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Autrim,

Closo on £20,00015 the grand re-
sult of the bazaar held in Belfast in
aid of the Mater Infirmorum Hos-
pital.  This mogmticent total 18 in
the Inghest degreo oreditable to all
ooncerncd 1 osrrying out the project
as woll as tho generous donors, both
Cathohie and Protestant, whose con-
tributions holped to ensure the success
of the undertaking.

Dablin,

Archbishop Carr, of Molbourno,
who was onoce bishop of Galway, is
oxpeoted to visit Ireland next sumumor,
Hig arrival is Jooked forward to with
groat pleasuro in ecolesiastical ciroles,
and his Grace will not fail to receive
wmany comphments for lng suceess mn
founding, with the help of generous
aasistance from Oatholies, the largost
cathedral in Australasia,

Cork,

The probability that another Irish
ilgrimage will soon come to Romo
ag given riso fo o series of absurd
reporto, It was snid, firet, that
the Most Rev. Dr. O'Csllagl

Latest Malls from

g

is well acquaintod with the soveral
distriots in Bwinford Union referred
to, and, ncoompanied by the Rov, M.
J. Devino, the C. 0, of Ouery parish,
he travelled through the townlands
above refetred to in Toberourry Union,
and saw and heard from the lips of
the peoplo themselves oertain astonish
ing facts as to their real condition.
The stato of affairs in this distriot is
quito a8 wretched and Lopeless—if 10§
more go—as in Swinford Union.

ENSLAND.

Cathollc Hlish: va and the Peorage
Witk reference to the rumor that
tho Duko of Norfolk had approached
Lord Salisbury with the groposnl that
Cardinal Vaughan should be created a
lifo peer, it i8 new atated on good
authority that some years nago it was
prop to confer p on four
English Oatholic Bishops, but that
they ono and all refused tho proffored
honor, Oardinal Manning was utterly
opposed to the Catholio hierarchy
being represented in tho Upper Cham-
ber, as he folt it could not fail to be

Biehop of Cork, had, during his te-
cent visit to Rome, made all necessary

ta for the tion of a
The Bishop of

roat pilgrimage.
&rk was more surpriced than any-
ono elze at such a statement, which
Lind not one element of truth in it
Now the presence in Rome of the
Archbishop of Edinburgh hag revived
the sirange etory, and it is said that
he will bring to Romoe in the course of
February no less than 2,000 Irish pil-
grime!  These storios have gone the
round of all the papers of Rome and
of several other cities beside.

Kerry.

The late Professor Jevons grants to
Kerry the distinotion of being the
Iirth place of the first political ccon-
omist. Jevons who was himself an
economist of high standing, was the
earlioat to note the faot that Riohard
Cantillon was the fitet writer on econ-
omies. But his information about
Oantillon was necessarily very soanty
and indecd Jargely conjeotural o

to the of
The admission of the Bis-
hops to the Lords was, it is belleved,
offered as an inducement to Cardinal
Manning to assent to the blis}

4 the
Church.

Brian Bwoe,

The fair was over, the folk woro flown,
Brinn Bwoo walked home alono,

¢ vor the ficlds he followed $ho path,
That winds away to the haunted rath.

Over tho fields his way 1o kopt,
Thore 1n tho mouated rath he slept,
Under tho lonely fairy-thorn
Such a sleep as ko alopt till morn!

Deop ho lay in a droamy bed,”
Downy pillows bencath lus hoad,
Round and round on agicel feet
Flew tho fairies to flddloa sweet.

Wrmkled witches, old wizened chaps,
Scarlet mantles and crimson caps,
Hilver buckles on tiny brogues,

Such & laughter of little rogues!

Round and round whilo the pipers

played,

In aud out, little man and maid,
Golden tresses and kirtlos green,

Clown and courtior, and king and quecn,

Up the middlo aud down again,

Ilore and thero to the witching strain,
Al night long, i}l tho villago coch
Crowed at half-past threo o’clock.

Ono, two, threo!—and the weird spell
broke:

Briau Bweo from his sleop awoke,
From the orown of his head fo tho solo
of his shoe,
wm;’ Iths feet of the fairies biack and
uo.

Now in his chimnoy liob he sits,
Robbed, they say, of his five wits,
0ld and feehle aud sorry and sore,
And he hears the music for evermore.

—Parnick J. CoLgMay in The Irish
Monthly.

ment of diplomat tions between
the Coutt of St. James and the Vati-
can, but His Eminence bring equally
opposed on principle to both schemes,
the offer failed in its objeot.

The Rev, Privce Hughes continues
his appeals to religious higotry in the
newspaper whioh ho edits. He has
ohosen this season of peace and gnod-
will to hold up the Catholies of the
Umted Btates aud Ireland to odium as
tha only foes of arbitration among the
Euvglish-speaking races, * The op-
ponents of arbitratiun,” he says, * sre
the Irish and other European Roman
Oatholios, who itute & perpetusl
menace to the free institutions which
Amerion inherited from the Pilgrim
Fathors,” No doubt a good desl of
E‘nm'x is: dons to the Irish canse in

tells us that he was a banker of Paria
and Yondon, who was of & Kerry
family, but he implies that he had only
o slight conneotion with Kerry, and
he says that his name was olearly of
Spanish origin. The truth is that
Cantillon osme from Ballyheigue,
where his family, originally' Norman,
had been settled since the 12th aor
18th century,. Oneothis dessendants,
the Baron Oantillon de” Ballyheigue,
of Paris, bad'in 1845 a pieture in his
possession topresantin% ong of his
Trish grenadiers at the battle of Mal.

iaguet in 1709, and  the Chevalier
Ebomls Cantillon, the son of this
officer, fought with great distinotion
ot Liaffeldt in 1747.  The Cantillona
became thoroughly Irish—more Irish
than some of the Icish themselves, in
deed, They intermarried with the
,0'Oonnells and other Kerry familios,
a8 Mra, Morgan O’Connell hss shown
in her exoellent work on * The Last
Qolonel of the Irish Brigade,” and
their names are frequently mentioned
in the Kerry records from about 1800
to 1488,

Louglord.

