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event, yet with s confidence not unjusti-
fiable, under the circumstances. Th.e
plan which had suggested itself to his
mind, and to which his visit to Saint
Joseph de I'Acadie was chiefly due, was
taking shape and form as a result of dis-
cussing it, as they were now doing,
Monseigneur Demers, he was beginning
to see represented in a very real sense,
what must necessarily be the attitude
of the older and more influential clergy,
if the plan was to have any hope of
success. Pierre Martin or some other

f the same stamp must, he likewise
felt, be the active agent among the New
¥ngland exiles. It would be his task to
kindle the flame which must, Bilodeau
felt convinced, spread and spread until
nis people should be wrought up to the
needful height of enthusiasm for return
4o their qwn land, an enthusiasm which
1e himself would give due utterance to,
in the Federal Parliament. His
encmies,his ill-wishers on oneside and the
other, should indeed fear him and listen
to him yet ; he would resign the senator-
ship with which they had mocked, rather

han satisfied his legitimate ambition,
and return to his old battle-field, the
[ ower House, as the leader of some
f French *“ National ” members
from a new Quebee in the Northwest—

was a young man yet, and this, of
vhich ke dreamed, should come quickly
—+to eain what support either party
would, assuredly, make any concessions
he might choose to demand.

The whole train of thought, indeed,
passed swiftly through his mind to that
which he deemed its natural and logical

nelusion; so swiftly, in fact, that there
was but a momentary pause between his
irst phrase, “ A good deal more,” and

hat which followed. *“And these
younger men, mon cher,” he asked “who,
wnd where are they?”

“(od knows,” was the reply, spoken
with the utmost reverence. *1 know;

ne who might be, but—Monseigneur
naused, doubtful, possibly, whether it
were right to mention Pierre Martin's
name, seeing that by so doing, he might
juwittingly influence the course of
events. In any case the party of ama-
teur providence which sone men, and
most women are so ready to assume, was
mne for which he at least had no ambi-
tion.

Our young orator of
suggested Bilodeau, quietly.

Monseigneur Demers made a gesture
of almost unwilling assent of which once
more his friend readily grasped the
full significance.

“(Groing to be a priest, isn't he ?"

“Yes—if God pleases.”

“ Exactly, mon cher,” rejoined the
Senator, “if God pleases, as yousay. In
wny case the Church must do her share,
n the factories most of all, and a man
like that, as priest or layman, the latter

referably, is the man to do it.”

* You think so ?"" The tone conveyed

r seemed to convey, a certain anxiety
which Bilodeau did not, at the moment,
juite understand though he could guess
at the cause of it as he presently
showéd.

“Yes, I do,” he auswered quietly, yet
without hesitation,” and so do you, I

wcy. But “why anxious,” he con-
ied with a kindness, a gentleness he

for his friend only, for you are
ous you know."

“Am I? Well, yes I am—for the

v's sake,” Monseigneur admitted,
gravely. “Priest or layman,” he re-

imed after a momentary pause and
peaking in a calmer, more confident
», “he will do the work le Bon Dien
es him to do, but this work meaas
row, heartbreak if it fails, while if it
succeeds o . L “He broke off
wondering it may be that he
should speak thus to one for whom what
he was saying or about to say, must
have so little meaning.

The other, however, seemed to read
his thoughts. “You think there will be
er to his soul, is that it,” he said.
Again Monseigneur Demers made a
it gesture of assent.
hen,” returned his friend, “I must
ich you a littls sermon, mon ami, I,
politician, the—how dolyou say it,"”
careless Gallio to you, the priest,
teacher and guide of priests to be.
And my sermon shall be short, oven if I
don’t practise it—leave him, and his
work to le Bon Dieu. C'est Son aflaire

;" he added not irreverently; “it is
His concern not ours.!’

Once more there seemed to be no need
f speech or no ability thereto on Mon-
seigneur’s part. But leaning forward,
be took his old friend's hand, and the
grasp that each gave the other con-
I, doubtless, all that any words
could have expressed probably indeed a
great deal more.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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MICHAEL PIERCE'S WARNING.

