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Anxiously wateh declining health of
their daughters. So many are cut off
by consumption in early years that
there i3 real cause for anxicty, In
the early stages, when not beyond
the reach of medicine, Hood's Sarsa-
parilla will restore the quality and
quantity of the blood and thus give
good health, Read the following letter:

“It is but just to write about my
daughter Cora, aged 19. 8he was com=-
pletely run down, declining, had that tired
feeling, and friends said ehe would not
live over three months. She had a bad

Cough

and nothing seemed to do her any good.
I happened to read about Hood’s Sarsapa-
rilla and had her give it a trial. From the
very firat dose she began to get better.
After taking a few bottles she was com-
pletely cured and her health has been the
best ever since.” MRs. ADDIE PECK,
12 Railroad Place, Amsterdam, N. Y.

“1 will say that my mother has not
stated my case in as strong words as I
would have done. Hood’s Sarsaparilla
has truly cured meand I am now well.”
CorA PECK, Amsterdam, N. Y.

Be sure to get Hood’s, because

Hoods

S8arsaparilla

¥sthe One True Blood Purifier. All druggists. 81,
Prepared only by C. L. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.

food’s Pills

r

are purely vegetahle, re-
liable and beneficial. 250,

8T. JEROME'S COLLEGE
BERLIN, ONT,
Uomplete C1 feal, Phik phioal
Commercinl Courses,
And Bhorthand and Typewriting,
For further particulars apply to
REV. THEO. 8PETZ, President

an:

INEC [T 1 N n VMY
THE PINES URSULINE ACADE
CHATHAM, ONT.

The Educational Course comprises every
branch suitable for young ladies.

Superior advantages afforded for the eultd
vation of MUSIC, PAINTING, DRAW.
ING, and Hn; ("E‘I!;L“ll' /'\lll'l‘ﬂ. . o

Ay \ or pupils preparing for
SPI‘A l‘ul LOLRS 4 Teacher u‘ Certificates
Matriculation, Commercial Diplomas, Sten
ography and Type-writing,

%‘nr particulars address,

THE LADY SUPERIOR.

ABHUMPTION COLLEGE, SANDWIORB
Ont.—The studies embrace the Classios
and Commercial courses. Terms, Includin)
all ordinary expenses, $150 per aunum. Feo
full parlllculnrs apply to Rev, D. CusHIXe
J. 8. B,

_-moprery,
(Y et r2ddI(

Owen 8 und, Ontario, ia the very baat place in Cannda to Re!
& Thorough Basiness Edueation. Take a round trip and vieii
Bl other ousiness collegen and Commorcial Departmenta ir
Oansda, then visit the Northern Business College; examine
everything thoronghly It we fail to produse the most thor
ough, complate, practionl nud oxtensive course of stady, the
beat collegs prom ses and the best and most complete ané
moat suitible furnturs and applinnces, we will give yon &
alleourso FREE. For Annual Annonncement, giving ful
articuiare, frea, address 0. A, FLEMING, Principal.

We have on hand . .
A large quantity of the finest

French Bordeany Clarets

Which will be sold at the Inwest price

JAMES WILSON
308 Richmond St., London.  'Phone 650.

 §0 ADAYSURE 3
*us your
g address and we
Will show you how to make 3 a
day absolutely sureswe furni
the work and teach you free;y
e WOTK in the locality where you live,
) ¢ o) Send us your address and we willex-
J 2/ plain the business fully; remember
We guarantee a clear profit of §3 for every day's work
absolutely sure: write at once,

) C Address,
B0XR 4,  WINDSOR, ONT

High-Class

Churel
dow

Hobbs Mfg, Co.
London, Ont,

S| vv\.‘il{ FOR DESIGNS

Father Damen, 8.J.

One of the most instructive and useful pamph
lets extant is the lectures of Father Damen
They comprise four of the most celebrated one;
delivered by that renowned Jesuit Father
namely : ** The Private Interpretation of the
Bible,” **The Catholic Church, the only truc

d,"”** Confession,” and **The Rea
The book will be sent to any ad
1 on receipt of 15 cents in stamps. Orders
may be sent to Thos.Coffey. CATHOLIC RECOR}
Office, London

STAINED GLASS

FOR CHURCHES

Best Qualities Only.,
Prices the Lowest.

