig heud sunk upon hin ohest.  Po
#av fatevel), Eibhiin, to one T shall see
¥ ole

“fhien you love me no wore, Brinn,
sice this meeting s the l’st.  You
love me no mote as you swore you did
that day when you eamo home wound-
«d from Owen's great  battle in the
north, when you lot mo bathe and bind
the great scar upon your right arm
where the Purltan soldier hacked it

It 18 sou have forgotten since you
&ave your white hund to an Engllsh
churt to hold.”

*1 havo not forgotten,” said Eibhiin,
*one Word that you told me; nor the
old book that you brought me from
Dublin and that 1 read to you aloug.
Dost thou remember 7

“How ghould I?” sald Brlan, “I
leoked on your tace all the while; why
should 1 think of the book 7"

Eibhiin sighed, * I had thought (his
would be remembered; it was a sweot
tale of trae love, fiom which, Brian,
you might have learned something that
would have warned you of your fate
to-night,”

“ What hool. was 1t 3 =ald Brian,
wondering,

EIbllin’s volce trembled as ho spohe
slowly, ‘It was the story of the Prin-
cess Granla, who fled with Dlarmid the
Knight of Flun, soiely against his
win

Mrlan laughed softly, * 1 remember
now, and how we dispuied, you decu-
Ing that Grania was hold and unmaid-
cnly, and that she weuld as llet have
married any other of Finn's comrades,
end I maintained she toved him all
the time, and he lov@d her, tvo, ana
. that she knew It well, though he never

dpoke a word sut of loyalty to his
cantent

when she constrained him to afd her
flight.”
‘“‘And you, Bilan, would you be Hl-
content or well it thare should plead
With you ona as loving a¢ Granla # Oh,
Brian, there I¢ a suitor come to ask
{ my hand, and he’s not like King Finn,
; an Irfehman, nor agsd at all; but n

great flerce English captaln, with eyes
| blue as the sea, and hatr like the Mnt.
4 Young he is, and handsome, tco," the
t #dded, darlag to rousa In hin some

Why hast

“ilume of Jealolisy that would make hint®
| more urgent to demana her flight.

“He nas no house to bring a bride
12" sald Brlan, grimly. "I burned it
tlding by

“And he vail nd 1) bride 1o carry
tithor, for I must fly away to-night, |
Never again wit I find an escort 5o '
safe to bring me to the convent of Atn-
tome”

Brian reachcd up his arms passton-
ately towards her,

** Elbblia Oz Astor, hast thout forgo:-
ten tay prorvlse to me? Is it not sa-
rred In God’s sight as any vow to
Heaven 2"

Her losd was stak upon her hands
and she dhed hot tears. T have never
forgotten any promise, bat none
clatmed fuldlment, and since here T
i tortured and painzd by the woo-
ing ot this Greatrex, and since father
and motker are In fear through his
threats It T yleld not, I thought 1t best
to flec to the peace of the sanctuary,”

“There 18 no peace and ho sanctuary
in the whole land of Ireland. Nuns
«nd filars alike are fugltives and out-
laws. Soldlers quarter in their once
holy places, There is no shelter for
thee save with me: and perltous as is
| my plight to-night, here in the con-
j Guered territory, over in Connaught,
'nmong the unassaflable mountains,
‘among the urfettered clans, thou
wouldst be honoured as a queen. I will
come then, Elbhlin, when the winter
Storus are over, and beas thee away.”

“And must I iveep sthrough” the long
frozen winter, .having no word of my
true love, and fearing for his lite 2 On,
Brian, I did not think you could be so I

patlent

ARainst um, wnd speak highly to her
Vleuring of that landless rogne, B an
Counetl,!

It was midnIght  ere  I2IDMEND wag
soupht and her Oivhit knowa, so vas It
that there wax wo ravit, In the dim
light of the Chelastman  dawning  the
bluck steed came at Lt to the door-
s OF A wbiuig fiit houss ovee  the
Conganght bcder. between & mouns
tain and the moor.

