THE CATHOL

i0O RECORD

FEBRUARY 3, 1500,

—

When the condi-
tions are right the .
light leap of a &
Chamois may start
an avalanche which
will bury a village
alive. It takes but

g
~
a little thing when Rl

) Xy
the conditions are P’y ?
right to ]mnlr.’\‘c a Y 4 o
healthy looking f",{r(‘f y (’6'
man, Hastily eaten ",/ ;r_.
meals, ill digested 7 [

food, means a hody i1l nourished, a nerv-
ous system on starvation rations and the
blmnf sluggish and corrupt.

There is no pruu-rliun against the ava-
lanche. ‘There is protection against dis-
ease. When the nerves are unstrung,

| the mind is irritable, the stomach weak
| and distressed after eating, the brain dull
and stupid, the conditions are ripe for
serious ihl\(‘hs. “Fhis may be averted and
the system restored to sound health by
| the use of Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical
| Discovery. It cleanses the blood,
| strengthens the stomach and organs of
| digestion and nutrition, nourishes the
nerves, and produces sound and vigorous
| health,
| *8ix years ago last August,” writes Mr. Daniel
| A. Carter, of Yost, Rowan Co N.C, "1 was
| attacked with malarial fever; was in bed nine
| days, and then taken with ¢ hills. Had this six
| months. My spleen became enlarged, and I
| was in bed off and on for four years 1 went to

said 1 had dys
S0 1 paid
Last
Dr

the doctors and some of them
| pepsia, others said [ had liver tr yuble
| out money and nothing did me any good
| August tw ago, 1 commenced taking
| Terce’s me ines, and used ten bottles,
now 1 can do as big a day's work as any man, I
am 32 years old, I now w sigh 150 pounds.”

The People’s Common Sense Medical
Adviser has been aptly termed ‘the
Bible of the Body.” It is sent frec on
receipt of stamps to pay customs and

mailing only.
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{ B . aper covered
LTI CrT T s, Lunk , or 50
l e 1=y F . stamps for the
; M i3 cloth bound.

l 7 M t,. Address, Doctor
5 NI R, V. Pierce
"-,("'Ffu"f, sy ’ 4

Ruffalo, N. Y.
— Tms book contal
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Johnston & McFarlane, 71 Yonge St. Toronto,
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is put up in 16 ounce
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al the same price eon-
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GLENCOONOGE.

By RICHARD BRINSLEY BHERIDAN
KNOWLES.

CHAPTER XXVL~—CONTINUED.

#(Oply that you may come back the
sconer,” answered my aweet girl. Where-
upon we sealed an agreement, which was
subsequently ratified in family conclave,
that I should start for home ina week’s
time; and on our way to the inn we eet-
tled other important things—that Alicia
should have an invitation to Liverpool
before very long; that each of our letters
was to be answered on the very day it
was received ; and that I was to be kept
well posted up in every item of news con-
cerning those whom 1 knew at Glen-
coonoge. Alicia said she had never be-
fore had the least idea there was 8o much
that was interesting in the place; and
that she supposed if you could only know
all about people, you would learn a good
deal that was new and exciting. But
just at that moment we were too deeply
engrossed in our own prospects to push
outside speculations very far. We pres-
ently recognizad Mr. Chalmers in the
golitary figure passing a gap in the brush-
wood on the margin of the lake; but we
conld concern ourselves no more about
him at that moment than cagually to
wonder that we mnever met him now by
any chance; and when we got to the inn,
though we made a pretence of inguiring
what was the outlook there, 1 balieve that
peither of us heard the answer. Conn
and the book keeper, on the contrary,
gave us severally moet interested hear-
ings—Conn following me into this room
and that, as I gathered together my stray
belonginge. He couldn’t believe his ears
when 1 told him that there was to be a
year's waiting. It geemed to him a life-
time, and a desperate matter entirely ;
and agreed with me that it was a condi-
tion ot to be endured. As we were about
to go downstairs again, I ipquired afeer
“No. 7.