McCAUSLAND & SON

76 King Strest West, TORONTO.

l R WOODRUFF, NO, 185 QUEEN'S AVE,
J Defective vision, impaiced hearing,
nagal catarrh and troublesome taroats. Kyes
tested. glasses adjusted. Hours, 12 to 4. |

LLOVE & DIGNAN BARRIS KR, €10,
o s Talbot irest, London, erivate uxds
4780,

Jo-hwl-w®

el

URIEL:

iOr, the Chapel of the Holy Angels.

| BY THE AUTHOR OF ** THE AUSTRALIAN
DUKE; OR, THE NEW UTOPIA," ETC,

CHAPTER XIX.
THE RESTORATION,

The weeks sped by, and at length,
towards the end of September, the wel-
come letter arrived announcing that
Uriel was now sufficiently recovered to
travel, and that in a couple of days
from the receipt of that despatch he and
his little son, under Julian's escort,
might be expected at Falmouth. Geoff-
rey resolved on hastening thither to
meet them on landing, that the poor ex-
ilemight receive onehearty greeting as
he set foot again on his native shore.
Moreover, it was Sir Michael's wish that
Uriel, on his first return home, should
be accompanied by the two devoted
friends to whose exertions he owed his
restoration to his family and his good
name,

An <interest deeper than curiosity,
though, doubtless, not unmingled with
it, stirred the neighborhood when they
learned the day that the young heir
was expected. At his own earnest de-
sire, supported by the plea of his state
of health, no public reception was pro-
vided ; but this did not prevent a num-
erous assemblage of tenants and neigh-
bors from welcoming him at the Tre-
madoc station with vociferous cheers ;
and as the carriage which bore him to
the castle drove swiftly by, tbe road
was lined with bystanders, who re-
newed the same acclamations.

Mary and Gertrude took part in the
general excitement. A convenient
spot in their own demesne was found
to command a glimpse of the public
road ; where, safely establishing them-
selves, they had the satisfaction of wit-
nessing the passing of the carriage.

What was it they beheld? Three
black figures, one of whom bowed as
he passed to the wayside groups ; and
appearing for a moment at the carri-
age window, a little face, all smiles
and golden hair, a vision of childish
beauty and inuocence, ‘‘as it were the
face of an angel.”

This was the report which they
brought back to their mother ; and
then there was nothing for it but to
wait in patience till Geoffrey should
come back from the castle, and tell
them all about it.

He came at last. ‘ Well, it is
over,” he said ; ‘‘ wonderful how the
old man bore it all. One would have
said for the last year or so he had been
but half alive ; but somehow, there's no
denying it, there’s always a kind of go
in the old blood, which nothing will
extinguish.”

‘* Did you see their meeting ?" said
Mary. ‘0, Geoffrey, Idon't think I
could have borne it.”

‘‘ No,"said Geoffrey ; ** Aurelia took
her brother straight to Sir Michael's
room, and they were alone together for
agood bit. We waited in the drawing-
room, Julian, and Father Segrave, and
Marmaduke—yes, he's there—and one
or two others; and presently Sir
Michael came in, with Uriel on one
side, and Aurelia on the other, holding
the little boy by the hand. You would
have thought the old man had had
twenty years given back to him ; he
looked like a grand old prophet, with

his flowing white hair, as he pre-
sented his son to his friends, and
they all welcomed him : and Uriel

himself—well, [ don't know what to
think of him,”

““Don’t you like him, Geoffrey ? "
asked Gertrude; ‘‘I hoped he would
be nice. "

‘*Oh, I like him well enough ; it's
not that; but I don’t know if he is
exactly what you women call nice ; he's,
well — " and Geoffrey's descriptive
powers seemed to fail him.

* Unpolished, perhaps, " said Mrs
Houghtou ; *‘ you know, my dear, he
has had a rough life of it. ”

TAKE STEPS
in time, if you are a suf-
ferer from that scourge
of humanity known as
consumption, and you
can be cured. There is
the cvidence of
hundreds of liv-
ing witnesses to
the fact that, in (g
all its early
stages, consump-

tion is a curable
discase. Not
every case, but @

Jully oS per cent. are
cured by Dr. Pierce’s
Golden Medical Dis-
covery, even after the disease

has
gressed so far as to induce repeated bleed-
ings from the lungs, severe lingering cough
with copious expectoration (including tu-
bercular matter), great loss of flesh and ex-

