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! Every farmer knows that to }(ill weeds
| pe must go to the roots. T'o cut the
weed off on the sur-
face, means that the
weed is still left to
grow. It's just that
way with boils, ul-
eruptions,
; and simil

»s of the flesh,
them

r

#
t

ot ‘the waste ;,,-,1”;,‘, . I conld stand it no longer, and throwing AT GLENCOONOGE. Besides, my husband was with them.” | yourself have forced me tospeak. It was
Which clog the body and so foul the aquamishness to the winds, scribbled a  n. Chgimers, uneeen, had witnessed “No. 7" sat down on the bench near | not fair to urge me on.” i

flesh. It eradicates from the blood the few lines on the back of a letter, and h“ld from his window all the hurry-scurry of | ber. The book-keeper stopped working, con-
conditions which make discase possible it passed by hand to “l"? l“w,‘r""‘ U | the departurs of the Glencoonogeites that “Why do you think the place too lonely gidered, and then, looking him full in the
The result is that discases die out like had the eflact of sobering him. 1he ';‘" morning, and had been able to follow the for me? Youdo not seem to find it 80.” | face, eaid in a low tone of supq’r’gued
fires that are unfed wag down to the firm al this mnn;,mft or | winding course of their boats long after| “No,” said the book-keeper, consider- | strength, * What do you mean, sir?

“There is nomedicine for the hlood w £4,150. Mr. Jardine suddenly became | oy had ceased to be visible to the | Ing the point. *Not mow. It is my| *Youknow well enough I l‘mve seen
is *just as good "' as * Golden Medical mute. 1 wish I could have seen the pari- | 1,5k keeper from the sea-wall. TLong home ; I have no wish beyend it. DBut it that portrait in the house yonder. You
Discovery.” ners' faces at that moment, but I was8it- | gfier the boats had diminished into| was Jiff-rent once. Jt is & place where | yourself have just told me that it ie the

on. | ting with my back to them, nothing, he remained at the window | one can be sad, I know that well enough. | portrait of your grandfather. And who

resnlts,

my case, §
Dis

' -
when 1 had
ded up. 1

e. On receipt of 31 one-cent tamps
to pay customs and mailing on/y, Dr,
Pierce's Common Sense Medical A
3 pages, paper mind,
free. For cloth binding
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Large Pots, 1/1} each, ai
swith instructions.

Chemisty, ete.,

[ustrated Pamphlet of Calvert’s Carbolic
Preparations sent post free on applicution.
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= We guarantee that these
Plasters will relieve
pain quicker than any
other., Put up only in
25¢. tin boxes and $1.00
| yard rolls, The latter
allows you to cut the
Plaster any sizes
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SACRED PICTURES.
We have now in stock some really nice
colored erayons of the Sacred Heart of Jesus
and of the Sacred Heart of Mary—size, 12x
22, Price, 00 cents each. Good value at
that figure, Same size, steel engravings, Y]
conts each, Extra large size, (steel engrav-
ing), §1.00 each
ST. ANTHONY OF PADUA
Colored pictures of St. Anthony of Padua
—gize, 12{x164—at 20 conts each,
Cash to accompany orders, Address:
Thos. Coffey, CATHOLIO (RRCORD Office,
London, Ontario Canada

THE NEW TESTAMENT—25¢.

For Sale at the Oatholle Record Office.

\ TE HAVE JUST PURCHASKED A LARGE

supply of The New [Pestament,
bound with cloth limp cover
Translated from the Loatin Valgd
igently compared with the original Gre
first published by the Koglish
Rheims, A. Do, 1052, With annotations, refer
and an historieal and chronological in
Bearing the imprimatue of  Cardina
Vaughan,
Printed on good paper. with clear type.
Thos. Coftey, London, Ont,
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By RICHARD

heen near Mr. Jardine at that mowent,
and at every fresh bid my desire to re-

fied
what seemed to me, after all 1 had hgavd,
to be a strange want of perception of the
dine weut on, light-heartedly toppieg his

carried off his the
which he felt was with him in the room,

“ Any advance,
bid ?
dirt cheap for four thousand one
dred and tifty pound!

price 25 cenls

| |BROWN'S e

Undertakers and Embalmem

GLENCOONOGE.

BRINSLEY SHERIDAN
KNOWLES.

CHAPTER XXVIL—CONTINUED.

