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Can’t be equalled

1t gives Fire and 1 ightning proof
protection keeps out winter's cold and
summer’s heat—is uniformly handsome

in appearance-—can be most casily
applied and costs very little,
You'll find it most desirable for use

in either old or new buildings,

if you're interested,
write us about it.

Metaliic Roofing Co. Limited

TORONTO

SCHOOLS

During the coming School Term of 1898 9 wt
respectiully solicit the favor ¢ ur orders for
the sunplying of Catholic soational  anc

other Texi books, both in English 1l French
also, achoo! stationery and school requisites.
SADLIER'S DOMINIOX SERIES

Sadlier's Dominion Reading Charts, 26 Read

ing Charts and one Chart of colors, mounted ot
14 boards, glze 23} to #2) inches.
Sadlier's Dominion Speller, cotm

Sadlier's Dominion Firat Rea

Sadlier's Dominion First Reac

Kadlier's Dominion Second K

Sadlier 8 Dominion & hird ie .

Sadlier's Domivion Fourth Reader,

Badlier's Outlines of Canadian History,

Sadliers Grandes Lignes de 1'tistoire du
Canada

Badlier's Outlines of English Hiatory.

Sadlier's School Hiswry of England, with!
colored mapa.

Sadlier's Ancient and Modern History, witk
fllustrations and 24 colored maps

Sadlier 8 Egition of Butler's Us hism.

Badlier's Child’s Catechism of Sacred His
tory, Old Testament, Part 1

Hadlier's Child's Catechism of Hacred His
tory, New Testament, Part 11,

Sadlier's Catechism of Bacred Hisory, 1arge

edition.

Sadlier's Bible History (Schuster) Illus
trated.

Sadlier's Elementary Grammar, Blackboar¢
KExercises

Badliers Edition of Grammaire Klementaire
par E. Robert.

Sadlier's Edition of Nugent's French anc
English. English and French Dictionary witk
pronunciation.

Sadlier s (P, D. & 8.) Copy Books, A, and B
with tracing.

D.& J. SADLIER & CO.

CATHOLIC PUBLISHERS.

128 Chuarch BL., ‘ 1669 Notre Dame Bt
TORONTO. ONT MONTREAL. QUE

THE LONDON
MUTUAL FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY
THOS. E BOBSOX, D. . McDONALD,

PRESIDENT, MANAGER,
The Only Mutual Fire Insurance Company

Licensed by the Dominion Government.
GOVERNMENT DEPOSIT, - - $59,038.75
The ndvantages of the ' London Mutuai,”
in a loenl sense, are that [t ia the only Fire

Company owning its own proverty and paying

city taxes. That if afire ocours within aday
an adjustment is mado by one of the experi
enced Tnspoctors of the Company and the full
indemnity is paid at once without any vexXa

tious delay
3 —rem AT P AFMA P e A o4
A T, EURWEILL 476 R chmand-tt, City Agt.

Agent also for the London and Lancashire
Life Co. and the BEauployes®.

GOOD BOOKS FOR SALK,

We should be pleased to supply any of the
following books at prices given : The Chris
tian Father, price, 35 ceuts (cloth); The
Christian Mnlnnr (eloth), 35 cents ; Thoughie
on the Sacred Heart, by Archbishop Walsh
(eloth), 40 cents; Catholic Balief (paper)
95 cents, cloth (strongly bound) 50 cents
Address : Thos. Coffey, CATHOLIC RECORD
office, London, Ontario

PLAIN FACTS FOR FAIR MINDS

HIS HAS A LARGER SALFE THAN

any book of the kind now in the market
1t 18 not a controversial work, but simply a
stater t of Catholie Doctrina. The author
18 Rov. George M, Searle. The price 18 ex
cending'y low, only 15¢. Free by mail to any
address.” The book contaius W pages.  Ad
dress Tios, Correy, Catholle Record office
London. unt,

ONTARIO MUTUAL LIFE

01 Thisx Company holda tts Ree
Q"’“'“"“'““o worve on the Actuery
IN FOROK 4 por cent, Tab

Board of Directors:

NOBERT MELVIN, PUraiDENT,
O M. Taylor, int Vieo-Proa.  Right Hon Hir Wiltrid Laur
Alfrad Hoskin, Q 0., 4nd Vice \er, 0.0.M.Q., Premior o

President Onnada.

Francis 0. Broce
B. M. Britton, Q.0 M. P,
J. Kerr Fiekin, B. A
B, P. Olement

W.J Kidd, B. A
@George A. Bomorvills

W, H, Rropunc. Rearatar

CALVAEARTS

SARBOLIC

———

OINTMENT

18 unequnlied &s & remedy for Ohafed Skin
Plles, Scalds, Cuts, Sore KEyeos, mmppm‘
Hands, Chilblains, Earache, Neuralgie and
Rheumatic Pains, Throat Colds, Ringworm,
and Skin Allments generally.

Large Pots, 1/1} each, at Chemlsts, ete.,
with fnstructions.

Iustrated Pamphlet of Calvert's Carbolio
Preparations sent post frea on application.