pro-

treme emaciation and weakness,

Do you doubt that hundreds of such cases
reported to us as cured by ‘“ Golden Med-
ical Discovery ” were genuine cases of that
dread and fatal dise ? Younced not take
our word for it. They have, in nearly every
instance, been so pronounced by the best
and most experienced home physicians,
who have no interest whatever in mis-
representing them, and who were often
strongly prejudiced and advised against
a trial of *“Golden Medical Discovery,”
vho have been forced to confess that

rpasses, in curative power over this

malady, all other medicines with
which they are acquainted Nasty cod-
liver oil and its filthy “emulsions” and
mixtures, had been tried in nearly all these
cases and had either utterly failed to bene-
fit, or had only scemed to benefit a little for
a short time Iixtract of malt, whiskey,
and various preparations of the hypo-
pliosphites had also been faithfully tried
1 vain

The photographs of a large number of
those cured of consumption, bronchitis,
lingering coughs, asthma, chronic nasal
catarrh and kindred maladies, have been
skillfully reproduced in a book of 160

pages which will be mailed to you, on
receipt of address and six cents in
stamps. You can then write to those who

have been cured, and profit by their ex-
perience,

Address for Book, WORLD'S DISPENSARY
MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, Buffalo, N, ¥,

*‘No, not that either, " said Geoffrey ;
““he is like a man who does not belong
to this world, who does not care for it,

{ and has nothing more to do with it ;

dead and buried and come to life
again ; that sort of thing, you see, "

‘A curious description, " said Ger-
trude ; ‘‘but we must judge for our-
gelves by and-by. And the child?

" Ah, little Uriel, as they call him ;
a real picture, he is, with his glittering
hair and his French toggery. Imo
gen, it seems, has taken upon her to
get up his wardrobe, and had tricked
him out like a fairy. "

‘“And Imogen, " said Gertrude,
‘“have you heard, can you make out,
if there was anything in that report ?

‘‘ No, nothing, " said Geoffrey, with
a strange expression for a moment
passing over his features. *‘‘I asked
Julian point blank, and he looked
gravely at me, and only said: ¢
don’t change with the wind, Geoffrey ;
I thought you would have known me
better, "

‘‘ He stays at the castle, as a matter
of course, " said Gertrude. *‘I sup-
pose the next thing we hear will be
that the cartoons are finished.

*“ Ah, I forgot, " said Geoffrey : ‘¢ the
cartoons are finished, and the chapel
will be opened on the 20th. It is one
of Julian's secrets ; he is a strange
fellow. When he found that he should
be detained at St. Florian, he gave
orders to Gules to get them finished
by some first-rate artist, provided only
it was one who would execute his de-
signs. So it is done, and no one knew
it ; and the chapel will be opened on
the 20th, that is next Wednesday, you
know, as a solemn thanksgiving for
Uriel's return.”

It was decided by the family con-
clave that they would wai: till Wednes
day's solemnity was over before pre-
senting themselves at the castle to offer
their congratulations, Every one felt,
by a common instinet, that those who
had been so sadly separated, and so
wonderfully reunited, needed to bae left
alone for a while, and that on the first
days of restored happiness none even
of their best friends could intrude.
Nor in the interval did they see any-
thing of Julian, whose entire time from
daybreak to sunset was spent in the
chapel preparing for the opening
ceremony.

His plans for the restoration had
been skilfully and faithfully executed
by Gules, but he felt a pardonable
pleasure in the thought that their
conception had been his own. Equally
his own were the arrangements for the
coming festival; it had all been planned
and thought of as he had sat by Uriel’s
sick-bed at St. Florian, and the result
of his cogitations had been communicat-
ed to Father Segrave, with directions
how they might be carried out with
the least possible amount of premoni
tory bustle.

On St. Michael’s day, then, the little
chapel was filled with an expectant
crowd ;: and the eyes of some among
them, used in old time to the mouldy
walls and crumbling stone work it had
displayed in its ruinous condition,
wondered to behold it all not changed
or replaced by carvings and adorn-
ments of a new design, but touched
and restored, as it were,by some magic
finger, which had only perfected and
brought back the beauty which by
time had decayed. Angels looked
down from the carved bosses, and the
flash of their gleaming wings might be
caught on the walls of the sanctuary :
while on the spot where the old defaced
paintings had crumbled away appeared
the Seven Spirits, executed by a
master’s hand from the cartoons which
had filled so important a place in the
family story, They were there : and
there, conspicuous among them, was
St. Uriel, with his golden hair and
flashing sword, ‘‘the Light and
Strength of God.” None who had seen
theheir of Merlyn could fail to recognize
his likeness ; only a few knew how that
likeness had been obtained, and that,
in very truth, it was that painting
which had furnished the first clue to
the discovery that he was still alive.