I would have given a good deal to have

train him grew stronger, (uite patis-
with himaself, however, and with

rap he was being decoyed into, Mr, Jar-

ival’s biddings. He muet have beon
legs by the sympathy

o recklessly did hebid,so indifferent did
e appear a8 to the expenditure of his
money, pufling it away at each breath |y,
with & freedom and a sense of enjoyment |,

which popularized him immensely with | got, anyhow.
In less than no time the bid- |y urry

the people.
ding was at £4100, Too bad ! that
mon ey should be so wantonly squandered
for the advantage of a pair of swindlers,

“Four thousand, one hundred and 1
fifty,” cried the auctioneer, hardly able I

tain inn could have realized such a sum.
gentlemen, apon that
A spug little inn, gentlemen, going
hun-
Weil, gentlemen,
all I bave to say is, somebody’s letling &
bargain elip. Healthy locality, rich scen-
ery, nice little businees, all going for a
matter of four thousand and fifty pound !
Dirt cheap, gentlemen. Any advance
upon four thonsand one hundred and
fiftv 2 1f some one else doesn’t sing ont,
I shall have to knock it down to this
gentleman here for four thousand one
hundred and fifty pound.”
“1 beg your pardon, sir,” said Mr.
Gobie, with astonishing effrontery, “you
are making a mistake ; not to me, but to
the gentleman yonder—mine was the
previons bid.”
“ Nothing of the kind, sir!’’ said Mr.
Jardine. * 1 bid four thousand one hun-
dred and twenty-five — not a penny
more,”’
“ [ certainly understood it 80,” said the
auctioneer, judicially.
But Goble and Lend wonid have it
that they were right, while Mr. Jardine
stoutly maintained his view : and the
dispntants were grawing warmer on both
gidea, when the auctioneer, rapping the
table loudly with the hammer, called for
gilence,

“ Mr. Jardine,”” he said, as soon 28 8i!
ence had been restored, *“do I under-
stand that your last offer was four thous-
and one hundred and twenty-five 2"’
“Yeg, sir,’ said the lawyer, emphatic-
ally, ¢ that was my last bid.”
“ Vary well, then. We willstart again,
gentlemen, if you please, from that point.
'our thouta d one hundred and twenty-
five, Fonr thousand one hundred and
twenty-five, Mr, Jardine bids four thous-
and one hundred and twenty-five. TIs
there any advance upon that bid? Do
yon advance upon that, gir 7"’
Mr. Goble shook hig head. In vain
the auciionesr tried to stimulate his andi-
tory. In vain he put the matter in this
light and in that. In vain he was re-
gretfully prolonging the awe-ingpiring
word, * Going | Only an inteuse silence
angwered him,
“ Going ! IV
very breath in
wi & word fall

“

the room was held,

at Tha

and oot & { from anv lip,

auctioneer raised the hammer high in
air. [t was awful to gee it poised there;
awful tosee it slowly beginning to de-
geend. Lower it came, and lower, and
then it touched the table with a light
rap.

“ Gione,”
For a moment every one stood with
mouths wide open, in a state of expect-
ancy. Mr. Jardine hurried up to the
auctioneer. Mr. Goble and Mr. Lend
conferred together and laughed; but
there was nothing more very clearly to
be ascertained, and the room soon began
to empty rapidly. Tor my part, had |
been with & less impetuous companion, I
certainly would have waited to make out
what 1 conld of the remaining formal-
ities. But it would not do to thwart The
O'Doherty ai{ this jancture, so I moved
with him towards the door, throogh
which the crowd was now pourir
“« Whew ' he cried, taking a long
breath a as we were in the open
air. * Did you ever know anything like

fgoon

“The heat Never.”

I'he hea No, the price, If any one
had told it me, 1 wouldn’t believed
it posibl Aud Mr, Jardia Were

our life

yo ever 80 gurpriged in )
“ Who would have thovght he had
such an ambition—or 8o much money !"
“ aith, I don’t know which to wonder
at most, his wealth or his folly, A close-
fisted man, to9, to be flingingaway money
like that | He was too eager—the others
paw it, and they ran him up, Didn’t you
gee how they backed out when they
thought he wouldn'tgo any higher?  Bat
what is his idea ? Can you understand
his keeping such an intention to himself?
I declare it 'tis downright treachery.”

“ He didn’t bid against you, sir!”

“ No, no, by G—d, you're right. 1 for-
got that. And I can almost forgive him,
tor keeping those rascals out of it. They
were too many for me. Buat still, 1t
wasn't what I would have expected of
Jardine, that he shounldh't give me an
inkling of what was in his mind.”

“There he is, surrounded by all the
boys from Glencoonoge. Won't he be
courted now? We ought to congratulate
him, too. He'll think you're cifended,
pir, if you might have a worse tanant,
He'll pass this way to his house. We
might wait for him here.”