All through the cold night of snow
that hrave stecd had gallop=d onward,
bearing Rrlan and his bride. Moor-
land and rountal,  and  the brond
fiozen Shannon hag bqon.cmm!_e@. and
ncw the i outlaw ieaped from his
#addly, und, ng  Sibhin In his
arms, bore her stralght imo the five-
light, and #et her In his Jady mother's
vhalr, for the tatter had risen n won-
der at thiy strange home-coming. All
thioush the night wateh and ward had
baen“kent,* for ‘they kuew that Brian
had gone on an adventure of danger,
yot were all thesa utterly astonished to
#oe the lovely lady, sittlag pate and
specchiexs, with thelr young naster's
widowed mother  leaning  over her,
Whilst Bilan knelt and clasped and
Ilzsed the little frezea hands that had
dung o bim >0 bravely through =all
that leng wild ride, The mother rhook
the snow from her hair, and heaped
#reat wollsking ronnd her, and made
her partuke of Spanish “vine, *lil at
length the Juy and good chuar brought.
her back to happy life,

Sho blushed, as she looked upan
Bujan, till the tace that had been pale
was lke a lovely tuse. - Came there
eier a bride to thy ¢lan as I have come
by my own pleadiug

" Never yet, Elbhlin, wor ever an-
other 85 brave and so deshed.”

-
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THE LATE FATHER ELENA,
The Berlin News-Record of April 27
has the following t=
Our readers will be grieved to hear
of the death of Rev. L. Elena, LL.D.,
V.@., for many years onc of the most
prominent figures In the Roman Cath-
olic ranks of vur province, which teok

|

blace at 430 yesterday afternoon, at |
St. Jerome's College, due 1o the frality i

of old age. The veteran Father had
pussed the allotted span of lite, being

‘81" yéars-and 7 months of age, when

the final summons came.

The deccused was born in Tyrol,
Austria, fn September, 1817, of an il-
lustrioux family, nnd  studied at the
Unlversit'es of Padua, Italy. He
graduated there as a Doctor of Civil
and Canon Law, and practiced his pro-
fession for & number of years, and
was ulso a member of the Landtag
of Tyrol. He decided to surrender
his civil career for the priesthood, and
went to Rome, where he was ordained
as priest In 1865, as a member of the

of the K ot

Our Lord.
wag for many years identified with
the church’s educational institution
here, belng a Professor und  Vice-
Prestdent of St Jerume's College for
years. In 1871 he became President
of St. Mary's College, Kentucky, but
after a stay of two yea 18 he returned
to Canada shortly before the close of

He came to Berlin, and‘

THE FIRST OF MAY

Phe murmiiing watas flow

On, through the vale Lelow,
Whare bivas aa Anaying spinys
Winhle thedr ~unge of piatse,
Ir #oupds subdued and tow,

Par che s Come nnd go—

Mt Natwe's beauties glow,

1o Kicet owr Queon of Mav
Now blithely o1 the land,
Tust thiung the white-robued baud,
Ard childeen's vofees ) adse

T chant thell mothor's prafse
Her shilaes with roses glow,

And s jure an snow,

Entwined with vinea below,

Are Natures flowerote gay,

Ob, mother fair and bright,

Fiom Heaven's throne of light,
.00k down upon our land,

Upon our white-robed band;

Thely hearis with fervour glow,
Ob, bless them ere they go !

Lat graces on them flov,

On this, tay oun loved dav,

~Zeno,

Algonia  April, 1xge,

HOW TIM DENBY
WENT A-COURTING.

L

“Yeu're a fool, Tim!

“Am I, father? Wel, it ever I many
and have a son who 18 a fool, I'll hold
wmy tongue about it.”

* Why, you insolent young dog?

“Recause It will be more my fault
than his,”

Old Dan Denby suld something that
compositors always set up with a thing
itke the edge of a chisel and began to
reload his pipe, while Tim, after glanc-
Ing at his father’s ruddy face and white
halr, which stuck up alt over his head
like silver fire, started struight hefoer
him in the gless to see what o fool
was lke,

Fools vary; they're not al allhe.
Rome fools are stupld fools, Tim Denby
could see at a glance, without being
vain, that he was not a stupld fool,
for he looked & frank stordy younyg fel-
low with a sun-browned fac: ang far
©s the peak of his cap., There he be.
came very white In a banad just helow
his rich, dark-brown hafr. His beard
was not so dark as his hair, and it was
more crisp and curly, and looked just
the sort of place in which a nlee soft
Httle nose would lke to nestle und en-
Joy the tickllug sensation It suffered
there,

Tim Denby's nose was not soft and
little, but the veiy opposite, and what
with his  bright eyes, white tecth,
strong  and generglly sturdy anly
look nr he at there in his easy sult of
white flannels, he was not & man ot
whorr o father need be ashamed even
1€ he Qid call him a fool.