Michael Pierce was a particularly
clever specimen of the handy man, and
a8 services were much in request among

the people of the Glen, Carpentering,
mason work, paper hanging, painting
were all one to him ; and his was quite

tural aptitude, for he had never had
pecial training. At the time of
- vear when the birds were building,
and human folks’ thoughts turn to the
Tenovation of their houses, Michael was
nense request. He was indeed
slack all the year round, and his
ance in time led to his giving
I airs,

‘¢ hung out above his house door,
;“ﬁ' pposite the wicker cage with the
droken clawed thrush in it, a painted
“:'-l‘ l, bearing the inscription, ** Mr.
1_»' rce, Builder and Contractor,” which
48 ( v~1'}ninl_\' a large description of him-
T_\u one, however, saw anything
53 1n it, though Mr, Thornhill, the
Tector, who was a great patron of
‘hael’s, always chuckled when his
¢ fell on the board. They like big
‘Criptions there. Why, in the tiny
"Wi where the Glen closes like the
of a bottle, Pat MecCaferty, the
. e Y'I'l:lk.(‘l', has inscribed his bit of a
B Dy ‘l :xt,}'l(tk McCafferty, The World's
00t Provider.” It was Michael Pierce,
4 the way, who painted it up and
‘veorated it with the dark shadows and

the little gi . . A
tle gilt twirls w are the
of Pat's hoart, wirls which are the pride

The
to do
fairly

am

housewives of the Glen who had
With Michael in the busy season

one contingency.
ous workman, and was not uppish about
what he would or would not do. He'd just
as soon whitewash the kitchen as make

He was a conscienti-

li.ttlc fancy bookshelves for Mr. Thorn-
hill, and the smooth, white, creamy sur-
face of the walls when he was done was
a work of art as much as the carpentry.

But to get him that was the taing.
He would be intercepted by some eager
matron, all conciliatory smiles,

“ Why, then, Mr, Pierce, is it your-
self? We've been expecting youa little
while back at our place to do our bit of
ajob.”

“Have you, ma'am ?"” Michael would
answer laconically,

*"Twas only yesterday the man was
sayin' that the place was a show for
want of your hand over it.”

“ Indeed, ma'am !"

“When are you going to give usa
turn, Mr. Pierce ?”

* That wouldn't be aisy answered.
Some time this side of Christmas.”

* Oh, God bless the man; what is he
talking about ? Why, my heart 'ud be
bruk if I hadn't the place dacint this
side of Aister,”

“Can't be done, ma'am.
is so impatient.”

However, Michael generally reached
his patrons at an earlier date than he
would fix, and there was no fault to be
found with his work when he was “in
it.”  Always barring the contingency
which was that Michael might * go on
the spree.” Two or three times a year
this would happen ; and when the word
came in the busy season that Mick
Pierce was above at Brady's mad drunk,
it caused cousternation among his queue
of customers. This acute stage of the
order did not last long. It was gener-
ally interrupted by “Soft Judy,” a name
given to Mrs, Pierce satirically because
of her bitter tongue. She would sweep
into the public house like a whirlwind,
and capture her misguided husband,
dealing before she left such arrows of
scorn and bitterness at his companions
and at Jim Brady himself that she would
leave nothing behind her but a rout,
scattered and defeated.

Judy was a little brown woman, with a
hard red like a winter apple in her
round cheeks. Her eyes were small and
bright and saw everything. She had a
comfortable figure, and pretty brown
hair and was altogether an attractive
little woman execept for her tongue, that
went like the clapper of a bell, as the
neighbors said. The pair had no chil-
dren and never seemed to feel the need
of them. They were really devotedly
attached to each other. Michael
thought the like of his Judy for comeli-
ness and all the housewifely qualities
was not to be found, while she was im-
mensely proud of her man's abilities and
his fine qualities as an earner. He was
held a » face
and red hair on the