But it was for the landing stage that
Mr. Jardine was making. Conn aund
gome others scrambled into a boat and
brought it round, and it looked as 1if the

1 “1 find them the best preparation for
colds, coughs and asthma."—MRs, 8. A,
. WaTsoN, Temperance Lecturer.
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Bold in boxes only—Avoid imitations.

to believe that an out-of-the-way moun-| ¢ o' onent. Others, to-day, might pas-
sively await events they could not con-

lawyer was going to make a journey | a
across to Glencoonoge. So we stepped
out as fast as we could towards the land- | &
ing-place. Mr. Jardive, I believe, saw
us. He was very pale, a3 he got hurried-
ly into the boat, which the (ilencoonoge
boys, obeying his orders, no doubt, quick-
ly pulled away from the shore, Conn
stearing, as before, d
« T declare 1 think he's afriad of me !”

and looked after the boat already at some
distance. * A queerlittio man ! Toough
I've known him all there years, Ican’t
make him out, at all. Whatthe dickens
is taking him to Glencoonoge ? Does he | 1
think * The Harp ' will run away ?
true what you say, sir, he

I'm right glad be hasgotit. I'dlike to be | (
the firet to tell him so, too, when he
lands at the other gide. We might be
tbere belore him, if he spurred our
OT8EB, Jat, egad, we'tl bave some b
mecheon firsi—which is more than he |1

t

CHAPTER XXVIL

ooking out. Not that the scene goothed
1im, or harmonized with his mood at

trol; but for him, some instinctive fore-
pight had lately pointed to this present
honur as that in which a dreaded task
might be with less difficulty accom-
plished. Now all the bustle was over.
Silence was brooding where lately there
had been so much stir; and his beating
heart told him the propitious time had
come which must not be suffered to pass
by. “Go to her now, and tell her all,”
whispered an inward prompting. “She
is there behind the hedge, pensive ai lle
water's brink. For these next hours your
sister will be alone, and face to face, you
can speak together fresly and fully, with-
out fear interruption. Tell your story,
plead your cauee, endure her reproaches;
receive from her perchance—but thatis
almost too much to hope for — some
words of welcome. Bat be it of welcome
or reproach, whatever she may eay at
this golden time, will be at least her own
free utterance.”

The counsel was couvincing, was im-
perative ; the thing wae to be done, and
would be done, Ilastace Chalmers told
himself. But reasons for delay ergned
importunately too. * Wait till she comes
in,”’ gaid one; “it will be easier to speak
to her indoors.”” And so the time passed
while he stood there, watching and dread-
ing her re-entry. By and by—but it
geemed an age first—the book-keeper ap-
peared in the opening of the hedge, and
crossing the road, and ponderingly mount-
ing the steps, entered the inn. Butnow
hesitation put in ite voice. “What will
you say? How will youn begin?”’ And
the forecastings that ensued go unnerved
their vietim that he conld no longer face
them; and the thought of speaking to her
in the house, too, almost stiffed him.
“ AL 1" cried the suflerer, paralyzad with
wavering, “ why did I not join her awhile
ago! She may not go out again, and if
ghe does not, 1 have lost my chauce.”
And in a fever of intermittear exaspera-
tion, Mr. Chalmers stood at his window,
waiting, hoping, and despairing, as the
long minutes passed and the book-keeper
did not emerge, and not even a bird flew
acros8 the sky to break the torturing
quiet.
1t had cceurred to the book-keeper that
there might be company at the inn that

i 1 ud Tand 8

3 ths pur

night. I

chasers, it was almost a certainty, she
thought, that they would at once put in
an appearance at Glencoonoge. What
would be the import of their visit if they
came in all the pride of ownership ? It
could hardly be favorable to her and
Conn ; but in any case it would reflect no
credit on her management to be taken
unawares. So Polly was told to kill and
dress rome fowl; and Mrs. Costello was
reminded to look to her store of flour,
bacon, butter, eggs, milk, and preserves,
in cage she were suddenly called upon to
show her skill. Directly the book-keeper
had tarned her back, Mrs. Costello ex-
pressed to Polly a wish-to-my -goodness
that the “bothersome busir might

goon be settled once and for &l!, and de-
cent folks be allowed to go back to their
“ herself ’
aud

quiet ways. For that lately
(the book-keeper) had got 8o feve
fidgetty that there wag no such
bearing with Buat in truth t
gtood in too great awe
Costello to approach her unne

wnd the mistress of the kite

had much to complain of
indeaed, hai worked like a horse for the
last weak, econring the passa and the
rooms: and to-day the book-keeper, as gshe

keepe
keeper

really

wandered from one to another with a
critical eye, felt sa ed that the new
owners must be very captions if they

could find fault with the place on the
score of want of cleanliness. Iler tour of
\ ‘ 1