“Laok here,” shouted old Dan, af-
ter lighting his pipe as he sat thera In
the oak arm-chalr in the library flled
with bcoks he never read and whers he
would have & mirror, though the up-
holsterer sald it was a lstake. * Look
here”

“ All right, father, I'm looking."”

*When I was & boy, sir, T hud % go
to the works at.five shilling a week
and tight my wa¥.in"the woild.”

*Yes, father, I kncw. More honour
to you for what you've done.”

““As for you, T've had you educated

1873, After belng rector of St. Joseph's a8 & gentleman and you've never dons

Chuich at Hamilton for a short time,
he was made pastor of the congrega-
tlon at Formosa, Here he was singu-
larly successtul, and through his zeal-
ous efforts the magnificent church
there was erected, standing to-day,
{ree fiom debt, as“a monument to the
work of a faithful pastor and a gen-
erous people, He retired from active
service In 1890, and come to Berlin,
belng made Vicar-General for the Ger-
mans of the dfocese of Hamllton. His
ceath.will be deeply mourned, not only
by "his’ asselates in Berlin, but by
the church #s a body, throughout the
Dominfon,

A most Impressive funeral se-vice
was held at St.” Mary's church this

“ Elbhlin, the snow i3 w0,
{all and the winds are chill. The way
is far, and very dngerous.”

“‘The snow whi cover our flight, and \
U reck not of danger. Harder would I
deent it to be left lonely here. Take ’
me over Rhannon, Rrian, when it is as
you have s8atd, Uke a floor for our pass-
ing.”

“*Come, ther,” sald Brian; ** but how
can we pass through that festal com-
vuny unobserved "

It your steed was neaver, from this
window, Brlan, I think I could come,
tdking somie cate, Into your arms.”

She sat as she spoke on the window
ledge that went low near the foor of
the r00m, the pancs opened In the
midst, 80 very easily would she come
through, and, holding by the slll, low-
ered with cure her small teet to Brian's
strong shoulder, where he sat upon his
black-maned steed: then his strong
hunds were ralsed to hold her, and in
n moment she was safe In shelter near
his heart.

The fiddles and pipes made merrl-
ment go loud that none heard the least
a\qu;ld of & horse’s hoof-tread as one
went by the house and away towards
the weod; but It wad gulded to go
quietly, and  the soft snow ajdcd;
aulckly, tou, the flakes whirled Cawn
and hid atl track of the way the horse
went, Indeed, none guessed that any
had gone riding away, for sven shan
Eibhilin was missed her mother, who
sought her’in her room. made no ado,
deeming that, perhapa, she had stolen
Zorth, but not far, but merely to be
safe from the unwelcome wooing vt
the Puritan captain, <t the fireslde 9f
some filend’s house. Her father made
questlon, but  * Hush,” the mother
agld, with her finger to her lip, “let
him think that her head aches and she
has gone to rést; he must aot know
that she Is unwilling to be his brids
She hag stolen away, no loult, to be
with old Brigid, her nurse, who will

huniour hor, and fnelte her o r bel

in the p of a large
aesembly, before the rematns were
sent to Formosa, The students and
faculty, of the college formed a proce-
slon at 7.30 and marched to the churck,
where Solemn Requiem Mass was held
With Father D. Fennessy, cclebrant;
Father A. Weller, dea:on; Father 1.
Perlus, sub-deacon; and Father J.
&chweltzer, Master of ceremonics. The
pall-bearers were Messrs. V. Zarek, V.
Bednarek, J, Walsh, J, Wels, .\Vm,
‘Whearty, and Jos, Eckart.

The remains were sent to rFormoxa
on 2 940 train, and were accom-
panifed by Revs. Kloepfer, Sr. and
Lehman, who will look after the faner-

a stroke of work yet.”

“I've done just what you told me,
dal. You sald I was not to work.”

“ Right, so T did. I dldn’t want you
to eat so much dirt as I did. But never
mind about that. It's time you were
married.”