“'Gad, he's the (ueerest man,”’ said
Conn, “1 ever came acroes. 1 can’t make
bim out at all. Both of us bave done all
we could to make him a bit cheerfal, and
he'a hattar than he was: but still he
mopes, wanders about, and keeps by him-
gelf for the most part, doing nothing.
'Gad, I believe there’s ascrew loose some-
where. He's taken a violent fancy now
to that painting in there belonging to my
wife. 1 declare he has cfizred her twenty
pounds for it. 1 always said it was a
grand picture entirely, and indeed, taking
all things into consideration, I don’t know
whether it wouldn’t be better—however,
she won't, and thatends it. But can you
understand & man in his senses doing
such a thing?”
Alicia told me, as we walked home-
wards, that the book-keeper's views
about “ No, 7" were similar to those of
her hushand—only perhaps rather more
sympathetic. It was trouble, the book.
keeper thought, which had unhinged 1he
poor man; but still she thought his con-
dition not so serious now, and that he
was already on the mend.
“But we did not talk much of him,”
added Alicia. “ Next Wednesday is cast-
ing its shadow over Mrs. Hoolahan. She
says she hopes papa will be the purchaser,
and asks us to use our influence that she
and Conn may not have to go away.”
“For goodness’ sake, don't raise her
hopes in that direction. Your father
can t endnre the book-keeper, and Le says
that Conn has grown altogettier too inde-
pendent since his marriage.”
«1 know he does. Oh, Horace! it was
8o hard to keep the secret. Oaly to think
of her being in the same house with her
own brother, and not to kuow it! Sarely
he might do something for them, if he
wonld only be sensible.”
“Wiat can he do? Would you liave
him take them on his shoulders and
support them '

“He told you he was rich!”
« Oh no. He was on the high road, as
it were, o wealth. I o woulid
very likely have made a fortune. But he
is away from his business, and all his
energies seem paralyzed by this blow.
e was so ambitious; and his pride,
whicn had survived the hardships and
humiliations of his own life, is shattered
at tinding his well-born, delicately-nur-
tured sister, married to a peasant.”
“ When you put it in that way, 1Torace,
it seems a terrible thing, and L can al-
most sympathize with Mr. Chalmers,
can’t you ! But somehow, if 1 had been
left to myself to judge, and Ihad regarded
the aflair only a8 it strikes me, [ should
pever have thought that Mrs. Hoolahan
had married beneath her.”
“ Nor 1, neither. Suppose, now, she

o

Lad married one of Conn's brothers?

In time b
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*Oh, I caunot imagine it, Suach athing
conld never huve happeunel. 1t wounld
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bave been unnatural.”
“ [ it not odd how similarly you and I
gee things? 1have alwuys felt vhat there
s an indefineble iority in Conn
Hoolahan of which he 18 charmingly un-

supe
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conscious.
mountaineer the well-developed physi-

clear quick eyes,
might be expected from the hardiness of
his rough bringing-up, but he has also the
spiritna
ment,

abnegation—qualities which one regards
g8 the fruit of generations of cuiture.
But what am I saying?
instance, too, it is the effect of
the culture of
you descended

go muny say the eame that haveno claim.”

day.

Not only has this youn
ne, the liesomness and strength, the
and the health which

ties — instinctive refine-

qual
of sentiment, self-

enercsit

Perha
cultare, | h
former generations. Are
from the Irish Kings,
Alicia?”

“We are. But that is all so long ago,
there is no use talking about it. Besides,

“Yes, of course; it isa common joke. | u
But seriously, Alicia, some of this

who stood high in the social scale of their
The hiswr{ of the country hias been
8o stormy ; the high have so often been
brought low ; and the same fate has so
often followed the descendants of those d
who deposed them. I am thinking just
now of Edmund Spenser, the p
wrote the Faerie Queene—in E izabeth's | of
time, yon know—"'
“ \'e..n
«fle wrote an account of the methods
by which the Elizabethan subjugation of | I
Munster wai effacted, in order that the
horrors hie described might be repeated
in other parts. Starvation was the most
effective of the weapons, Have you ever
read his terribly vivid picture of the
creeping forth, out of tbe mountain fast-
nesges in which the Irish had bezn

them, crawling on their hands and knees
because their legs would not bear them,
tlocking to a plot of watercresses as to a

feast, eating dead carrion, happ when

carcases out of the graves? For his share
in this Irish war, Spenser was rewarded
with some estates confiscated from the | ¢
Fitzgeralds, earlier English settlers. And
then a generation or 8o after, these same
estates, having descended to Spenser’s
grandson, William Spencer, are again con-

fiscated under Cromwell's rule; and| * She does not sus t—you have not placed a chair for “ No, 7.”