$ 1
i pechion

over, she began to wonder at
the lightness of heart with which she had
made it; for latterly she had gone about
the house with the shadow of the coming
change always on her. To-day, however,
there was no room for regrets, no pause
to consider whether this or that was
being done for the last time. The crisis
was surely, by this, at its height; and
(onn had promised to burry home and
bring her (uick tidings of what had
happened. He might even now be on
his way! she thought, anticipating, in
her impatience, the time when that could
have been possible; and there being noth-
ing more to see to, she took up some sew-
ing to busy her hands with, and sallied
forth to look out for her husband’s com-
ing.
At her favorite seat at one end of the
gen walk (the same where Conn and I
had eat that night, many months ago
now, and he had unbosomed himself of
his fond despair) the book-kesper rested,
after she had walked backwards and for-
wards for some time Lifting her eyes
presently, she saw *No, 7" standing at
the end of the sloping pier, which the
water was lapping with wavelets, for the
tide was rising. lle was standing, now
looking ont seawards, now regarding the
inn and its surroundings, and presently
his looks were turned in her direction.

“ Poor young man !’ she said to herself;
“ he is moping still, in gpite of all our try-
ing to rouse hLim ; and, good gracious!

wander off somewhere, and hide himself
way for the reat of the day.” gelves when they

begun to retrace his steps only that he
might approach her.
the book-keeper was still more shocked | d
to see how ghastly he looked ; but he ad-

tons of cheerfulpess, in fact, which by
said The O'Doherty, as we stopped short | contrast with his looks sounded insincere, v g
“] begin to think Mr. Shipley is right,” | say anything that would cause you pain.
Believe me, the words were out before 1
knew exactly what they were, or all that
“Ah!” gaid the book-keeper, shaking | they implied. I spoke as I once thought,
hardly a8 I think now.”

he said, “The place is a perfect para-
dise.’

"Tia | “you do wrong, sir, to stay in Gilen-
didn't bid | coonoge.
againgt me, anyhow ; and 80, after all, | yon; you want change and movement. | his meaning.
if it ralieves you tospeak.’
more pleasure,
amuse himself, in one way or another, all | afraid yon might see a reference to your- | 8

day long ond every day. might | self in my unlucky remarks abount my

nd is turning back. Isuppose he will| h

Bat she was mistaken. “No. 7" had li

As he came near,

regsed her with unusual livelinees—in &

ier head and epeaking anthoritatively,
1t is too dull, too lonely for

)r if 'you must stay, yon ehounld take
Mr, Shipley used to

Yon

People should not think only of them-

tocracy.”

to have spoken.”

book-keeper, mentally casting about for

e—little better than a laboring man.

marry. Noblesse ob-
oo does not apply alone to titled aris-

" N'n.’)’"?" said the book-keeper with cold
eliberation.

“Ah! what have I said! I ought not

«Eh? Idonot understand you, sir.”
«] know too well 1 have no right (o

“ You are very mysterions,” said the

“ Ba a9 open as you like,

« Well—as I may speak freely—I was

failed on his lips. He knew how mj
must be his sister's feelings, an.lniﬁ;‘}
natural it was that at such a moment o|q
thoughts, old memories, old griefs apg
wishes were being reanimated, and giy.
ing birth to new and sharp regrets g
poiguant of his own.

upon occasion; but a stranger, e.apeai;:lly
one 80 inoffensive, has nothing to fear. | an

you can bear it.
somewhere ? v v
have the claim of blood or friendship?

It wounld | sis

yave gone to Lisheen to-day.
You conld

\ave been an excitement.

The men are civil enough, | he
hough they seem rough, and can be 8o

Some one on whom you | th

A slight pallor overspead the features
"Pig a pity he was in such | heve had a geat in one of the boats, and | of the book-keeper, and the beating of ber

welcome.
“To me " she faltered, “ why to me?"’
“ Ah 1" he retarned, * blunderer that I

for the grand-daughter of Admiral Stan-

ter's marriage.”
art bezan toquicken.

.1 Iam wounding you; and yet you

ough he may be—is a fitting husband

yet come to no place where I have any
sironger claims than I have here.”

you no friends, either ?"’

relative in all the world ?”

At aloe .
0oL aiw uan.

You are not fit to be alone.”
“No. 7" laughed mockingly.
“1 might journey round the world and

“Ah!" sighed the book-keeper, “ have

* None."
“Are you in earnest? What! not a

“] did not say that. But relatives are
ava £ oen of thosa T have

andea

but & emall stock—only one, & sister.”
“ Well—but she—?"’