F C. CALVERT & Co., Manchester
CONCORDIA VINEYARDS

SANDWIOH, ONT.
ALTAR WINE A SPECIALTY
Our Alter Wine (s extena! w\-lr used and
recommen led by the Clergy, and our Clare!
will compare favorably wita the best lm
ported Bordeaun.
For prices and information address

ERNEST GIRARDOT & CO

NANDWIOHR ONTV

BENZIGERS CATHOLIC
ANNUAL.

We have a few copies left of the above inter-
esting and readable Home Ann 1al—which con-
tains stories written by the best American Cath-
olic authors, being beautifully illustrated
throughout, and containing a ¢ lored picture

HOME

GLENCOONOGE.

By RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN
KNOWLES.

CHAPTER L

HORACE SHIPLEY (LIVERPOOL) EX ROUTE.

Towards the end of last September, 1
had recovered sufficiently from an attack
of illness to be able to set out for Glen-
coonoge, a village which is near, and
gives its name to a tranquil creek off one
of the great bays on the gouth-west coast
of Ireland. 1 had always found the
ba'my climate of that place to be the best
restorative after a visit of turoat affec-
tion to which I was atone time very sub-
ject, but which returns, 1 am happy to
say, at longer intervals as 1 get older.
My friends ridicule me, and the doctor
smiles when I talk of (ilencoonoge as my
panacea. They say it is a fancy, and
mention & dozen places in this country
more accessible and better suited to my
complaint, As it irritates me to argue, I
leave them to epjoy_ their opinion and
take my own way undeterred,

Yet now as 1 sit here reflecting, it oc-

curs to me that fancy may have some-

thing to do with m redilection ; but

what of that? 1 read the other day that

people often fancy themselves into realill-

nesses, and that sometimes the best me 1i-

cines are powerless in the presence of fan-

cies ; 80 that fancics after all deserve to

be taken into account. Perhaps it is not

alone the genial air—though T'll swear

there’s none t) eqnal it—that attracts me

to Glencoonoge. Very likely associations

created by repeated pleasant gojourns

there bave much to do with the charm

which its mere name bas for my ears.

At the word my spirite rise, I am tran-

sportad into another world—a world shut

off by many a mountainous mi.c from

railways and civilization : & world of op-

positss—of rocky highlands of wooded

slopes, of ferny glens and ragged gorges,

of noisy torrents and of tranquil soas ; and

in thonght I move among toc rural com=
pany dwelling tere, with whom my first

acqnaintance as a stranger some years
azo, has ripened into friendliness and a
knowledge tolerably intimate.

Fancy or no fancy, it is simple truth
that the boat is no sconer out of the Mer-
gey and fairly at sea than i am forgeiting
thegrimy town behind us and everything
conne tad with it, my ailment included,
and am looking aliead fall of pleasurable
expectancy.  Last Sept smber, as the
Baatrice Mary was bounding towards the
Irigh coast, 1 bethought me all of asnd-
den, while sitting on the upper deck in-
haling vigor, of a means of prolonging
that agreeable state of mind. There was
gomething to be said for and against the
gudden projact ; but reasons multiply to
prove the advantage of doing what one
burne to do, and they became in this in-
stance 8o numerous and convincing that
the mild dictatss of prudence, which
weakly strove to make themselves heard
in the debate, were overborne completely,
worsted, driven out of field, silenced ut-
terly ; 8o that by the time Dublin was
reached 1 had perforce to accept with
resignation the decision which by that
time stood judicially summel up thus :
“ Nothing can be better, wiser, or more
discreet than to take advantage of the
fine autumnal weather, this year particu-
larly bright and soft, and knapsack on
back, to walk to Glencoonoge by easy
stages ; hurrying here or loitering there,
as the whim may decide. By-and-bye
the weather may seb in wet or cold ; or
incidents may fail at Glencoonoge. Cer-
tainly confinement will be found more
bearable and the tranquillity of that sweet
spot be better appreciated, if they bave
been preceded by some weeks of the in-
cessant change and occasional hardships
involved in get ing there on foot.” o
after spending & wezk in Dablin, I sent
on my luggage and commenced to walk
westwird, bearing generally likewise in &
more or iees southerly direction, and
keaping as much as possible in those
tracts of country which on the map have
fow out marks of the railway.

What & freak it was | and how pleasant!
And asg things turncl out, not 8o foolish
either. Each day 1 grew more re estab-
lished in health and less apprehensive of
damp sheets, wet feet, and other dangers
about which 1 had grown mnervous after
making up my mind. My diary lies
open before me now. The scanty notes
hastily scrawled therein set my memory
aglow, recalling even tritfles that have
lain dormant for many months, Here is
one dated—

Saturday, Oct, 4,1879.—At Abbeytown;
misty morning. Walk before breakfast
balf & mile back along the road 1 came in
by last night in the dark. Country-
people hurrying in with farm produce.
Market-day.