“But whuat for, dad? I'm happy
erough as I am. If I marry I shan't be
allowed to row, or play cricket, nor
hunt, nor sheot.”

“Never mind, yowll be allowed to
stop at konme and.nurse the halrng”
“Bali!” efaculated Tim.
I have not met with a lady. .
‘I have plcked one tor you, my boy ™

** You have. Who Is she?"

¢ Fany Danks."”

* Fanny Danks! Why, father, [ never
thought of such a thing.”

* More reason Ishould think for you
—you great baby. Cut it short. U've set
my mind on the match and it's neur
Ume I left oft catting Tom Danks’®
throat.”

“ Quite right, father."

“And Tom Danks thinks it's quite
time he left off cutiing mine.”

“I'm very glad of that too, father.”

“Don’t be a fool, Tim, Can’t you sse
I'm talking metaphorically, as you call
it in your fine college way? Now, Tim,
I'vo sct my mind upon a coalescence of
our two blg works ,which shall be
Denby, Danks and Company. You shall

“ Bestdos,

al iin N
ord.
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he C 80 go over and see Fan-
ny Danks: tell her you're going to mar-
ry her, and the rest will foltow.”

* But, father—"

“Don't be a fool, sir. Do you want
young Tomlins to get her? ife's hang-
Ing about there always. Go and cut
him out,”

“When, father?”

“Now, at once. Dress yourselt up
smart and come back in an hour and
/tell me 1’3 all settled. Now, be oft."”

Tim’s mouth opened to say some-
thing, but old Denby had turned his
back to Intimate that the Interview
had come 16 an end, so the young man
went to hig own room to get ready tor
his visit,

*That'tl soon be done,” he sald to
himsdlf, *“I don't want Fanny Danks,
and Fanny Danks doesn't want me,
Dresst up, mast 12

He heasitated for & fow minutes as te
what he thould put on, and ended by
seying ** Bother! and loosely knotting
& dark blue silk handkerchlef under his
turi-down flannel collar, sticking on
his cricketing cap—white flannel, like
his shirt and trousers—thrusting his
brown hands in his pockets, and walk-
ng over, whistling a tune, to Danks'
Park.

Danks' Park, four mtles outslde

cHiceo ' Charmingham, was not at its besg, Tt

=1

|

looked €00 new and the works would
«orer It sith sout and shade it with
clouds Bt the soot and smoke left a
restduum of gold and people did ot
mind.

“alo! luughed Tim, ax he walked
8lowly up the drlve and noted a very
sieart dogeart with a groom In neat
livery and with a chestnut horse at
the docr. “Pomling 18 first! Twenty
to one on Towlns  Pomilns one and
Tin Denby nowhere »

“ Min Danks 1n”?° arkcd Tim of the
tall tovtman,

“Yes, s Gentlemon with her, sir,
at present WM you step In here? '

Tim Mid 2tep 0 there— * there ' being
«ne of a handgome anlte + £ rooms looks
ng ocrose the park to the pleasnnt
prospect  of Chormingham ¢ etory
chimneys,

* Dankx dees 1t well, anyhow.” sald
Thn, as, after gong to the window and
looklug weroyy  the well kept  lawn,
which promised splendidly for a good
wicket, it some of the great conifers
and other gpecimen trees had been cut
dowr, he walked slowly up to the door
in the centre of the right-hand wall,
one which evidently led into the next
eult of rooms. The panels of this door
were very prettl.y painteq, and Tim
was admiring a group of floweis when
the door was softly pushed a little way
towards him and a set of white taper
fingers dppeared. These fingers seemed
to come up sideways, out of a bed ke
flower bude or well-bal atalks of

Ing,"” sald Davke, speakine as I Towns
lins Junive had come for <. ders or with
something to sell " Be (bl to him,
and £ you don't fIke him say so—nlees
15, mind.”

Then, altcting Wiy munoor, he rom,
patied Fanny's cheek, took her hand,
Kissed it, und vpening the «oor to et
her pass, followed her out.