William Spenser, is among the mixed | told her who youare ’AP“ “The days are three hours longer now
crowd of titled and landed families, and | ~ “ No, 1 dare not—that is the plain rea- | sir,”” said the book-keeper, recovering
man, wimen, and ehildren of poor de- | son. 1 cannot run the risk.” from her confusion, “than when you
gree, who were ordered to transplant « Surely it would *make her bagppier to | Wei® Lere before. 1 snpnose it was the

themselves to Connaught. What Crom-
well did to the native and Catholic popu-
lation in the South, had already been
done in the North by James the First;
and wholesale reversals of positinn took
place afterwards under Orange William,
and in the succeeding years when the
love - compeliing, piety-teaching penal
laws ,bribed sons to oust their Catholic
fathers from their possessions by profess-
ing Protestantism. A few, a very few
native families have recovered from each
reverse, and have risen again after the
desolating wave had passed: but the
sreat majority who remained in the
country have become fused with the tillers
of the soil. We think the marriage of
Conn and the book-keeper extraordinary,
but there must have been many such
mesalliances in this country. Ifthe truth
were known, perhaps his blood is as blue
ag hers ”’
«(Oh! what matter if it is—or if it is
not. Conn is a good fellow, and she is
fond of him. Ihave been thinking, while
yon were speaking, Horace, that perhaps
that brother of hers might help them to
emigrate,”
“ Alicia, you are a hard-hearted little
mounster.”
“ But what elge is there for it ?”
« T confess I don’t perceive what elee
there is for it. Bat it is a melancholy
thing to see old times and old faces glid-
ing away, and to know that in a little
while you will be in touch with them no
more.  Poor Glencoonoge ! my best-loved
home! 1 shall not know it soon, the hand
of Chiange is 8o savagely at work upon it,
It used to be a constant place, always the
game, whatever changes there might be
olsewhere. But I begin to feel as if
henceforth it will be a sad placa, 11l of
retrospects. Soon there will be no Alicia
in Glancoonoge.”
“No,” whispered the girl at my side,
“ ghe will be in Liverpocl.”
“ Yes, And isn't it wonderfal that we
ghould regard that consummation, not
only without regret, but with longing to
have it come to pass. Because, Alicia,
years hence we will look back upon these
happy days, these balmy airs, and glow-
ing mountains, these cloud-flecked, bright
blue skies, this quiet bay : and they, and
the time, and all that happened in it, will
become @ beautifal dream which we will
reproach onrselves with having wished
opded. DBut that is the way of it!
Alicia, heedless of regret hereafter, will
@0 without regret to Liverpool: and I,
dreading age of all things, will wish the
time to pasa that makes me older, and
makes her mine, And those two will
emigrate, and {heir preity story unfold
i:self no more before our eyes, \Well,
well, well | there might easily be worse in
store for them. There is comething in
what yon say, Alicia,
them—if not with
his experience and
“ Look " Alicia, not heeding me,
“ig not that Mr. Chalmers lying yonder
on the grass under the tree 2
“ 1 ghonldn’t wonder.
“ (io and talk to him."”
“Tle does not want to talk.”
“ How do you know ? And you may
not see him again.”’
“ Perhaps not.
rood-bye."”
“And 'l walk slowly homewards, 8o
that you may catch up with me if you
can, and if you don't, it doesn’'t matter.”

gon

money, at least with
"

advice

cried

I will go and bid him

So, leaving Alicia, I struck downwards
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towards the water's edge. It was still
| earlv inthe afternoon. Allday the veiled
{sun had ploughed his couvse through
white clonds, fixed in compact
pples, like virgin sands lef: high and

dry by therecelingtide. The monntainy

spire ot up into clear air, and in the

goftened light a blue shade throbbed upon
their rocky sides. 'The grass was o
thick and springy, it bore me noizelessly
along in my descent towards that point of
the margin of the lake where Mr, Chal-
mers was lying under a tree, his face
turned towards those same breathing
mountaine, His head was resting on one
hand, and by hia side lay a letter, which
had fallen listlessly from the other,

g g

here too long, and must go to work and
make vp lor‘

thought
But you are happier than 1; to you home
is & reality.
the \Vill‘p. dIt Jured me :lll the w;}y {ro':: 1
Austra rew me capering over kurope, X :
and hnvi‘l':g led me hg’n, {‘t disappeared | bere and going over it all’again, I wonder
and left me in darkness. I thought its | b
in this | light was quenched,

and now, stationed in Polycarry,
ing to me from there.’’