Well I remember it! The crowding
in, not by that rcad alone but by every
other, of light donkey-carts laden with
poultry and vegetables and baskets of
+ uu8, the owners and their wives tramp-
ing alongside ; the bustle in the market-
place ; the chickens with their legs tied
lying in plump heaps under the skirts of
the country-women standing guard over
them ; keen factors moving swiftly from
lot to lot turning them over,driving quick
bargains, and carting their purchaees
away. The chickens werc soon sold : all,
that is to say, except the brood of one ob-
durate and apparently well-to-do widow,
who indignantly refused the dealers’ off-
crs, choosing rather to sit with lipe firmly
compressed 8nd_Apectac.vs iow doWik Uil
nose a9 she plied her knitiing-needles
with silent vigor, and responded to every
advance by a short shake of the head,
given without so much as a lifting of the
eyelids. An hour later the sun had put
to flight the early morning mist ; and as
1 left the town, some of the women whom
I had before seen in the poultry-market
were hovering near their husbands’ cab-
bage-stalls, or chattering with each other,
or making purchases about the town.
“Yon widowed solitary thing '’ still seat-
od on her basket, was now in parley with
a fair, curly-headed young man, with
merry blue cyes that belied the mock
gravity of his face. 1 think he coveted
the brood of plump chickens lying there
flapping their helpless wings, and that
wheedling came easy to him and was
agreeable to the old lady ; for her unwill-
ing features were relaxed into an expres-
sion something softer. 1 wonder now,
whether she sold those chickens, or took
them back home with her.

Oct. 7.—On the road t» Ballyvaughan,
Ask the way at dusk, and find I have stl
gix miles to go.

2
ner

now one, now
gether, come ringing towards me. My
road winding about takes m¢
pear their owners—laborers at work in 2
field cloee tothe hielge by which the road
runs. They arc carting some late crop.
One stands at the team’s head, anotier
raiges 1i8 long-handled fork with its bur-
den at theend ; & third pronge scattered
heaps lying about and follows suit, while
a fourth on top of the wainload strews
about

of song ; another begins to 8
answered with a laugh ; and the response
and the mingling of several voices to-
gether make & bharmonious chording in
the still air and fading light. Of what do
they talk ?

san?
day ? Of some local gossip ?

of evening silence hold me there yet
awhile and make me forget that daylight
is passing.
deepen the silence.
bird ripples & few notes. Away in the
pext fiald another faintly answers Lim.

Sounds few and far between
Hard by a black-

From & farther distance men's Volces,
another, now several to-

presently

each mew contribution evenly.
And as they work, one chants a snatch
ak and is

Of the fine weather for to-
morrow promised by the setting of the
Of courss the meeting next Sun-
‘Whatever
their conversation, it stops and their work
too, as a stranger in the road calls
out toknow how far it is to Ballyvaughan.
Their answer cures me for the time of lag-

ging, and ecnds me hurrying on. Their

voices grow rapidly distant again, but be-
forc they die out quite, I stop once more
to listen to their cadence ; then hasten
forward ) eacape the darkness which
comes looming up behind me from the
east.
Oct. 12.—4 p. m.
Crown at Danvanagh. Group round fire.
Querualous old age. Directions,
This reminds me how often ithappened
that I was hurrying along at nightfall
without any clear idea wherc to tind
gleeping quarters for thenight. Thedays
ware ghort, and towns in thc cross-coun-
try track | had chosen lay far apart; and
besides, t¢ morning hours hai a knack
of flying away unbexded. One day it
would be a churchyard that be'd me cao-
grossed, where the names on the tomb-
stones grouped themselves into families,
and where there was an unending source
of intercstin calenlating ages o ad relation.
ghips from the dates on the etones : some-
times | met a priest on the road who took
me over his church, and having pointad
ont all the improvements made duriug
his necrEe, led me to his schools and
proudly ghowed his crowd of bare-footed,
bright-eved, healthy young Celts, and
put them tarough their facings for my
benefit in sre'ling, arithimetic, and geo-
graphy. Sometimes 1 t 1‘rned a long way
ont of my road to get a view or see d ruin.
On thig particnlar day some mounds
in an upland field werc  the
caugc of my evening troubles, The
mounds, said the guide-book, were the
only signs now visible ofan ancient palace
of & line of Lrish kings which flourished
some thirtean centuries ago. 1t hud been
a famous place in its time, is often mea-
tioned in early chronicles, and fell from
its high estate so far back as the sixth
ceatury, in congequence of a curse pro-
nounced against it by a holy man. Mis-
fortune thenceforth haunted the spot ; its
prestige declined; finally it was descrted
and tne palace fell into ruin. Now the
ruins themselves have vanished. The
sharp upright stones standing about here
and there may have beca pillars once
but there is no other masonry, and no
other sign of ancient splendor than these
low moundsinsquares and oblongs, which
antiquaries say are the boundarics of cer-
tain halls of state. The peasantry call
them raths, and regard them with a cer-
tain awe. It is known to be un-
lucky to opea or moleet them — they
are the abodes of the *good people” or
fairics. What do you suppose would be
found bencath if tnese mounds were
opened up? Walls, I should think;
coambers, passages, dunge)ns no doubt;
runic writings perbaps, speaking sepul-
chiral words out of the tomb of centuries
utansils, waapons, tools; all sorts of evid-
ences of the lifc which throngel about
place where, after resting for some
Thal n

! not zoam one living human

Luncheon at The

being.