The next minute Fauny™vds In No.
2 with Tomlins junior, wHoHigan in
& very dimdent -way abott¥the wea-
ther, warmed up by Qégreds by the
sIght of Fanny's wweet face, and then
made 2 declaration In a dash, growing
50 mild and 80 pathetic at tast that
While wishing te soften her rofusal
as pleasantly as possible, the lady felt
auite upset and bound to provide an
easy retreat,

This she did by stunding near the
deor leading into No. 1, and at last,
Just as she was framing a final No,
she opencd it, and pnsgzed her hand
through to keep It ajar.

With the retreat open Fanny grew
composed, and able in a pertectly
calm way to reason with her sultor.
She told him truthfully that what he
proposed was Impossible, and that sie
quite hated him, and it there was not
another man left on the face of the
carth she would not have him, ana
that lie was as great n goose—she
meant gander—as she ever saw,

She told him all this, but with a very
bitter-almond-sugared  manner, ait

asparagus, but that was only moment-
ary, for they were followed by the back
ot a very soft dimply-looking hand,
which glided round the door into the
reom where the young man stood.

Tim thought it looked very pretty
and soft, and the mock plano playing
ceaged, and the fingars moved about
among the painted flowers upon the
rancl as it about to bick them, ending
by rest in as pretty o place as an artist
could have selected to complete an al-
teady beautiful group,

There was a murmur of velces going
on in the next room, but Tim pald no
beed to that, far his Imagination was
filled by the movement of that hand,
as he sald to himselfi—

“Now, If this were xome old man-
£lon and it were midnight, what & glor-
fous ghostly adventure this would
make, -only -the kand vught to beckon
me.”

But che hand did not beckon; it re-
mafned perfectly still, and insteady of
belng ghostly and pale, and glving out
an odor of cold earth and decay, was
nice and soft, and deliclous looking,
and smelt pleasantly ot scented scap.

What nice pink Httle nalls they seem-
ed! How regular the fingers were !
What delightful lttle dimples appears
ed at every joint! ‘Then there were
velns of a delicate violet wandering
beneath the transparent skin, ana all
adding to the beawly of the charm-
ing member attached to the arm,
which wus white and soft as that of
a babe,

Tim Denby was a fool; his tather
Bald =o0; and so, fool lke, he forgot
everything else in the object which
attracted him. ’

The result was that he took that
hand tenderly In his, where It lay like
@ splagh of cream In & wooden trenche
er, und then it felt so nice that after
holding it for n few moments ana
smiling down at it foolfshly, he gave
it a squeeze.

THe hand responded to the pressure
by tightening upon his, and a very
curious thrill twittered all through Tim
Denby’s nerves till he tingled to cach
of his toes. This sensation censed as
the hand was drawn away to begin
tapping the panel once again, while
the murmur on the other side went on.

Tim thougHt*i{ a pity that the ten-
derness of that hand should be wasted
upon ‘old” oak, so, feeling utterlv re-
gardless of to what it might Lelong,
he took It once ngain, warm, white,
and palpitating, to raise It softly to
hls Uips and press a long kiss upon
the back,

“That's very nice,” thought Tim,
drawing a long breath, and he fatur-
ally enough, In his foollshness, was
abeut to repeat the application, when
the hand was Wwithdrawn and the fin-
gers contracted into a fist, which shook
itself at him threateningly and then
opened.  The milddle finger was bent
=0 that the polut was caught by the
thumb, and it flloked at him again and
again Gl he grasped the hand once
mcre to raise it to his Jps, when it
made a dart at his face, gave his nose
2 pull, and then made a clutch at his
collar,

1.
Fanny Danks was all that a preity,
natural, sweet-tempered English girl
should be.

That is the modern way of saying

y col d 50 as that he did
not know it was that; In fact, nothing
could haive been sweeter than Tom-
Hng' hope-crushing. It was so nice
that he did not realize its force. That
would come later on, when the sugar
was all sucked away.

“How stupid of pa to play such
tricks,” sald Fanny to herself, as she
tAt her hand taken. “It's to ive
me courage, though, I supbose,” she
added the nex: minute, and then :—
“What a coward Mr. Tomlins must
think me. I wish T hadn’t opened the
door.”

*No, I don't,”” she sald quickly, as
after feeling crushed for a few mo-
ments, Tomlins junfor grew bold.

*No,” he sald, “I can't go away
llke thls, Miss Danks. I do not, I wilt
not_belleve you love another. You
cannot.”