the business was too
peasantry must be descended from those | hands and was languishing for want of
me.
thought, and paid no attention to what he
said.
returning on my mind,

thoughts travel
oet who | There, at least, T am wanted and can be

ing health. You are better in every way,

will go ; movement, action, they are what
you want. They will bring forgetfulness
and a new life.”

guninely
do now, that once more on the other side
of the world, I shall be able to accept the | ¢ /
remarked so many times,

penned, ‘anatomies of doath,’ a8 he called | inevitable and settle steadily to the work | r¢
liar man.

which lies to my band, without turning
hungry eyes hitherwards, shall at least
always be able to remind myself that life
was nowhere more empty for me than
they could find it, and scraping the very | here.”

and sitting down beside him, I said,
she would be fo any other stranger whom

she thoughtsick in body and mind. Bat
can I value that—I?"

know that her brother still lives ?"’

thinks about her brother!
digtx:lnt thought of him never crosses her
mind.

He onght to help {

oat: time.’’
“ Strange "' he said,
been in my mind all day. 1

To me it is only & Willo'

but all this time it
as been flitting back across the seas,
is shin-
“T don’t understand you,”

« When I passed through London, after

me to hasten my retorn, and said
much for his old | e

was then on my sister's track, as I

But now—well, now, his words are
are becoming every
ay more attractive, More and more my
out towards Polycarrya.

f use.”’
«1 am heartily glad,” said I, “ to hear
ou speak like this. It is a gign of return-

see it in your face. Yes, I hope you

« If it is a delusion,” he resumed, san-

“Whathad happened now? I wondered;

« Have you spoken to your sister ?”’
“ Yes, many times. She is as kind as

He laughed scornfally, * Much she
The most

No, her happiness is complete.
All her heart's desires are satisfied. She
is infatuated with her peasant-husband,
and there are times when I can almost
understand it. There is some pleasing
quality about the fellow which T myself
cannot quite resiet ; and if in 8o short &
time it has overcome my ill-will, it is not
wonderful, considering all things, that he
shonld have gained her affoctions. Itis
strange | there is not the faintest reference
to him here,” and he took up the letter
lying at his side and scanned it again.
It was the book-keeper's letter to Mies
Walsingham, which he had shown me
that day on the old martello tower, and
in my rendering of which I had erred so
egregiously. So Le was brooding over
that still, and all the bygone time, not-
withstanding his new-born desire to get
into harness again !
Well, I told him that so far as I conld
judge, that letter was written long before
the book-keeper was conscious of her af-
tachment to Conn Hoolahan, and that I
was satiafied that up till quite recently
she bad not acknowledged in herse!f any
idea of marrying him. And I gave him
reasons which lad me into a detailed ac-
count of all I knew of Conn’s courlship,
and of the accident which had brought it
to a climax. Mr. Chalmers listened in-
tently to every word,
“T have wonderedl more than once at
that disfigprement!” he said.
And Itold him of their pregent difficalt-
ies, a fnll account of which, a8 of the
previous matiers, he heard now for the
first time. Nor did I let the opportunity
pass without saying a word ia praise of
Conn's talents, of his courage and pati-
ence, of his powers of endurance, his in-
genuity, and aptitude for all kinds of
haudiwork ; taking occasion to hint that
in a new country such a man would have
free scope—would do well ; nay, would in
all likelihood become the founder of a
family which generations hence would
cherish proud traditions of its pioneer
father. I spoke of Conn’'s willingness
and hopefulness whenever the subjact of
emigration was broached; of his being
beld back by his wife’s fears, and of the
wretched alternativesio which she clung;
and when I stopped a moment it was to
oain breath, not because I had exhausted
my argument. If Mr, Chalmers had only
gpoken & word or asked a question, hie
musat have opevel the door to letting me
urge, withont offence, his duties in the
matter. My subject was boiling over in
me, and T wish now that Alicia had been
by to have heard how well I had already
Jdischarged the errand she had sent me
on,
But he, provoking man! had fallea
into a sphinx-like silence, and did not
reapond at all. My eloquence cooled and
congealed. 1 began to fear I had goue
too far, and at last, determined not to
aggravate any mistake [ might have
made, | got up and held out my hand,
saying, “Good-bye onca more, and may
the best hefall, whatevar happana.”