You women

rd, but Jud

and height and the livid contrast of
color between his hair and his blue
!‘A\’l‘\.
Michael was never so much in his cups
as to rebel when his wife came down
on the party at Brady's with her irre-
sistible swoop,like a hawk among pigeons.
He would stumble home blindly and
stupidly, while she lashed him with her
tongue all the way. The worst of Judy
was that she couldn’t keep her tongue
quiet, and in the period of sickness and
sorriness that followed Michael's out-
breaks she railed incessantly at him.
Once or twice she had been startled by
a queer gleam in his blue eyes that
might almost be hatred; but not for
long. She was too hardened in her
scolding ways.
Now, one March morning, Michael
Pierce sat on a stool in front of his
kitchen fire, with his head be-
tween his hands. He felt deadly
sick after his drinking bout, and
deadly tired of Judy's tongue. Outside
it was a bleak day, with a few dry
snowflakes coming on every puff of wind
from the north. Within, every corner
was lit by the glow from the fire. It
shone warmly on the colored pictures
on the wall and the crockery on the
dresser, and brought out unexpected
gleams of gold from Michael's bent head.
Judy. with her arms up to the elbow
in flour, was standing by the table mak-
ing griddle cakes. Now and then her
bright eyes glanced at the man her
tongue was belaboring. A keen ob-
server might have detected in those
glances something of pity and compunc-
tion, but nothing of this appeared in
her speech. Michael had sent away his
breakfast barely touched. Disappoint-
ment was rankling in her breast, for she
had set before him the first duck egg of
the season, and a pile of her cakes, but-
tered hot, and he had not been able to
touch them.
Suddenly her ingenious taunts came
toanend. Michael lifted his shambling
length from the stool, and faced her
with a pallid determination.
“You've said enough and I'll listen to
no more of it,” he said wearily.
“You'll listen to it till I've had
enough of it,” replied Judy sharply ;
“you've earned the length and breadth
of it.”
“ Talk away, my woman, but you'll
talk to an empty house.”
“Where would you be goin' then, an’
you wid a distracted head on you, an’ a
throat like a limekiln 2 You're not fit
for work, Michael Pierce.”
“1'm going where I'll get aise and
rest from your tongue.”
“ You're hearty welcome, then. I
don't want you litterin' up my tidy
kitchen.”
Michael lifted his head from his stoop-
ing posture of lacing his brogues. The
pale gleam was in his eyes now, not to
be mis‘aken.
« You'll want me sore before I'll come
back, Judy. You've said things to me
that no woman should say to her hus-
band, even if he tul\'usﬂ a drop. But
rou'll say them no more.
40 Oh, won't I, then 2" cackled Judy,
with a shrill laugh that hid real alarm.
“T'11 say them as often as you (lur«(\r\'e
them. An' if you keep out of hearing
them, I can only say you're a good rid-
ance.” .
4 ;\llichm-l without a word took his hat
in his hand and went out. llfa l)uq no
very distinet purpose in his mlp(l.
Something was beating in his head like

e trembled before him. Once he
S at work he was all right, barring

ness of his body was added the resent-
ful soreness of his heart against Judy.
He had been a good husband, he said to
himself. Even when he had taken a
drop he had never lifted his hand to her,
though other women had been killed for
less provocation than she had given
him, He had always been too fona of
her, and now she treated him like the
dirt under her fuet.

He had struck away across the fields
0 be out of danger of meeting any one;
he wanted to be alone and in quietness.
He trudged doggedly over pasture and
ploughland for a time. Then suddenly
an idea struck him.

Away there on the horizon was the
square tower of Reston church. It was
a lonely place, with its little graveyard
huddled about it. Its approach was by
a long walk between hedges along the
fields. Mr. Thornhill's little congrega-
tion was not exacting, and the church
was locked except for the one service
on Sundays
But Michael Pierce knew where the
key lay to his hand. Part of the insiae
masonry of the tower was erumbling, and
it had become more and more inexpedi-
ent to ring the big bell, Michael had
the job of rebuilding it—a gdelicate job
which required slow and “eareful hand-
ling—and he had only put it aside for
the last week or twoto take up the most
pressing spring work, In the tower he
would be out of sight and hearing and
could hide from tne remembrance of

Judy's ‘taunts. In the tower, too,
Michael had hidden away a bottle of
whiskey. He was sorely iu need of “a

hair of the dog that bit »im" and his
steps quickened as he thought how the
whiskey would “make a man” of him
aga'n, and lift him, for a time at 'east,
out of his intolerable depression and
disgust with things in general.

He found the keys behind a loose
stone in the porch of the chureh. There
were a couple of them tied together by
a bit of string—one the key of the
church, the other of the low wooden door
which led to the belfry.

Having let himself in, he locked the
door behind him and then locked him-
aelf in the belfry. He climbed the stair
to the square chamber, where the bell
hung in the semi-darkness. The place
was lit by three or four slits in t" e stone
widening inward. Through these the
leaves of antumn had drifted, and lay in
heapsin every corner. Intooueof these
heaps he thrust his hand and drew out
the bottle of whiskey. He took a long
pull at it, and his grim face relaxed. He
gathered the leaves to a pile with his
feet, and flung himself upon it. Then
before he yielded himself to the drowsy
warmth that was stealing over him, he
flung the keys, the string of which he
had drawn over his wrist, into one of
the window slits. Then he fell into a
delicious sleep.

The fumes of the drink were still in
his head when he was awakened by
some calling him, “ Michael,
ahagur, Michael Aroon, are you there,
darlin’. If you are, come and spake to
your Judy and she’ll never say the
rough word to yon again.”

Judy's voice was softer than it had
been since their courting days, and it
trembled with tears; but Michael only
turned over on his bed of leaves and
hardened his heart. In a minute or two
he sat up and heard Judy's voice was
going round the tower now, as plaintive
as the cushat dove calling its mate,
Michael was taken with a fit of laughter.
“ You may call, my bonnie woman,"”
he said through his chuckles, “bu* you
won't find me.”