I should have liked very much to have
come again next day, and made my way
towards the spire above the trees not far
off, intending, if 1 could get accommoda-
tion in the village, to sle3p there and learn
all I could of what was locally known or
imagined about the interesting remains
close by. The first glance down the short
gemi-circular stre 2t of one-storic 1 ouses,
of which the village consisted, was prom-
iging. Over one door swung a board on
which the words, “ The Irish Crowa ' sur-
mounte 1 a nearly washed-out representa-
tion of that emblem of royalty. The in-
gide of the taveen, with its cramped and
antigquated look, its low ceiling and heavy
beam across, its narrow counter and
scant space behind, its roomy fire-place
and great chimney, confirme 1 my hope-
fulness: and I was made very sanguine
indeed by the sight of the occupants of
the chimney corner—an old woman who
silently watched the blazing heap of peit
(every time she touched it & cloud of
gparks flaw up, and flames licking the
gides of the cauldron hanging from a hook
fastened high up in the chimney) and two
men who, unlike her, kept up an inces-
sant chatter, the comment3 or narrative
of the one being interspersed by frequent
exclamations of dissent on the part of the
other. They were brothers I soon found,
the contentious one being the younger of
the two; but they and the old woman
1 old enough to hava raceived from
their grand-parents direct information
concerning the days soon after the Flood;
and 1 sat eating and drinking at the
countar determining to draw on their
stores of local learning at the first oppor-
tunity. All my pians, however, vanished
into thin air when I learned from a
young woman behind the counter that the
house boasted but one other room, and
that there was no chance of getting a bed
in the village. 1 asked how farshe made
it to the nearest town.

“Twenty miles.”

I repeatcd her answer with something
like dismay. Surely she was mistaken.
The map did not make it nearly so much.

The young woman shrugged her shoul-
ders, said she *“didn’t know how that
might be ; they aiways reckoned it twenty
miles there—twenty good miles, too—
Irish miles. But,of course,1f it was less,”
ghe added, with slightly rufllad dignity,
*go much the better for me."”

What was to be donc? It had taken
me already so far into the day to walk
six, walking it in my easy way. I had
not countad at the most on more than

Once more 1 watch the sun go down,
leaning over a five-barred gate that opens

of the uUrucifixion (frontispiece) suitable for
framing. Price 25 cents.
Address : Thos, Cofey, London, Ont,

the horizon, so flat is the country.

into a field, the hedges of which bound |

another tan. It would take till morning
to finish twenty, even if I did not drop b
the wayside. * Was there no place at all,

The ' however rough, where I could get a lodg-

“To be sure there is,” said the elder of
the old men, comin, forward with a less
feable gait, and ing in clearer tones
than I should have expected, “at Rath-
leek, an’ not rough at all, but very good
accommodation. You'll get a bed, sir—
geven bels if you waat them—g
enough for anybody at about twelve miles
from this."

“ Legs," strack in the brother, from his
geat in the chimney-corner, *' legs,”’ he re-
peated, **if you go by the fields.”

«Tig twelve miles by the main road—"
“Why should he take the main road
when lLie might save a couple of miles by
taking & short cut, by turning aside at
Mr. Marphy's gate?”’

“\What otber road would yonhave him
take beside the main road?” asked the
elder calmly, with the air of a man who
knows that he can bowl his adversary
over.

“Tet him go through the estate, folly
the path till the decoy road, and on, on
round by the cottage, till he comes to the
haystack—"

“Iy's likely he'd remember all that,”
interruptad the elder, with a chuckle.
«“Sure he'd be a fool that he'd ask that
couldn’t tall him the way.”

« He might walk for an hour, and not
meet a soul. But let the gentleman plaze
himself,” he added, leading the way out
of the tavern and int> the road, where he
proceeded with great fairness t) put the
alternatives before me—the short cut that
might prove a long round, aad the longer
way that would tarn out & gaving in the
end.

“And now that you've heard my
brother,” sa d the object yr,who had come
out, too, “ just listsn to me.”’

And he gave me fresh directions and
naw signs and tokens by which, if 1 took
g ent, I might know infallibly that I
was going right.

Thanking them both T set out, and at
the turning in the road looke 1 back in
time to ge’ a pariing sight of the pa'r as
they trddled indoors, the elder shaking
his head, the younger still arguing as he
followed at the other's heels.

The promise of a fa'r evening was be-
lied as rain-clouds, blown rapidly by a
fresliening breezs, overspread the sky.
As it grew darker rain bezan to fall, and
the wind to blow so gustily that it soon
became difficult to make headway at all,
1 struggled on, however, aud atthe ead
of about four hours, as T thon rht, began
to look out for the lights of Rathleck,
which could hardly be much further off
At length a welcome light broke upon
the darknees, then anotber and another,
The gight of them gave fresl streagth to
my lagging steps, and in a moment [for-
got the weight of my sonked overall, the
water from which was running down into
my shoes,

But it turned out that all these lights
shone from one house, a long low build-
ing, past which the gleaming road ran
again into blackness. 1 knocked at the
door in despair; it wasope aed by a young
man in the uniform of the Royal rish
Constabulary.