But what hand was that which drew
from the organ those sweet and solemn
tones? And what voices were those
which rose to the vaulted roof, and
swelled in heavenly harmony, as
though the angels themselves were
joining in the chant? The hand was
Julian's, a8 skilled in music as in other
arts ; and the voices were from a
white-robed company he had brought
together, who now filled the stalls of
the old choir, and made its roof and
walls give back the echo of the joyous
words :

** Tibi, Christe, Splendor Patris
Vita, virtus cordium,
In conspectu Angelorum
Votis, voce psallimus,
Alternantes concrepando
Melos damus vocibus.”

But it was one kneeling group that
attracted all eyes and moved all
hearts. The father, with his son and
daughter by his side ; the tall gigantic
figure of the son with his golden hair,
marking him for a true Pendragon of
Merylin ; and, kneeling by hisside, in
sweet uuconscious beauty, the little
Uriel, looking like the flash of a sun-

beam. As they beheld that spectacle
one thought passed through many

minds, ‘‘ the same day has witnessed
two restorations : the Chapel of the
Holy Angels is restored, and with it
‘the Fortune of the Pendragons!' "

CHAPTER XX,

SOMIE MISTAKES AND  EXPLANATIONS,
It was all over; the thanksgiving
ceremony and the subsequent visits and
congratulations. Merylin was alive
again ; as though to impress on all
the fact that the dark cloud and all its
associations were gone forever. Sir
Michael had driven through Tremadoc,
with his son by his side ; the first time
for twelve melancholy years that he
had crossed his own park boundary,

“ And now, I suppose,”’ gaid Ger- '
trude, one morning, * we shall return
to ordinary life again? Oune has lived
such a story-book existence of late, that
the first thought on getting up in the
morning is ‘ what next ?' "

**Oh, the next thing,” said Rodolph,
who happened to be one of the party,
‘* the next thing, of course, will be a
batch of weddings. Whatever course
the story takes, at St. George's Han-
over square, it is bound to end. » I
know of no exception to that.”

“Uriel does not look much like Han-
over square, to my mind, " said Mary.,
* With all the talk about ‘the Fortunes
of Merylin,’ I somehow can't get over
the impressien that their mistortunes
are not yet quite come to an end."”

‘‘You will see,” eaid Rodolph.
‘‘ Uriel had a hard knock or two, 1 be-
lieve ; but he'll get over it. The Fair
Imogen will then give her hand to her
deliverer (for I hear Julian threatens
to shoot any one who couples his name
with hers); and then the devoted
friend will turn into the devoted
brother. 1 see it all, written with
golden capital in the Books of Fate."

Geoffrey had no taste for this style
of discussion ; Rodolph's rattle wearied
and secretly disgusted him : he rose,
yawned a little, then leaving the room,
retired to his own study, where pres-
ently after Mary joined him, and com-
ing behind his chair found him, as it
seemed, intently studying a map of
North America,

‘ What are you looking at?" she
asked, with some surprise : ** what in
the world has made you take to geog-
raphy ?”

* Manitoba,” answered Geoffrey,
shortly ; ‘“it's the place where every-
one goes. I'm thinking of looking it
up myself some day.”

“You!" said Mary, who thought
him ouly joking, **then, you Kknow,
you will have to take me with you.”

‘“Ay,” said Geoffrey, * that would
be jolly. We'd clear the forest, build
ourselves a log hut, and begin life
over again like the patriarchs.”

“But what has put Manitoba into
your head ?" said Mary ; ‘‘the strange
old Geff, that you are! Could you
really ever tear yourself from dear old
Laventor and the mill ?"

‘I don't know,” replied Geoffrey ;
‘‘ here'’s Gertrude to be married in the
spring, I suppose ; and you'll be get-
ting spliced some day, Mary ; if ever
I were to be left alone at Laventor, I
don't think, somehow, I could stand it.
Besides, I should really like to have a
look at their new country farming ;
[ heard a lot about it when I was in
London. There'’s a famous opening at
a place, only I can't find the name on
the map.”

‘T don’t think I shall ever get
spliced, as you call it,” said Mary ;
‘‘and if you go to Manitoba, I shall go
too, that is certain ; so I had better
prepare for it, and shall begin by feed
ing the chickens.”