He jnmped np too, and shaking hands,
said, **No, not yet;it must not be good-
bye yet. I must have more talk with
youn, You have interested me deeply.
Won't you comn and see me at ‘I'ne
Harp?  Come to-morrow.”

8o 1 left him with that nnderstanding;
and walking to the Castle, turned over in
my mind how I could best drive home
the nail, which I felt reassured was on
the right mark. Buat I may here say that
the appointment came to nothing., Mr.
Chalmera mnst have forgotten all about
it, I suppose, for when I asked for him at
the inn the following afternoon, I learnt
that he had gone to Lisheen and would
be absent fuor some days.

“(onn," said the book-keeper, on the
evening of the day on which Mr. Chalm-
lers and 1 had the conversation just re-
corded, “when ‘No. 7' agked you yester-
day about the portrait, did you tell him
it belonged to me?"

“1did.”

“1 have come,” said I, when at last re-
called by some movement on my part
frcm his reverie he locketd up, ' to bid
you good-bye. 1 don't start for a wesk
vet, but seeing you here, I would not lose
the opportunily. 1t may not come again,
the times when one sees you are 80 few
and far between.”

“ (iood-bye ?"" he inquired, stretching
out his hand. * Where are you going 2"’

“You never told me that,”

“Sure 1 never thought any more about
it

“Did he ask you who it was?"

“He did, and I didn’t teil him.”

satisfl
take for it—twenty pounds? fifty pounde?

‘No, with

#if he had stuck in
he’d never have been the man he was,
1 declare
themselves alive when there are such
chances in the world.”

the book-keeger,

wwhich makes me think, as I | rare instances, is b 0
a man's own family—which makes this

way holding the han

his eyes fall,

I'd have aske

where I had got it, how long Ihad had it.
He says the face bas & look that reminds

“ that very | him of

some one he used to know. Was
willing to sell it} I eaid, ‘No;’ but not
, he demanded what I+ would
shook my head vigorously and said,
reat decision; but knitting

ow 1 was able to refuse.”
“Fifty pounds!” gasped Conn, “do you

think the man has gone clean out of his
senges ?"”’

“It is by a very famous painter--Sir

Thomas Lawrence,” said the book-keeper,
quietly.
leaving here four months ago, 1 found at |
my agent's a letter from my partner. He

rtraits of

“He painted the
in his day

verybody of note in Englan

from the royal family downwards. Just
think!

He was only a country inn-keep-

r's son, He was very fond of drawing

when a child—taught himself—used to
draw on doors with
ont faces, and hills, and cows, and I don’t
know what else with
ground, and
him to paint signboarde.
went to
ended by becoming the greatest painter
of his day.”

a bit of chelk, maj

stones on the
everybody around came to
And then he

London and studied art, and

«Ah!" said Conn, shaking his head,
his native village
‘tis & pity for people to bury

“Then on the other hand,” continued
“g portrait, except in
valued by no one out of

ffor 8o stravge. But ‘No. 7, a8 we have

Good gracious !

May I come in ?’

suddenly.”
“Aye,” said
gince then—for m
more to come 1 hear?”
“Yeas, 8ir,”’ eaid Conn,
the sale comes off.”

how it goes?"

Conn langhed carelessly. “Faith
care.
should remain where we are. Butif w
must go, we may do better nut in th
world beyond.
when she does be fretting,”’

«Well, well,” said the book-keaper, wh
did not quite relish a third party’s bein

¢ :88 that now.”

“You have not seen the world,” eail
“ No. 7, after a pause.

at the same level."”’

is a very pecu-

What's that!”
What startled her was the apparition
of “No. 7" himself standing in the door-
dle of the open door.
«'Pardon me,” said he, “ I heard voices
and thougbt I might
finding you both here,
He looked from one tothe other, letting
after his inquiry, on Conn.
“Surely, sir," said Conn, “if you will.
d you in if I had thought
you cared to come,” and as he spoke he

have a chance of

long evenings that drove you away 80

“No. 7,” “ many changes
e—and for you; and

“this day week
“You don’t much care I should think

don’t know, sir; for myeelt I don't much
My wife there would prefer we

That's what I tell her

taken into confidence, “ we need not dis-

“It is a brighter
place than you think. Fortunes are to be
won and positions to be made there;
while here you are likely to stay for ever

«Just what I say!” criel Conn,
trinmphantly.

“No, 7” turned his eyes slowly upon
Conn. “You have seen the world,
then?”’