« Am I in the right road for Rathleek 2"

“You are, sir; 'tis four milesfrom here.”’

“ Four miles! 1 thought 1 was almost
there. What time is it?”

There was a clock somewhere near, for
be looked within and said almost imme-
diately, “ Five minutes past seven.”

“Spearly? I am all wrong, it seems,
in my calculations. 1 suppose I am safe
of a hotel there ?”

“wA hotel? Oh—ves, Bir, yes. There's
a kind of hotel, sir 1 should
think, at any rate, you'll gei a bed there.

% You seam doubtfal.”

“Qh no,sir, not at all, sir.”

There’s no fear, sir. They'll make you as
comfortable as may be. You takethe turn-
ing you see there to the right, aad you go
as straight—as straight, never a bend nor

aturn, but as straight as ever you can go.'

« And you say it's a good four miles ?
Whose house i8 this?”

“The barrack, sir, the constabulary
barrack.”

“Y ou ought tH know the distaace, t hen,”
said I, dismally, as I turned back intothe
sloppy roal.

"The vonng constible laughed.
I could say 1t was less, sir.”’

There was nothing for it but to turn
from the bright door-way back into the
darkness. In the short interyal the road
gseeme 1 to have got more muddy, the rain
more dense, and the wind stronger.
Eachh moment my progress became
slower, and at the end of a mile I was
forced t> tarn aside and rest upon a field
gate, 1 passed here avery uncomfortable
qnarter of an hour, reflacting onthe grow -
ing lateness, the distance to be gone over,
and my incapacity to move astep further,
when at iutarva's betwean the gusts of
wind I thought I heard the noise of wheals
and o horse’s tramp approaching from
the direction in which I had come. The
sound filled me wita hope. *It will go
hard,” I mutterel, *if this vehicle, what-
ever it may be, doesn't lift me out of my
difficulty.” But how should I make my-
solf scen or heard in that black roal and
roaring wind, There was no time to be
lost, for the sounds were close at hand,
almost upon me. I rushed into the
middle of the road, and began to shout at
the top of my voice inarticulate sounds,
or such random words as came to my
tongue— “ Hi! stop! Lallo there! hallo!
murder!”" —at the same time waving my
arms and umbrella wildly, though it was
too dark for either gesture to be seen.
The wind carried my vcice in the right
direction; my mancuvre succeeded.
Bafore it had reached where I stood &
car had pulled up, and two people had
jumped off 1n great aiarm.

“What's the matter?” shouted one,
running towards me.

« Which of you is it at all?"’ asked the
driver more coolly after peering at me,
and looking all round for some one else.

I was out of breath with my exertion,
and pantad considerably.

«Where are you hurt?” asked my first
questioner.

T explained my predicament.

«QOch!” cried the driver, disgusted, “ is
that all? Jump up with ye, and be quick.
Sure ye wont mind giving the poor cra-
ture & lift,” he alded, in anaudible aside
to his passenger.

Without waiting for an anewer, 1
gcrambled with my knapsack inty the
geai; nor was another word uttered by
one of us, till three-quarters of an hour
latar our driver pulled up at the entrance
to a dimly-lighted village, before a low
whitewashed cabin with a thatched roof.
The passenger looked out from under his
umbrella and asked what we were wait-
ing there for.

“We'll have to stop here for the night,”
said the driver.

« Ig this Rathleek?"" I asked.

It is, sir.”

“That is where I wantel to get to,”

“Iwish

fading of the golden sunget and the peace ' ing between this and Kilbeggin?

paid I; but I did not a3 yet dismount.

wRathleek!” said the passenger; “1
told voul wanted toreach Castleborough.”
“'Tjg eight miles further on, sir.
Twould be impossible t> get there to-
night. The mare’s tired out. She's been
laggin' the last thre2 miles with the
double lead an’ all; and there's dirty
wei her ahead with the wind and the
rain. 'Twill be a terrible night.”’
“\Wel,” said the passenger, “1 gupposc
thare’s no help for it. But what do youn
stand here for? Drive on to the hotel.”
«The hotel, sir? Sare there's ne'er a
one. Bat you'll get very fine lodging
within here for the night.” !

It was a great relief to hear this, and 1
jumped off directly. My companion on
the other side of the car followed my ex-
ample with less alacrity. 1 raised the
latch and pushed open the door of the
cabin, and as I did so the glow of awarm
fire burst upon us both.

—_—

CHAPTER IL

ROUGH QUARTERS.

A stardy-looking laborer in corduroys,
sitting on a wooden stool in a corner of
the room eating his supper of smoking
potatoes, and a woman busy at the fire
turned their faces towards the intruders.
“ (iood evening, Mike,” cricl the jar-
vey from behind us.

The laborer's face brightened. “(iod
eveaing kindly, Thady,” he answered,
“and what brings you in this part o' the
world on such anight ?"’