While he was laughing he fell asleep
again. He awoke in the cold light of
early morning, ehilled to the bone, and
with a consuming thirst. For a few
minutes he could not remember where
he was. Then the events of yesterday
came back to him, and how he had fallen
asleep while Judy was calling. He
lifted himself up with difficulty ; he was
all aches and pains and the air was full
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for his mouth,

,r, and his tongue felt too large
Bt 1t i Then to the deadly sick-
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blankets. But the cold was nothing | hole seized him., He sprang t ) his feet g
compared with the thirst. Oh, for a cup and looked up at the bell far al ve him PETERBORO BUSINESS COLLEGE \ B
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chimney corper and a long sleep after- | meehanically how Mr., Th rnhill had has been te e cru ible of \ Ly
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flung the keys yesterday, and groped for | PRINCIPALS
them. Then his face burst out into cold
sweat; there were no keys there,
Could he have made a mistake? He
shook his elothes and felt in his pockets;
he explored the other window recesses ;
he went down on his knees and felt
through the leaves. Then he stood up
with a sinking heart, and faced what he
had known from the first minute, that
the keys must have fallen through when

but he had taken home his bag a week ago.
There was no hope of his getting out
unaided ; his only chance that : 4
some one might come.
He would at least show a signal. He
went back to the belfry and pulled off
his shirt. He picked up a few stones
to secure it when it should hang from
the slit. Then as he was arranging it he
noticed that some of the outside stones
were loose, He thrust his hand through

was

The village hearths were beginning to
smoke, but Michael met no one. His ¢
door was on the latech. He lifted it ’ l
and went in. The fire was gone to gray {
ashes ; the fire was guttering smokily ;
and there sat Judy with her apron over
her head, rocking herself to and fro with

he had flung them, and found he could sbake them. Well | jharticulate murmurs of grief. 1o ad
It was Tuesday now and there would | at least he could widen his view and see Michael made about two steps to her, §
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beliry were startied and flew in and out | work and he had widened the opening. | vows during that night of terror. Any

of the nests of twigs they had laid with | He could now see the fields below him, | yow, the reformation of the two was

such care, {:Hul far away the thateh of the village | o ymplete. Judy was as cured of her gh
He looked about him. There was no- ‘ roofs. His eves rested hungrily on the | hitter tongue henceforth as Michael of

thing but the dry leaves and ||h\~t«-|'1li!(- and deliverance over there. his taste for whiskey. They were a

fallen from the roof and walls. He| Presently, as he was about to draw in | podel couple to the whole Glen. '

turned dizzy with horror, and the bell l‘ his head and suspended his signal, his It was always noticed of Michael p

seemed to lean to him as if it would | gaze turned downward along the ivy | pierce afterwards that he had a strange s

make an iron coffin. There was east | covered wall. He uttered a shout and | hoppor of a door being closed on him,

wind and little hope of rain. So far as | then was as silent as the grave. Just | The sound of a key in a lock, it was LY

he could see through the narrow slits | below him, hanging on a stout ivy twig, | gaid, would turn him pale. Happily,

the sky was steel gray, as it had been | were the keys. The twig bent with | j5cks and keys are not much in use in A

the Glen. — Katherine Tynan, in the e
Catholic Weekly, .
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in it. would dislodge them and send them
He said to himself that the thirst and | rattling down.

the fear together would drive him mad Stealthily, tensely he reached for them
-long before death could relfeve him. | and lifted them up. When he had them

Hh trembled and fell on his knees. As | safe, he stood under the bell and exeent-
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for the last few days and never a cloud l their weight and it seemed as if a breath
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be did so he saw the whiskey bottle set | ed a wild dance of joy. &

upon end where he had left it. With a Then he thrust the keys into his g:P‘O%EC \\ '5‘“? FOR Lk
blind rage and horror of it he flung it | breast and hugged them as the dearest y HICH CRADE \‘ ALOG

against the opposite wall—it crashed | treasure on earth., He went down the i ')’R

into a thousand fragments. *=3

He began to say his prayers, the
prayers that come so easily to the lips
of an Irish peasant-—hurried, incoher-
ent, urgent prayers, with promises in|
between. If God helped him, if God | gate as if the Wild Huntsman were after
saved him, never again would the drink ] him.
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some one was hard on his footsteps, and
when he had got out into the frosty

tower steps at a headlong pace, as if f frs
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church yard he ran, leaping over tomb MAT“ "‘mgm ;‘L}A ! ’li’.‘il 4% M

stones and dashing through the lych- _[,_J HH] T i | !
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