“But I do, suid Fanny, excitedly,
for he hid sefzed her left hand, which
she could not drag away,

“Who Is It, then, you leve 2 sald
Tomltus junlor; “let me see the man
Wwho possesses your heart.”

“ You shall,” cried Fanny, mischlev-
ously, as she rather enjoyed her would-
be sultor's surptise, * Behold !

She spatched her left hand away
now by a vigorous tug, and drew the
door open as she tightened her hold
on the lJoose collar of Tim Denby's
coat.

There was a tableau.

Fanny started back to Tim's left;
Tomtius junlor made a atep to his
right, and Tim stood smiling and con-
tented, framed In the doorway--frame
and figure belng well worth a second
glance.

“Mr. Denby !" cried Fanny.

“Oh!" efaculated Tomlins juntor,
who turned upon his heel and walked
away,

“T thought it was my pa ! exclaim-
€d Fanny; and she trled to dart away,
but Tim, fool as-he was, Intercepted
her, and then, unable to control her-
self, she burst Into tears,

And thent——,

Tim Denby went home, but not di-
rectly. He stayed some time. In
fact, he staved to dinner, and did not
enter his fatherls Lidrary till the old
gentleman was having his nightly one
glass of toddy.

“ Well 2 sald the pater, fiercely.

“*Well, father, I've becn.

“ Well 2

“Oh, T think 1t's all right, but you
can’t play a love match'in oie Innings;
it takes tima.”

Then he gave a full, true, and par-
ticular account of his visit, the old
wman chuckiing about the first ~gight
of the hand.

*Tasted the sample, then, Tim, and
now want to try the buik.”

“ Yes, father.”

“Ab, well, that'll be all right. Yowre
not such a fool as I thought

It was all right, for finally fim had
the hand to keep. The two fathers
ceased the unpleasant throat-sawing
business, and n double partnership was
the result. Trade mark, Hand In
Hand, See cards.—George Manvlile
Fenn,

————
L.C. M. B A,
—

On the eventng ot April 7th, 1899, the
members of Branch No. b1, C.M.B.A.,
Barrle, held a very successtul soclal fn
thefr hall. The following programma
Was prescnted to thé satistaction of

that Fanny was gl
and lovable, and so & great many
yeung men thought, notably young
Tomlins, who, after serewlng himselr
up very tightly and spending two
hours on his dress, “drove over 10 pro-
Ppose, .

Danlel Danks knew what the young
man had come about, and sald that he
should leave it to Fanny.

Mrs. Danlel Danks felt all of & twit-

ter as she thought of her former
Years,
“Oh, my Fanny !” she 1

all present solo, Mlas
Lena  Dalten;  Instrumental duete,
AMlsses Mary Moiar ar« £lla Mahoney;
vocal solo, Miss Clara Byrne, Instru-
mental solo, Mligses Mery Moran and
Elle Mahoney; voeal solo, Miss Alle
Loyne; “voeal solo, Miss Ela Mahoney;
chotus, Maple Leat and God Save the
Queen, by Mr, T. F. O'Meara. The
Programme was evidently much enjoy-
ed by the henrty encores which follow-
€d each number, after which lunch
was provided by the ludles. Cards
were then In until abeut 11.30,

‘‘what will you say "

“I don't know, mammae, dear.
suprose I must go and see him.”

“But marrlage Is such o serlous
thing, my dear.”

*“Is it, mamma 7 safd Fanny, qulet-
1y, as she looked pleasantly out of her
nlce eyes In a way that was so Ine
nocent and astonished that'it argucd
badly for the muit of Tomling junior
waltlng in No. 2 of the sulte of five
<rawing-rooms at the Park.

“Don't keep the young man wait-

I

When all departed for home pleased
beyond 2ll comprehension with the so-
clal evening
—— A P

Sriey Anotare Triuses.—Mr. Tho-
man 8. Bullso, Sunderland, writes:
‘* For fourteen yeara I wasafllicted wilh
Pilen; and frequently T was unable to
walk or ait, but four yesra agn I was
cured "{,"""’f DR. Troxas' Ecructaic
01,  I'bavealen boop subj atio Quinxy
for over forty yeass, but Ed'ectric 0}
carad it, aud'it war s permavent care
in both casen, as either the Piles nor
Quinsy bave froabled me since.” -