« | know of men,” retorted Conn, “ who
have gone out from theee parts, men of
my own name and blood, men by whoee
gide I have stood in the village achool

We need not then be afraid to leave thiy
place, for 'twould start us fairly, and )i,
vou out of a deal of trouble, Jane, Gaq"
he went on, after reflection, *’tis neal)
the whole of what McGrath is asking f,,’,
his tenantright. We could take thg
farm and live in ('encoonoge the re.
mainder of our lives.”

1 wish that man,” said the book-keep.
er, uneasily, “would not come here witi,
his dmurb’ing offers,”

“ You know well enough. Have I not
told you before on what terms 1 hold that
pictare ?'*

Conn was silent, and drooping his head
looked into the fire. Afrer a long time he
said, in a low voice : “ Bat if he is dead,

"

“ And if he is not?” she answered, quick.

—

y.

Conn said mo more. Bat the book.
keeper knew well enough by the tone of
his silence that if he was acquiescing in her
wishes, it wasnot because he was satisfied
with her reasoning. Intruthshe wasnot
altogether satisfied with herself for hesi.
tating to adopt 8o easy 8 way of escape
from their present dilemma ; a dilemma
of her own making, since it was caused
entirely by her doubtiogs and dreads
and shrinking sensitiveness. Was ghe
not inconsistent or inconsiderate? Well
no. Once more she decided in her own
rind that she was not. Bat at least she
felt that poor Conn must be more than
human if he did not think her so.

«Conn,” she said at length, * you have
talked to me sometimes cf your mother. [
know how fond of her memory you are,
You never let & Sunday pass withont
going to her grave before or after Mass, |
think, sometimes, of those long hours you
have told me of, when her last illness was
drawing to a cioge, and you used to sit be.
gide her bed, and she would talk fitfully of
all kinds of things—of her girlhood, of the
ple passed away whom she had known,
of the infancy of her children, and of your
wayward brother Tim: she loved himthe
best of all her sons—I suppose becaute he
was so wild, and gave her 8o much trouble,
She longed for him to come back across
the sea, that she might touch his face again
, | before she died.”

“You mind everything I tell you,
Jane,” and the young man, thrilled t) find
s atray unconscious words treasured in
her heart, rose impetuously, and knesling
at her side, passed his arm around her
waist, looked into hereyes, and hung upon
her words.

“You needn't wonder at it, Conn,
Whatis there so interesting to me asyou "
Her hand was resting on his head, andshe
looked him fall in the face as she con-
tinued: “Many a letter you wrote to Tim
1| at her dictation, and many a message

you were to give him. You know
you have mnct forgotten nor omit-
e|ted ome of them. You have her

e | prayer-book—it was har father's before
her—an old and worn and goiled 28 itis,
son haveit bound up in many wraps and
o | locked away out of harm’s reach, because
¢ | she wished it kept for him, and made you
promise you would one day give itintohis
hands. Ifsome onecoming by weretosee
d | that book—some antiquary, perhaps, who
fonnd itwasotan old date or of a binding
quite gone out of fashion, or had old prayers
no longer used, and looking on it asa cari*
¢sity were to tempt you with some fancy
price, would ycu forget that it belongs to
Tim? would you forget that your mother
made you promise, and trosted you togive
ithim in memory of her ?”

« Don’t Jane ;don’t I'” said Conn, “you
make ashamed of myself. 1 didn’t think
of what I gaid. Of course you must not
sell the picture. Youhaven'ta right to.”
e said no more, but fell into a train
of thonght which his wile, happy in s

when we were children together, and
who thought me a lucky fellow when I
got employment in this inn: who, less
fortunate as they thought than I, have
had to turn their backs upon their native
place, and going to Dablin, Eogland,
America, are to-day writers. lawyers, and
members of I’arliament. Not & man or
boy in Iraland bat knows their names,
not a honse in the land but would be
proud to welcome them : and should some
of them come to these parts where they
were born, every hill around would blaze
with bonfires to do thera honor, and give
them cead mille failthe. I have stood
by the side of such, yonder in the village
gchool. In some things I was their
better. 1f I couldn’t spell as well, I could
leap and dance better; and though I was
no match for them in Latin, I could ride
without a eaddle the wild horse they
wouldn’t dare to stride. They have
taken their chance and gone out into the
world, and if they have met with success
in their way, why should not I in mine ?”
Conn looked, as he asked the gnestion,
from his wifs to the stranger, and from
the latter back to his wife; but both
geemed too busy with their own reflac.
tions to answer him. The book-keeper
plied her needles rapidly, and never
raised her oyes from her work. The
atranger looked ivto the fire, and per-
haps it was the dancing firelight that
geemed to make a sceptical smile play
upon his nsuaily gloomy features, %