She lef. him as she spoke, and for
some time Geoffrey continued alone,
pursuing his geographical researches.
Presently the door opened, and some
one put in a head.

‘*All right,” said Geoffrey, without
turning round to see who it was, and
supposing it was Mary returning from
the chickens ; it's Arkansacow, that's
the place ; awful crows, they say ; only
you must look sharp after the bears ;
they'd make short work with your pet
lambs, I fancy.”

A light laugh made him look up.
‘“ Why, God bless my soul, is it vou,
Julian ?” he exclaimed ; ‘I thought it
was_Mary."

‘“Not exactly,” replied Julian.
‘‘ But can you spare me a minute or
two ?—you look deep in something.”

*No, nothing pressing,” said Geof-
frey ; ‘‘and you've not been here since
all these great events. Waell, on my
word, Julian, between us, I think we
have done it."

““Yes,"” said Julian ; ‘I have done
what I promised to do in this very
room, some nine months or so ago, and
now I have come to ask for my re-
ward.”

* With all my heart,” said Geoffrey,
earnestly ; ‘I fancy, Julian, I can
guess what it is, and I can only say,
may God make you both happy !"

‘“ Thank you,” said Julian ; ‘I was
only waiting for that. I could not
venture to try my fate without being
sure you gave it your sanction."

‘‘ My sanction !” said Geoffrey, with
a touch of bitterness in his tone ; *‘you
know well enough, Julian, that I have
no sanction to give in such a matter.”

‘“ Well, not formally, perhaps ; still
I couldn’t be happy to speak to her till
I had said a word to you. I know
what she is to you, and I feel like a
villain for asking to take her from
you. But come now, Geoffrey, don't
look black on it. After all, I mayn't
have a beggar of a chance, though
Aurelia assures me it's all right. You
know she has stood my friend ail
along. That day at Merylin, when we
all said ‘Good-bye,’ she promised she
would look after my interests."”

“ Weil, if Aurelia consents, I sup-
pose that is suflicient,” said Geoffrey,
coldly. ‘‘I thought I understood that
you had not yet spoken to her ?"
© ““Not to Mary,” said Julian ; *‘ of
course not, I could not till I had spoken
to you. DBut to Aurelia, why, bless
\'mf, she has known all about it from
the beginning.”

Geoffrey looked at his friend as one

fairly puzzled. ‘‘Look here,” he
said, ‘‘you know what a blockhead I
am in taking a thing in. What is it
you came to tell me 2"
i My dear Geoffrey, surely I have
told you, said Julian ; ‘‘surely you
understand that I want you to give me
the hand of your sister Mary ?"

Geoffrey remained as one dumb-
founded, he could not even give utter-
ance to his surprise.

‘*Why, I thought you would have

guessed it long ago,” said Julian ;
‘* that was why I cut up a little rough
with you when you began chafling me
about Imogen ; I thought you knew,
or ought to bave known, that I was not
one to change in a mouth or so, "

‘' My stars !" ejaculated Geoffrey, at
last, ‘‘why, I thought, Julian—I know
you think me an ass—but I felt sure all
this time that you had been thinking
of Aurelia.”

The light merry laugh broke once
more fiom Julian's lips.  ** Aurelia !
he exclaimed. ‘‘ Was that what you
were thinking of ? Oh, set your heart
at rest on that score for ever. We are
tremendous friends, and she has been
in my confidence since last Christmas ;
but for anything else, a British prin-
cess is far above out of my ken. I
don’t aim at metal of such superlative
quality, not I,

‘ The homely round, the common task,

Will furnish all I need or ask.’

‘‘And providedMary will put up with
my erratic ways, I shall be the happi-
est man alive.”

Geoffrey could only wring his friend’s
hand till it ached, and tell him that he
would find Mary *‘ somewhere with the
chickens " — a hint which Julian at
once prepared to make use of by de
parting in the direction of those inter-
esting feathered bipeds.