“On! ghe is married, and has other
interests. I am nothing to her.”
“ow dreadfal!”

“No, it is natural enongh.”
“(h, no !"” shereturned, taking a rapid
survey of him as he sat beside her on the
bench, “I call it most unoatural.”
“\e have lived nearly all our lives
apari—many thonsand miles apart.”
“giill, I cannot understand it,"’ she re-
marked, stitching with easy regularity.
Suddenly she stopped, and dropping
her hands into her lap, and looking into
her companion’s face, and speaking as if
hurried on by some impulse, she gaid,
“Why, I had a brother once—I can barely
remember him:;—a wild, ungovernable
boy, with the adventurous and romantic
blood of a sailor-grandfather. He was
my mother’s pride, and joy, and hope.
Alas! while still a schoolboy he ran
away to sea, and wrote a letter home say-
ing he would come back rich and famous.
or never, He left no trace behind; al
effurts to discover him were fraitless; we
never heard of him again. I was a child
then, and 1 am grown up now and
married—that will tell yon many years
have gone by since. e is dead, or cer-
tainly we should have heard of him long
ago. Sometimes I have thonght, some-
times I still think—it is an idle fancy—
supposing he did not die ! Supposing he
was alive, and yet had made no sign dur-
ing all those years when my father and
mother were mourning his absence, and
wishing, longing, despairing, and clinging
achingly to hope when things were ail
going wrong ; when my father, broken in
fortune and spirit, died, and my mother
and 1 were left alone and needing help—
his eilence wonld hava hean hard and
cruel, would it not, enpposing him to be
free and sane ? impossible to excuse or
defend, turn it how you will? Still, do
you think he would be nothing to me if
ho were to return, or I heard that he was
alive ? 1 cannot understand your sis-
ter,” she added, resuming her work and
looking at him doubtfully between
whiles, as if she was wondering on which
side the fault lay.
3Jut “ No. 7" was apparently more
willing to hear her story than to tell his
own,
“And you hardly remember your
brother 2’ he said, looking away, “Itis
strange he should ever come into your
thoughts.”
“Itis a habit with me of long stand-
ing,” said the book-keeper, talking on
partly to humor him. *“My mother
never quite lost hope that Tostace—that
was his name—would return. As her
end drew near, she spoke of little else ;
and there wera times during many years
when she infected me with her belief
that he was notdead.”

“ Do you believe so still 7’ asked “ No.

“Ah, no. That fancy has long ago
died ont. But it doe3s not take much to
bring my brother to mind. Sometimes
it is one thing, sometimes another. I
have thought very much of him lately ;
and why, do you snppose "’
“ 1 cannot guess.”
“ Napanse of von
“Ofme!”

“ Yes,” she answered, laughing, “ you
were 8o anxious to buy my grandfzther's
portrait. Ishould be sorry, under any
circumsances, to part with it, but I could
hardly have vesisted your offar if it had
not been that—"

“ Ay, gaid “No. 7, tarning away
again, and speaking as if he had a
twinge of pain, * your husband has told
me the reason.”

% Come, now,” said the book-keeper,
lightly, when some minutes had passed,
and “ No. 7 ” still sat silent, looking out
ahead with far-off eyes, “ I have told you
my family history—certainly 1 am
changed ; a few months ago I could not
have spoken 8o freely—may I ask you, in
return, to gratify my curiosity? Really
and truly, now—why are not you and
your sister friends ?"’

“ Partly for the reason I have given
you—we know 8o little of each other,”

“ And besides—?"

“ Well, if you must know, partly be-
cause of her marriage. When I first
heard of it, it filled me with despair and
shame,”

The book-keeper was full of sympathy
directly.

* Is her husband a bad man ?”

“T don't think he is,” hesitated * No.
7' % No. I beginto think he is honest in
his way.

"

hope ?”

away, BSit
have stumbled on a secret that you wish
kept concealed, your secret, depend on it,
is safe with me, and goes no further with-
out your leave.”

ingly, but there was no guile in his looks,
nothing but a grave sincerity.