“Och! yon know I am out in all
weathers and every where atonce. Here's
two gentlemen would like a night's lodg-
ings, and ’tis you can give them whas
they want, cqual to the best in the coun-
try, as I'm atter telling them.”

% You'rc welcome,” said the host, look=
ing at us doubtfully, “ but—""

“You can give us beds, I suppose,”
said L.

“ We can,’ said the man, aftar looking
us over again, ¢ if they’re go »d enough for
you.”

“And can you give us anything to
eat 7" said my companion.

“ (Certainly,” replic1 the man.

« What, for instance 2’ we both asked
together.

Mike, a3 the jarvey had called him,
looked at his wife, who considered.
«Tea? she said tentatively. We
waited. “ And—and eggs 7"’ she addel,
growing boict e

“ Tea and czgs, Anything clse?’
She shook har head.

«What ! no bread and butter 7’
«(On!” she said drawing hersell up
with dignity., “bread and butter in
plenty.”

« And potatoes,” added the man, point-
ing to the smoking dish before him.

“ Lot's have a look atthe beds,” gaid I,
though it was a mere formality, for it
would have been impossiblc to have gone
further that night under aay circum-
stances.

Mike light>d a rush and lcl the way
through a door in a low wooden partition
to another compartment of the cabin
large enough, however, to hold two good-
gizad bedstcids, and allow of a narrow
passage between them. Of wash-hand
stand or other of the usual accompani-
meats of a bed-room there was no sign.
We felt the rustling straw mattresses
and called for a look at the sheets. They
were of a brown holland stuff quit2 new
and very stiff and cold. Bat when you
have no alternative it is wasting breath
to criticize, and besides there were
simple looks bent on us full of anxiety
for approval.

« 1 ghall sleep soundly here to-night,
that's certain,’”’ said L.

“ We might do worse,” remarked the
traveller, looking up at the rafters.

There was a great bustle going on in
the kitchen. My companion laid aside
his wraps and 1 took off my waterproof.
The woman put a big kettle and a small
pot on the fire. The man broughtme hot
water, and I was soon dryly shod.

“1 ge» you haye every comfort with
you,” said my fellow-traveller as I fast-
tned up my knapsack. He wasregard-
ing me with folded arms from his posi-
tion before the fire  “ Were vou long
under that rain? You must have be:n
drenched.”

“ Notso bad as that ; my waterproof got
mostof the rain and now I am as dry as
I see you are. How those clothes arc
smoking! We can’t eat in a fog like
this !”

« Never fear, sir,” said the woman, *' 1
am laying the supper down in the parlor
below.”

I'own in the parlor below !| There were
unsuspected realms then in this habita-
tion which had looked so unpretending
outside, and the mysterions mounds
among which I had passed the morning
and my thoughts regarding them rushed
back on me. “The parlor below !”
Gracious ! Once a dungeon perhaps, the
scene of wails and misery in the days of
its prime, now in its decadence the pride
of the honest folk who ownit, and the de-
light of tired travelers who hear that
supper is preparing, “ down in the parlor
below.” The woman’s words did in a
vague yet plcasant way suggest all sorts
of possibilities. I looked at my compan-
ion t) see their effect upon him, but he,
lost in thought, had turned his back on
me, and was now looking into the fire,
shading his face with his hands.

At last allwas realy. The hostess dis-

appeared with her final load, and our host,
holding arush-light above his head, civil
ly informed us tnat he would now show
us the way “down t) the parlor below.”
Rnt alack | it was only the people's way
of speaking, We had’nt ito descend at
all to get to the apartment ; it was only a
pace or two away, & recess behind the
chimney, shut off from the rest of the
cabin by a door, and in size something
larger than a cupboard. The walls had
been roughly papere 1, and pushed upinto
a corner was a little round table spread
for us; and we were to it there with our
backs to the other three corners which
were near enough to look over our shoul-
ders as we atc. Volumes of smoke were
pouring from a small modern grate where
an attempt bad been made to light a fire.
The dim light which our host carried did
not make the room less gloomy to our
eyea fresh from the roaring kitchen fire,
As I looked around a protcst was fast ris-
ing to my lips, and it was only checked
when my eye fell on the face of the pro-
prietor, who was eagerly following our
glances and looking from one to the other
as if he would enjoy our surprise at so
much luxuary.
L SEvary comfortable,”” said the traveller
inanswer to the look ; “ all we want now
to make us perfectly happy is to have
that window open.”

“I'm sorry t) say it is'nt made to open.
But if you don’t like the smoke I canlave