‘I have been a precious simpleton,
it seems,” thought Geoffrey to himself.
He did not know whether to be glad
or sorry. Sorry to lose Mary, and
glad if he must lose her, to give her to
Julian.  Glad, just for a passing
moment, glad to think of Aurelia as
really free ; yet sorry, too, for he could
better have borne to have geen her Juli
an’sthan to hear of her marriage with a
stranger. DBut it would be so in the
natural course of things. Merylin was
now restored to its natural position in
the county ; the world would be fast
flowing into it and around it : great
families would be seeking its alliance :
aud the old days—sad, lonely, yet full
of sweetness in remembrance, when he
was the only friend of the father and
the daughter—those ‘‘dear old days "
were gone forever,

It was more than he could bear to
think of, and, seizing his hat, he was
just setting off for his usual resource,
the mill—when a note was brought in
Aurelia’s handwriting, begging him
to call at che castle, as her father
wanted to see him on business.

He would gladly just then have es-
caped presenting himself at Merylin,
for he was conscious of a certain inter
ior agitation, which threw him some-
what off his balance. However, he
could not disregard the summons ; so
to the castle he went; and being
ushered into Sir Michael's presence,
found the old man engaged with his
son in looking over deeds and papers
connected with the estate.

‘**We wanted your help, Geoffrey,"
faid the old baronet. “*You must
understand, Uriel, that for the last
twelve years Mr. Houghton has stood
tome in the place of a son. Never
must you or vours forget what you owe
him.”

“I am not likely to forget what I
owe him,"” said Uriel, grasping Geof-
frey's hand in his, with warm affection.
** My sister has told me all, Mr. Hough-
ton ; she has told me all you have been
to her and to my father.”

They sat down together, and went
through various papers and accounts.
It was Geoffrey’s element, and he felt
the hour of business had braced him,
and made him himself again. But
when the business was ended, and
leaving the study he was making his
way towards the hall-door, he encoun-
tered on his way the very person
whom, at that moment, he would most
willingly have avoided.

It was Aurelia, looking joyous and
and radiant, with little Uriel clinging
to her side. At their first meeting she
had won his heart, and the two were
now rarely separated. ‘‘Oh, Mr.,
Houghton, how glad I am!" she ex-
claimed, ‘‘ I was so longing to see you,
and to say how happy I am about dear
Mary.”

Just then Uriel heard his father's
voice, and with a cry of pleasure ran
off to find him.

‘“Is he not charming?" said Aurelia.
““To see his little cherub face and
hear his laugh is like sunshine in the
old house; it does not seem like
the old place; toc bright, far too
bright, for Merylin. But now,
Mr. Houghton, if it is not indiscreet,
do tell me if it is all right with Mary.”
She led the way as she spoke, into the
sitting-room she had just quitted, and
whether he would or no, Geoffrey had
to follow.

‘“1 suppose it is all right,” he said :
‘‘Julian is now at Laventor, and left
me to go to Mary ;—how it has ended
I cannot say. I was amazed !”

‘‘But you had no right to be
amazed, surely,” said Aurelia ; ‘“you
knew about it, I thought, when all
that foolish gossip was going on about
Imogen. , Don't you remember assur-
ing me that, though appearances were
against him, you were certain Julian
would prove faithful ?"’

“I believe I have been very thick-
headed in the whole matter,” said
Geoffrey. “ You see, I fancied—that
is, I thought—that Julian had some-
thing quite different in his mind."”

She looked at him in surprise ; then,
by a sudden sort of flash, seemed to
comprehend his meaning. O Geof-
frey, how could you!" she exclaimed,
then paused : and a very awkward
pause they both felt it.

“I tell you I have been a simple-
ton, " said Geoffrey : ** I generally am,
I believe. But this time my blunder
has had some good results. It was
really thinking that, which first set me
to work on Uriel's business. From
what I heard I thought the clearing up
of his name would be removing the
only bar to your happiness ; and—you
may believe it or no, as you will,

Aurelia—but for your happiness 1 am
any day ready to give my life. There
now, don't be vexed ; I did not mearn
to speak like that ; I shall never do i
again, 1 wouldn’t pain or annoy you
for the whole world ; but that was 4i:1~1
how it was ; and you see how it nevel
came into my head to guess about
Mary,"

He hardly knew how he got back to
Laventor that afternoon, He had
never meant to say what he had said .
and how Aurelia might understand i
he could not tell. She would probably
only have thought him blundering and
stupid, and, in short, like himself,
Still, odd to say, his heart felt lighter
for having given itself that relief :
and when late in the autumn evening
Mary found him sitting alone, he re
ceived her with a bright gaiety un
usual in his manner.

‘‘ Well, Mary, old girl,” he said,
gently drawing her to him,” “ have
you got anything to tell me, since I
saw you last ?"