But what of that? 1t is not
only that he is poor, but he is far be-

She sprang from the seat with a gasp.
“ Nay, do not ba alarmed, do not go
down azain. There! 1f I

She fixed her eyes upon him gearche«

on

“ How do von know all this
“ Igig aot the first time L have seen a
portrait of Admiral Stanhope. He used
to be held up to my admiration; his
name is one of the earliest things I can
remember ; and—do you not know that
it hasbeen in people’s mouthsagood deal
of late 2"

““ How
“ People are wondering what has be-
come of his grand-daugnter,” said the
stranger.
¢ Paople were not wont to tr uble
themeelves so much about her ; what has
get them talking of her now 2"
“ A young man hailing from Australia
—a certain Enstace Chalmerg, who says
he is the grandaon of Admiral Stenhope,
lLas been making inquiries for his sister |
in all directions. His story is a strange |
one—some might think, incredible. Tor |
years he has been struggling uphill ; so |
buffsted about by mischance and 1ill- |
guccess, thet he had not heart 1o raise |
his voice, or make & gign,

or do any- |
thing but hide his face. Till his return |
heme lately—such is his account—he |
had heard nothing, suspected nothing
of the terrible things that had hap- |
pened in his absence-— his parents’ |
deaths, his sister’s disappearance ; and !
ever since, driven by a constantly in-}
creasing dread, he has been hurrying‘
distractedly hither and thitber trying in |
vain to find out where she is. There
are some who pity him, and others
who say he is mad. I have sometimes
thought the same myself before now.”
The book-keeper was pale and tremb-
ling. “Can it be possible! Sir! you
are not trifling with me?”
« He is bawailing his selfishness, his
folly, and stupid pride, and well he
may ; an accnmulated vengeaunce has |
overtaken him.” |
“Sirl what! For pily's sake!
not deal?”
“No, no—he is alive and well.”
« Knstace Chalmers! it must be he, it
can be no other! Oh, where will & letter
reach him? where is this young man to
be found ?”’
“\Who can say! Awhile back he was
in London, then he was heard of in Ire-
)and, and later on in France. But where-
ever he goes, it is with the one object—to
discover his sister.”’

“Oh, how can I find him?”
“You would receive him?

oy

to @ee him ?

15 I8y

You wish

pain, for I think I can,
slip out unawares sometimes.
intend you should ever have known how
much I was cast down at finding yon—
married.
have had opportunities of jndging, and
all I have seen, and heard, and know,
makes me believe that you are happy—"

“Say out what i8 on your mind, Janet»
A

he said. “Reproach me to your heart's
content,
truth ; the harshest things that yon cap
think of will be mild compared with the §
gell-upbraidings which have been rack.
ing me, I can bear the worst that yoy
can say, if only aflerwards, Janet, yon
will remember the claim of blood, and
ieel a little glad to see me."” ;i

I am familiar with the bhittep

“Oh, my poor wayward brother! how

can yon he otherwiee than welcome,
Reproach youn, with your young i
hairs and hollow cheeks, and 8o many §°

igns of suffering! You think becanse T

do not jump abont and laugh and clap my
hands that I do not care ;" and she
him in
wonderful thing it i8 has happened! It
overwhelms me, Eustace,
—and I canpof believe it. 1
much cause for joy that I have lost the
power to feel.”
thing chocked her, and she conld speak
no rore just then,

1 wk“:]

the face again. what a

“Oh,
It is all true
)IL\H 80

But for all that, some-

Some silent minutes passed. The

brother gat with patient meditative face
still holding the hand she left in his,
while she tried to stem the ever-rising
tears.
with her eyes all red.

Presently she turned again to him

“\What was ityousaid, Fustace? Some.

l w thing you said jost now is hurting me,
That is partly why I cfien wonder how | can pretend that that peasant stripling | Ah, yes, I remember; but let it pass, we
You surely have friends | whom youn have married—honest {3llow | can talk it over again;tell me more about

yourself.”

“No, Janet, let me first draw out that
Unlucky words
I did not

Bat let ma hasten to say that [

“Yes, yes—"’
“And that you did not make 8o bad a

choice.’

TO BE CONTINUED.
vl r———

THE NEED OF PRAYER.

Which one of us has not felt the
need of prayer ? Which of us has
failed to see its results 7 If not subd-
stantially in every-day life, at leact can
we fail to perceive the sweetness which
penetrate the recesses of our souls?
To feel that we are not struggling
alone, but are helped cnward by the
prayers of a frieud, stimulates usto
caution in every instance, causing the
vision of discouragement to fade away
in the clear gleam of sunlight which
brings out with distinctness the pic-
tare of some loved one kneeling, his
breast beating responsive to our rve-
quest, ‘‘Pray for me.” While heis
thus fervently engaged, while per-
haps heaven smiies upon us, Jet us go
forward and meet the work which we
are called upon to perform and burst
asunder the chain of indolence which
sometimes for too lonz a period bound
in our happiness, leading us too often
into selfish forgetfuiness, where, in
splte of ourselves, we lose, sooner or
later, all susceptibility of every tender
and soclal feeling,