the door ajar 80 that it will comeinto the

kitchen. 1s there anything else I can do
for you, gentlemen ?"’
We said there was nothing. 8o Mike
retire 1 with a last request that we would
call for anything we might want.
“ By the way,” eald 1 to my compan-
jon a3 we sat down, “ what has become
of the driver? 1 must not forget him, for
Le has done me a good turn to-night."
“ You are indebted to me, if to any one,
Thady and his car are in my scrvice.
IJat are very wel:ome, pray Say no more
about it.”’
« Bat I'll share the cost of the car with
you. I insist on that”
“ You are undertaking more than you
bargain for,’ said he, cracking an egy.
« I have hired this fellow and his car
for ecveral days.'
“ You must do a great deal of travel-
ling,” 1 remarked, havingee:tled it in my
mind that he was a commercial travellsr,
I had met many of them at the different
hotels where I'had stopped.
« 1 have travelled a good desl in my
time."
“No doubt, sir, you know this part of
the country. Can you tell me——"
“Ah! Thady is your man for that. I
have never been here in my life beforc,
but he knows every inch ot the ground
and the owner of every house and fiell.
And he's willing enough to part with his
information. But he claims to know so
much that I suspect he trusts agood dea
to his imagination for his facts. He has
cousins in this town whom he hasn’t secn
f,r some time—one re4son I suppoge why
he was 8o anxious to stop. Hc has gone
to put up his horse aud car and spend the
evening with his {riends. They wonll
never forgive him, it seems, if he were to
stay anywhere else.”
“ And a merry party 1've no doubt
thev 1l be around the hearth with plonty
to Bay and hear, aad news to learn, and
fun and launghter mixed with it all. 1
envy the Lrish their sociability/
e only grunted and said, That de-
pends, 1 shouli think, on whether you
bappen to be in the linmor for being soci-

abla. 1f you are not, high gpirits are tae
most wearisome things in the world, to
my mind."”

A littla astonished, and not sure

whether this was intended as a rebutl
mv talkativeacss, I waited till he m
declare himself further ; but he contin
to cat and drinkinsilcace jand I f
his example, considering the wh
vnethor my benefactor was or wiis not
morose ; l1is shortness favored tue con-
jecture that he was; but on the other
hiand he had allowed his driver to go and
gee Lis friends ; he had abstained from 8o
much as 1 word of disparagement cither
of our homely quarters, or of our host's
idiotic attempts at civilization; and had
he not Jifted me out of perfect elough of
despond ? Besides there was every ex-
cusc for a man’s saying a8 little as pos-
siblain a smoky room, and I believe we
were both equally pl-ased to exchang
the micerable grandeur of Mike's ' par-
Iyr” for the honest comfort of his
kitchen, where we found him pl acidly
smoking his pipe, as far away from the
fire as he could get, for itwas large enough
for a furaace and scorching hot. With a
rough courtesy Mike placed a couple of
chairs for us somcwhat nearer to the
blaze than his own, taking occasion t)re-
mark in doing so that the rain had
stopped, and the missis had gone across
to sit awhils wit1 a sick neighbor. And
there the three of us sat, soberly smoking
and saying 1ttla. My fellow-guest in-
deed wa3 as silent as he had been atsup-
per. His eyes roved about the room, how-
ever, scanning the rafters, or the white-
wash on the walls, or the hricked floor;
and rested presently on the fire, where Lie
found much matter seemingly for consid-
eration. Tne laborer wus mor¢ disposed
for conversation; but his stock of infor-
mation, which mostly related to himself
and his affairs, was 8oon cxhausted.
He t-1d me that the potato crop had becn
good * the year;"” that he himself conld
neither read nor write, had never been
twenty miles beyond where hesat in liis
life; and (with much hesitation and wari-
nees, and after several attempts to ascer-
tain what our views might be), that lic
didn’t approve of politics, ile had broth-
ers and s18ters in America, aad ne it}
and nieces close by who were good
scholards:'" but for his own part he didn’t
miss the larnin’, sesing how without it he
was a3 well off as many taat had it: and
bad no desire to see tha worl 1, for he
knew them that had travellad and weren't
a whit happier than himselt. *Nor 8o
bappy,” he added, after six meditative
whiffs, which ended his pipe.

Seeing my companion 1hoking rather
dolefully inte his tobacco pouch, which he
found on opening to be empty, Mike got
up aad brought out from somwuwlhiare the
pot containing his own supply, and re-
quesied him to help himsel’.

« Thank'ee,” said his guest, breaking
gilance. “It's very good. Where do you
get it 2"

“ At the store opposite,” said Mike;
“and you're right, sir, 'tis very good. I'd
never wish for bet er.”

“Timerick twist, isn’t it ?”

«Thatand none other,” answered Mike,
with a glance of mixed curiosity and re-
spect at the gentleman who, gilant as he
was, knew what was what.

“]ear me,” mused the said gentleman.
“ Are there stores in an out-of-the-way
place like this?”

“There are so. And it isn't only to-
bacco that they sell, but anything you
might like t> call for. Now 1 don’t. think
there’s anything you can name that they
havn’t got in that shop. You'd be sur-

ised.

*"wOh! I know well enough wiiai & 81010
is. I keep one myself,” aad he waved
his hand towards the tire, “away in Aus-
tralia. Let me recommend you, my
friend, if you ever emigrate, to go in for a
store. It's the best and quickest way of
making money.”