‘Yes, one thing,” said Mary.

‘“ And what is that ?”

‘‘That I have been thinking it over,
and you must not go to Manitoba : for
you see, Geoffrey, I could not now go
with you.”

‘“ Ah," replied Geoffrey, ‘‘I perceive,
it strikes me that conclusion was come
to in the chicken-yard this morning.
But who knows ? Perhaps Julian will
go with us !'—we will talk it over with
him this evening.”

TO BE CONTINUED,
S
“When the Green gits Back
Trees."

in the

BY JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY

In the spring when the green gits back in
the trees,

And the sun comes out and stays,

And your boots pull on with a good tight
squeeze,

And you think of your harefoot days ;

When you ort to work and you want to not

And you and your wife agrees

[t's tims to spade up the garden lot

When the green gits back in the trees

Well, work is the least of my idees

When the green, you know, gits back in
the trees.

When the green gits back in the trees, and
bees

Is a-buzzin’ aroun’ again,

In that kind of a lazy ** go-as you please’

Old gait they hum roun’ in :

When the ground’s all bald where the hay
rick stood,

And the erick’s riz, and the breeze

Coaxes the bloom in the cld dogwood,

And the green pits back in the trees

I like, as I sa¥, in such scenes as these,

The time when the green gits hack in the
tress,

When the whole tail feathers o’ winter time
Is all pulled out and gone,

And t{m sap it thaws and begins to climb,
And the sweat it starts out on

A feller’s forrerd, a-gittin’ down

At the old spring on his knees

I kind o’ like, jes’ a loaferin’ roun’

When the green gits back in the trees—
Jes’ a-potterin’ roun’ as I—do—please—
When the green, you know, gits back in the

trees.
B
THE REASON
Why a Missionary Became a Total Ab-
stainer.

In the American Catholic Quarte rly
Review is an article written by Richard
R Elliott; of Datroit, entitled “‘Freder
ick Baraga Among the Ottawas.” Mr.
Elliott tells how the late Bishop Baraga
became a total abstainer :

In the progress of his missionary
labors Bishop Baraga found his work
greatly impeded by the prevalent evil
of debauchery. He had to overcome
the propensity of the Indian for whis-
key and lead him to a life of sobriety
before attempting to wean him from
paganism to Christianity.

To what extent drunkenness pre-
vailed among the unconverted Ottawas,
is evidenced by the terrible experience
of Bishop Baraga in the Grand River
Valley, where he had extended his
labors after evangelizing the Oitawas
of Arbre Croche and vicinity.

It is stated in the papers referred
to, that the whiskey dealers and others
opposed to the missionary’s influence
over the Ottawas, instigated a drunken
crowd of the people of his nation one
night to attack his cabin. He had
been hastily warned of their coming
and strongly barred the doors and
windows. Fortunately they were too
drunk to effect an entrance. Had they
succeeded he would have been mur-
dered. For hours this drunken mob
besieged his cabin,  Their yells
were frightful. He expected every
moment to see the bark roof ablaze and
contemplated hisdeath by fire. Word,
however, was sent to the acting United
States Marshal, of the riot, and he came
and dispersed the rioters. All during
this infernal uproar Bishop Baraga re-
mained on his knees in prayer. Con-
vinced of the evil brought upon this
people by the abuse of liquor, he came
to the conclusion to offer himself as an
example. There, in that cabin, but
unawed by his assailants, he solemnly
vowed to abstain from intoxicating
drinks during the whole course of his
life.

He kept that pledge faithfully to the
end of his life, But many a time,
when overcome with exhaustion, when
his stomach was nauseated by anpala-
table food, when shivering in his wet
clothing or partly frozen during Lake
Superior winters he sadly needed a
glass of wine or of brandy to revive
both body and mind: he may have been
tempted, but the night scene in his
cabin on the Grand River would recur
to his mind and he offered the priva-
tion to his Redeemer whenever experi-
enced.

o il

Had La Grippe. — Mr, A. Nickerson,
Farmer, Dutton, writes : ** Last winter I had
La Grippe and it left me with a severe pain
in the small of my back and hip that used to
catch me whenever I tried to climl a fence.
This lasted for about two months, fwhen I
bought a bottle of DR, THOMAS' ECLECTRIC
O1L and used it both internally and extern-
ally, morning and evening, for three dai‘a. at

the expiration of whichtime I was completely
cured,”
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