B

WE SHALL RISE IN OUR BODIES

The possibilities presented by the
doctrine of the resurrection of the
body as a subjact for the most inspir-
ing reflections are wonderfully set
forth in an article by Rev. Henry E
O'Kzeffe, C. S. P, in the Catholic
World Magazine for February. He
has sounded the highest note of praise
and touched the deepest chord of the
human consciousness in his interpreta-
tion of this exalting belief—that the
body shall with every single one of its
faculties refined and perfected, be re-
united to the sanctifiad soul some day in
heaven, and for all eternity. Even
now, he says, ' the blessed sigh for
their bodies; and it is a thought
among the holy, that souls do not
lapse into the being of God until

“(Can you agk? Oh,sir! you whoknow
80 much must know more. It is cruel to
keep me in suspense! Whereis he now

[ em FEustace Chalmers,
prophecy was true.
me?”’

She could not speak at first, and then
only beneath her breath: “Impossible!
You! Number—!"

“Yen, 1. Look, Janet, look ! do you
know that writing?” Ie took from his
pocket a paper, unfolded, and beld it to-
wards her. It was her own letter to Miss
Walsingham.

The color had faded from her cheeks,
She knew the letter. The diminutive of
lLier name, long disnsed, struck familiarly
on her ears, and like the sound of a well-
known chord heard long ago, awoke cld
memories of her early home.

“These words,”” he said, still holding
out the letter, *“have been an unceasing
cry in my ears calling me to the rescue.
Alas, alas! that I should have come 8o
late. How blind I was! Mr. Shipley can
tell you that months ago he and I met for
the first time by accident, and during an
interval of forced inactivity we spent to-
gether, something—I don’t know what—
led me to talk of all that lay heavy on
my heart. I was in this house the very
night of your wedding, little dreaming
whoee it was. All next day Mr. Shipley
and I were considering how I could find
you; and when I went away so suddenly
it was still in search of you. Ask Mr.
Shipley. He can set yourdoubts at rest'”

The book-keeper was watching him as
he spoke. His arguments indeed con-
firmed his assertions; but she began also
tosee a look upon his face, certain pass-
ing expressions, a play of the eye and
mouth in speaking, which she knew by
heart.

“Nay, it is not that I doubt you—what
reason can you have for wishing to de-
ceive me? But I am stupefied. Give me
a little time,"”

They sat silently there for a few mmo-
ments looking out ahead, butseeing noth-
ing, 8o preoccupied were they, until her
brother, turning once more towards the
book-keeper, saw that her eyes were brim.
ming over, and that tears were streaming
down her cheeks. He took her hand; he

My mother's
Can you forgive

how ill he looks! There! he sees me,

neath her in station, She isa lady, and

“Ilere, Janet; he is here, before youn. i remarks :

they have received their eupreme
perfection from their union with
i their body.” And again he re

‘“ The philosophic convie-
tion 18 that body and soul enter into
the essence of each other. Body and
goul do not acqaire the respectivo per-
faction of their unature until they ars
jolned togethor.” **Since, then,” he
concludes, ‘‘we are bsholden to tho
body, let us look to it that we vever
ence it in decent fashion. It is for us
believers the temple of the Holy Spirit:
of immensely more historic ~interest
than the temple ot Jerusalem. Gusrd
the walls of the city and the temple
will be secure. KExercise custody,
and do not permit the exterior senses
to wander at will, Ciose =ll the city
gates by night, 60 thai ihe wayward
traveller with his camel cannot pas
through the eye of the needle.

*‘ The defilement of the human body
might be more tragic in its conse-
quences than the spilling of a prop
het’s blood in the portico of the temple.
The body has its laws, prerogatives,
capacities ; and it is serious to thwart
or destroy them. Else nature will
turn the throb of health to a nervous
tremor and the crimson glow of youth-
ful beauty to the hectic pallor of dis:
ease.

¢ Then, from a moral consideration,
how horrible to think that in som®
manuer we take with us in death bod-
ily habits contracted in life ; it would
seem of momentous imgortance, there-
fore, to lay on the lash, and whip dis-
ordered inclination into subservience
to the sweeter instinct of the soul.”

* Difficultios give way to diligence,” and
disease germs and blood humors disappear
when Hood's Sarsaparilla is faithfully taken.

Ewcellent Reasons exist why DR THOMAS'
ECLECTRIC OIL should be used by persons
troubled with affactions of the throat or lungs,
sores upon the skin, rheumatic pains, corns,
bunions, or external injuries, The reasons
are, that it is speedy, pure and unobjection
able, whether taken internally or appli

would have bid her not cry, but the words

outwardly.