“Aye, aye?” said Mike, knocking the
ashes out of his pipe, which he laid on
the bench beside him; and stretching
out his legs, and folding his arms, he

comFoeed himsef to listsn.
%It beats gold-diggini. Few gold-dig-
gera get rich, and fewer keep their money.
Success in thegold-fields is demoralizing ;
itis a flash in the pan. The luck, the
suddenness, the ¢ase, the excitement, all
carry a man off his lags and lesson his
patience and gelt-control. Perhaps it 18
fortunats that so few succeed. 1 have
tried my hand at it myself, but was never
lacky.”
TO BE CONTINUED
—
Think of It.
Never before in the history of the world
was there a remedy for corns as safe, painless
and certain as Puatnam's Painless Corn
Extractor. It makes no sore spots and acts

At druggists.

speedily. Try Putnam's Corn Extractor.
Sure, safe and painless.
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A BIT OF CBIVALRY.

Cenerona Yoeung Butcher's Defens
of Strter Anthony.

Catholie Columbinn,

Thia little incident, related by
t«Moina " in The Advocate, will b
read with interest by all who edmirec
the grand character of Sister Anthony
the ** Angel of the Battlefield.”

A bit of history connpected witl
Sister Antony's coming to Cincinnati
which has not heen told before ma)
prove interesting. In those early
days Catholics of means were few anc
far between. Religious intoleranc
ran s0 high that a Stster appearing o
the street in a religious garb wa
liable to insult, and it took a brav
woman to go forth in public thu
attired. Sister Anthony was not 1
the least timid. Had she been, sh
never could have succeeded.

The old Fifth St. Market House, tha
famous mart of trade, stood then wher
are now located our beautiful fountal
and esplanade. On a market mornin
when the market-house was in its glor
there was no livelier or busier spot !
the whole city. The old time butche
were a great power in the community
and in many instances they were
Jaw unto themselves. Although man
decent, honorable men pursued tk
useful and lucrative avocation
butchering, yet a good sprinkling
ruffians, rowdies and recklees felioy
were found in their guild. Ti
market house, unless neceseity cor
pelled it, was not considered a safe
desirable place to walk through.

Among the leading and prospero
butchers was a young man named K
an Irishman and a Catholic. Sor
people, through force of genius ar
perseverance, forge ahead in lif
He had to literally fight his w:
through. He was a powerfully bu
young man, a perfect athlete, and
braveas a lion. Many attempts we
made to take an unfair advantage
him, and cowards laid in wait tir
and again to take him unaware
But be was equal to every occasi
and came out scathless, while his
sailants for whole months were forc
to nurse broken mnoses, cut lips a
black eyes. He had one advanta
over his enemies in those days

druvkenness and dissipation—he nes
touched a drop of liquor. He w
industrious, too, and had the repu
tion of being strictly honest.
wonder that such a man could &
mouunt difficulties and go right to |
front : and we mey add that he ac
mulated quite a fortune here and ]
this city in 1557, going out to the n
west where he met with marvel
prosperity and died five years agc
multi millionaire.

Bat to return to Sister Anthony.

She started with about forty orph
girle—and children, as all mothers
understand, must have something
eat. If she had but the means to !
some course meatand a few vegetal
she might get along, for the Sis
are the best cooks in the world
understand the art of making a li
go far. Some one told her to go de
on Tuesday morning bright and es
to the stall of Mr. R, the butche
the Fifth St. Market. It took nerv
do it, but that was one quality in wi
Sister Anthony was never lack
She procured a moderate sized bas
and taking two of the orphan child
by the hand set out for the market

It was a rather unusual thing
those days to see a Sister in the §
of her order on the street, especi
in suck a public place as the mar
house, and Sister Anthony was no
one to furl her colors under any
cumstances. No wonder ghe
guped and stared at by the crowd,
c¢ne bad to listen to the vile, c
remarks of the journeymen butche

The Sister with her little girls
pushing through the crowded pas
to reach the stall ¢f Mr. R., loc
aboutin the centre of the market,

a big stout young butcher picked
bull pup that was dczing under o
the benches, and threw it intc
basket which the Sister carried.
gave a little scream of terror at
rudeness and locked up appeal
to the coarse, leering countenan
her tormentor ; but her terror wé
creased when she beheld a hand
young man, wearing a snow-
apron, clear one of the high benc|
a single bound ; she then sas
right fist swing out like & mill
mer and land under the ear ¢
ruffian with an omincus thud, a
less than four seconds there were
objects lying in a heap at her
viz ; the basket, the bull pup a
butcher. ** You are one of the (
lic Sisters, 1 belleve, madame,
R., for it was he. ‘‘Please s
behind my stall,” and as he &n
moved the bench to cne side, cle
a passage way for the really frig|
Sister and her two orphan childr

“You must pardon my ruder
fighting in your presence,’’ con
the young man, ‘‘ but that black
did not get as much as he des

This is a rather rough place for
come,"” -

‘* It was the sheerest necessi
R., that drove me here,” and th
told him of her story of want a
fering. ‘‘ I was directed toc
you, Mr. R., "she said, ‘' to a
to provide us with a little meat.
% ** Well, now, Sister,” he ans

you came to the right plac
shall not want for meat whil
here ; but that basket you bro
all broken, and is not large
anyway."

Then he picked up a larg
handled willow backet that
easily contain two hundred |
and telling one of his hired
take one handle, he took the
and, invited the Sieter to acc
him as he wanted to introduce