“ 1 am countent to stay where 1am, if
may be,' said Conn. “1I envy no man
his lack ; for the matter of that, I don't
believe the best of them has been as for-
tunate as I—taking all things together.
Bat if the same necessity drives us away
which druv them, I see no cause to des-
pair.”
 Not despair, Conn, 5g,” ¢ his wife,
“If the necessity should arise we will—"’
her fortitude could carry her no farther,
and presently she added, in a fainter
voice, “ I don’t want to go.”

“Why not be prepared 2"’ interposed
the stranger. “I told your wife just
now,' he continued, turning to Conn, and
gpeaking in a kinder tone than he had as
yet been able to assume, *‘that I hat
taken a fancy to that painting of which [
have already spoken to you Your wife
wouldn’t listen to me. Well, now I wish
to the matter to you both again, aad for
the last tirme. The picture is not worth
what I am going to cffar, bat as I say, [
have taken a fancy toit,and [ am willing
to pay for my whim. I will give a hun-
dred pounds [>r that pictare—if you will
gell it me.”

“ A hund—!" Conn was hegining to re-
peat, looking aghast at * No. 7, when the
Jatter resumed :

“That is what I came here to say, and
now I leave the matter to your considera-
tion. Don't,” seeing the book-keeper
abont to speak, “ don’t bs in a hurry to
refuse. Think it over, and come to me
when you have made up your minds.

“What & curious thing that he should
have taken such a violent fancy to that
| painting!
| wera out, !\e put me through a perfect

crose-examination, wanting again to know

“Home,"' I angwered, “Ihave stayed whom it represented, who was the artist, could we not do with a hundred pounds ?

Only an hour ago, while you |

Good-night." And heshutthe door upon
himeelf, leaving them once more alone.
. “'Tis a great sum,” said Conn, break-
" ing a long silence, during which he bad
sat watching his wife's face. * What

man fest &{laction and in this new proot
of her influence, was in no hurry to bring
to an end. The untended lamp had
burpt itself ont. The ruddy glow i the
fire filled the room, making warm ghad-

ows, and f2ll on the faces of the young

husband and wif2.

“Did he never write & line in all those
vears 2"’

“ No, not one.”’

“Tim hasn't done that, anyhow.
Whatever else Le may be, he's warm:
hearted.”

“Yes,"” said the book-keeper, thougzbt-
fally. “ It was kind of him to send that
piece of gold to you, when we were mar-
ried. We will not think, (>nn,” ehe
added with asigh, * that my brother was
cold-hearted, because we would be jadg-
ing the dead.”

© Aye,” said Conn,* it seems more

likely. Itis more kind to think him
dead. You don't remember him at all &
10 BE CONTINUED,
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THOUGHTS FROM FATHER
FABER.

Liberty is another idol of the sous of
men, and one whose worship iz, of all
false gods, the least blameworthy, al-
though the greatest of crimes have
been perpetrated in its name. Yet
what does our liberty amount to?
Freedom of action, of spesch and of
pen, are indeed nobdle achievemenis of
ctvilization, and mighty missionaries
of the gospel, too  Yet is a man really
free who is not free from self ? Ifhe
is u slave to base passions, or the tool
of his own spite and malice, or the
nal nurauits,

pandsrer to his own crl
or the victim of his owa self love, with
what kind of liberty is he free ? If he
{s chained down to earth, then heis
disabled for the liberty of heaven. It
he has practically sold himself to the
evil angels, who i8 more a hondsmen
than he ? From Satan, world and self,
there is no libprty but in the service of
our Creator ; and His service is liberty
indeed, not only the truest and thé
gweetest, but the widest also. O, for
the unconstrained spirit of saints, who
have cut off all ties and snapped all
bonds asunder, that they might fIy
away and he with Christ !