FEBRUARY 17, 1600.

A HOLY AMERICAN BISHOP AS
A BO

—
Dr. Faust’s Early Recollections  of the
! Venerable J. N, Neumann,

Boston Pilot,

The Ave Maria 18 always so good, 80
bright, 80 opportune in it topics, and
Jud\clous in its treatment of them,
that 1t 18 hard to praise any one
pumber as better than the rest. Still,
{n ite issue of Jan. 27, it surpasses
{self in the {nterest and variety of its
toplce.

The initial article is ‘* My Recollect-
jons of Bishop Neumann,” by A J.

t, P, D.
F.B:-.'F-uu 18 one of the faculty of St.

Jobn's College, Washington, D. C,
and a contributor to several religious
and secular publications. His pame
igidentified with the Church Neys, of
Washington, for his admirable ‘‘ Under
the Library Lamp,” one of the regu-
Jar festures of that journal.

Dr. Faust has some very early re-
collections of the saintly fourth Bishop
of Philadelphia, whom we are already
privuezed to call ** Venerable John
Nepomucene Neumann,” and to honor
a8 one of the glories of the Church
and of the Redemptorist Ocder in
America.

We quote :

« I was privileged as a boy to under-
stand, with the average inte'ligence o
a boy, & great and noble character ir
whom this threefold life was clear)
manifest even to casual observers. I
recalling impregsions, rather tha
recollections, of the Right Rev. Joh
Nepomucene Neumann, who died a
Bishop of Philadelphia, on Jan. b, 156(
1 am constrained to mention a few fac
perconal to myself for the reader’s a
preciation of the individual influenc
of one of the most saintly of our Ame
ican hierarchy. My mother, an arde

Episcopalian, was left a widow in m
childhood ; but she continued after ti
death of her husband, who was & d
vout Catholic, to keep open house—
it wag ealled in those days—for t
Catholic clergy serving the mission
Carlisle, Pa., then attached to the pe
ish of Harrisburg, and ata later peri
to that of Chambersburg.

« Carlisle was then, as it still is,
seat of Dickineon College, founded
the Presbyterians In the last centu
. . Inthe days of Bishop Neuma
the parish belonged to the Diocese
Philadelphia, and during this period
strength was numerically increased
Catholic officers and soldiers then s
tioned at the United States Barrack
gchool of cavalry practice situated
the suburbs of the town.

*'The man is clearly before me
write. In stature. he was below
average height. His presence
pone of those commanding asp
which sometimes repel children,
which are usually associated withl
ers in Church or State. His face
decidedly of the German type ; an(

features were saved from what
Americans call homeliness by an
pression 80 placid and so benign
it carried with it even to childh
fancy, the thought of great good:
The boy instinctively felt that |
was nothing about the man to awe
timidity. The fatherly gentlene
face and manner invited confid
and the boyish response was al
met more than half way. B
Neumann's head was remarkab!
its size and conformation. And
member thinking as a boy, and
haps saying to him, that his hat
be safe among numberless other
pubiic iuoclion requiring thet
moval ; for it would cover the fe
well as the head of the average Ir
“ The room set apart tor good ]

Neumann in my mother’s house
be regarded as rather autique ix
days, when the remains of ol
architecture are rapidly disappe
before the spirit of the present
prise.
It was a great cause : of
among the servants and Yy
children why the Bishop neve
pled his bed at pight, but see
makeuse of chairs arranged !
self for sleeping purposes. Se
tification, so little known Amor
Catholics, was first taught to
the example of him who, we &
may soon find his place W
beautified of Holy Church.
hood’s experiences cannot fat)
needs nor the modes of self co
for the dominion of evil 18 o1
plete when hablt fixes in
grasp the victim of desires.
ccmes with years, wrken the
tenant of the brain, ready t
its supremacy in the day of cc

**While Bishop Neumann
genial man in the best sen:
term, i can remember ng e
talk's sake. Badinage, the d
some of the saints, had no pia
meutal makeup. I can clearl
now a fixed purpose in his
tlon with the clergy, Wwhic
direct its topics into a high
than the mere pleasantries of
In the expression of his opini!
ary or theological, he had the
exquisite humility, which af
be a normal intellectual tral
acter rather than & result o
ment,

¢ In the centre of our gard
was a large one, my father
a beautifal summer-house, t
of his children. It was coy
honey suckles and grape-vi
entwisted themselves in |
work, making & fragrant bo
from the rays of the 8
secluded spot served as &
room in mild weather. T
clergy retired after dinner
and then an army officer
barracks, to epjoy their ciga
Neumann, ae I remembe
smoke, but he usually wer