Life is short, and it is wearing fast
away. Woe lose a great deal of timé
and we want short roads to heavel
though the. right road s in trath far
ghorter than we believe. It is true of
most men that their light is greater
than their heat, which is only saying
that we practice less than we protess.
Yt there are many souls, good, nobl8,
and affectionate, who seem rather it
want of light then heat, They want
to know more of God, more of thex:
solves, and more of the relation 1B
which they stand to God, and then they
would love and serve Him better.
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TALES FROM THE MISSIONS.

Reports of.the Non-Oathol
Propaganda.

—

Graphic

The current issue of the Missiona
contains the usual {nstalment of int
esting reports from the priests who 8
conducting the missions to non Cat
olics. In every case the reports sh
progress and succesi. A pumber
incidents are cited which show perh
more graphically than any statist
could, how hungry many non Cathe

ple are for the truth.

From the state of Connecticut R
Edward Flaonery and Rev. Pater )
Clean report that they were convin
«we are struggling with infide
rather than with sectarian Christl

”

+‘This was borne in upon us,” ¢
tinue the missionaries, ‘‘at Br
Brook, where -our first non Cath
mission was given. Oae of the Fat
bad conducted & Cathollc miss
after which the pastor, Rev. The

Danne, kindly consented to send ¢
invitations to the non-Catholics o
town to attend our serles of lectu
The postmaster of the place, 1
being asked to write a list of pr
pent non-Catholics, begged the p
to destst from his purpose and not h
late the Catholics of his charge
“not one of the bigoted towns-pe
be said, ‘ will deign to notice the
Much to his surprise and to the
derment of all the Catholics, or
opening night the church was cro
to the doors, and it seemed as if
non-Catholic neighbor was in at
ance
OUT OF THE MOUTI OF BABES
¢ An incident, not devol
pathetic coloring, deserves a me
in connection with the Broad
misslon. A woman of the p
pleading poverty as AN eXCcust
away from the church in or¢
obtain employment offsred by
Catholic circles. The priest ex
lated with the pervert, but all
advantage, for she was determi
sacrifice herself and family fi
wordidly benefits that might ¢
The oldest of her children was
girl eight years of age, who bad
entered the portals of the C
church. She was forced by her |
to attend services in a se
temple, and the child knew not!
the faith which her mother abar
One day, during the non (
mission, the tot returned from
and stamping her tiny foot u;
floor to give emphasis to her as
vowed that never more would
prevailed upon to git in & non-!
chapel. ‘1 am a Catholic, I
and go are you ; everybody is
about that church now, and w
to go there every Sunday.' T
child listened to the conve
occasioned by the lecturee, &r
her Catholic schoolmates chi
for deserling the Church wh
the toplc of discussion, she re
do away with the source of
and succeeded in revertl
mother.
¢« After leaving Broad B
fathers returned for a non
mission to New Miiford, wher
ollc mission had been given ¢
the season. Episcopalianism
ates this section of the state
votarics appear to be thoug
earnest bellevers, Through
friendship for Rev. Thoma
pastor of New Milford, the
MINISTERS LENT THEIR EI

to make the mission a succ

as numbers render a missio

ful. The Dapiiet preacher @

the series of mnou Catholics
from his pulpit, advising |
oners to attond and be rid
false nctions concerning Ca
trines and praciices. He
one lecture, and extended
and preacher felicitations &
results they were attaining
the Ep!scopal ministers ack
the invitation to be prese
note, anguring good wishes
deavors, while the other cle
that persuasion came three
and congratulated Fath
thanking him as well for
struction and pleasure de
listening to the speakers.’
*¢ While this mission wen!
in New Milford the out-stat
field, was the scene of a
vival. A mere handful o
yet in this retired spot w
nesses to the liveliest kind
excitement called up by t
of temerity of Catholic pr
to enlighten men who co
our co religionists as ben
dren of pagaulsm. There
tion of New England whert
still thrives, where prie
horred, whera outv
satanic tensis, whol
is a money making schem
sre gtill offspring of the sc
And even hero the very T
creed were 80 won over |
presentation of our dc
many were visibly affecte
us farewall, and bogged
goon, that they might l
what was so illy under
Oae old fellow, who atter
was heard to mutter ot
evening : ‘ Wish to G
Icishman ; then I'd be a
course he needs a larg
gtruction, but the frank
aut avowal was an indi
his thougzhts were chang
Rev. W. Gaston Payn
port for the state of Vir
following
INTERESTING STORY O
at Pine Grove, alias
Highland county :
¢ Hie counversion WAt
former missions. His t
tended with unusual an
cumstances. It came !