Auticipasing to return of Hon, Ed-
dward Blake to Ireland, The Free-
‘men's Journal sava:  Mr, Blake, we
understand, will return to Ireland
about January 6 h, and will speak at
the grest Finanoial Reform meeting
at Longford, on the 12th.  The cord-
iality of his reception will bein pro-

ortion to the invaluable service he
Jas rendered, and is rendering, to the
frish cause. Longford' has, indeed,
good renson to be proud of the repre-
sentative,

Limerick,
Last week there passed away our
from mortal life the noble soul of &

great Christian Brother, the Rev. Bro-
ther J. P, Blattery, -Born in the
county Limerick 78 years ago, of
respeotable aud pious parents, he ev-
inoed at, an-early sge & desire for
sintellectual and mental eulture. Urg-
.ed on by the:laudable desire he went
from school to school in his native
oounty, and ultimataly he sought as-
sociation among the reputed literati of
the oity by the Liee. .Here he met the
.man who, under Providence, did most
‘to impress on-the generous mind of
the youth of twenty eummers the
great responsibilties of life, ~Brother
John Wiseman, himselfa kabl

THE HAUNTED ABBEY.

It was Ohristmas eve. Tho great
yule log burned brightly in the old
fire-place, through whose broad and
spacious ohimney the eilvery moon
had oft peered down, despite the
smoke and flame of orackling wood,
whose pop-gun reports and showers of
sparks had ofien ocaused a quiok re-
treat from the warm stone seatsin
that old-faghioned chimney oorner.
As every oawy produces an effeot,
many & roar of merriment re-echoed
through the ponderous archways of
that old and once venorated abbey
‘another sad momorial of the so-called

eformation), now in a state of dose-

y the di tion of such | eration, i .
icious rubbish as this by persons | On this partioular night the ser-
like Mr, Prios Hughes. vanta and retainers of the old Baron
—e— of Ben Abbeg were seated around the
SCOTLAND. fostive board evjoying the foaming

A Cathollo Marrlaxe,

The other day it was announced
that Lord Encombe, the eldest son of
the Earl of Eldon, had been d

mead and eracking jokea wpon one
another, utterly heodlessof the raging
stotm outside, whose hurrioane blasts

to. the Catholic faith. It is now
stated that he is shortly to be mar
ried to -the Hon, Mary. Fraser, the
eldent dsughter of Lord Lovat. The
Lovats are, of course, one of the oldest
Catholio tamilies in Great Britain,

Tho French President and the Blshop
of New Orleans.

It is affirmed in Paria that the ap-
pointment of a French prelate, Mon-
signor Ohapelle, to the Bee of New
Orleans was brought about by. Made-
moigelle Liucie Faure, daughter of the
President of the Republie, TheFrench
olergy New Orleans objecied to the

apgointment of au Irlshman (they had-
a

eligan betore), and appealed to the
Preglide?t’g dnughter. A lotter was ac-

sent huge of snow upon the
vy cind old walls, pen

‘Ever and anon there camo s felrlu}
cry. of dire distress outslde,-and ye|
they atill-pleyed on. . .

« It is only the ory of the sorecoh-:
owl,” said .one, And-they resumed
their games and oards.

Suddenly the doors and windows of
the abbey were violently ehaken and

power.
« iy the passage night of the
spirit of Ben Abbey,” i d a

« Y goe faithful cld Bertram, and no
one elge,” responded his father,

# Noono is behind me that I ean
seo, emd Bertram tesuly.  Master
Yudgor shouldn't make gowe of an old
man like that this Ohristmas eve.’

The boy answered not, for he had
famted away in the arma of his father,

They carried him to his cot m the
Dblue room, and the unconsoious child
wap left alons, But thero romained
outeido & lonely watcher—the un
happy Baron of Ben Abbey. E.i why
does he siay there, a viotim o 8us-
pense and agomzing remorse ? The
old abbey olock kiag already tolled the
midmight hour, and yot ke moves not.
. + .+ And now ho beholds the
black-cowled monk pass him, and enter
the room of tho sleeping ohild, and
still ho1s anable to speak. A ory of
agony and of horror now bursts from
Ing lips as he sces tho phantom monk
raturn, bearing the unconseious boy
in itg arms. He springs forward.

« Torboar,” euid the ghost. * Re-
membuer * the curse.’ ”

« 8pirit of my murdered brother,
forgive.” And the Baron of Ben
Abboy fell heavily to the ground

* * ¥ * * *

The Chrlstias joy-bells are tinging;

“ Can you give hospitality to &
benighted “travellor who hes lcst hig
way " acked a voioa outslde.

“ Tarry awhile untl I osk the
master,” satd the old man.

+ Keop mo not long, for my timo Is
short," roturned tho traveller,

After o few minutes' delay, the
stranger was admitted, Ho was a
smul), sinistor looking peraonage, with
long, black curly hair falling upon his
shouldera: a moustache the same
colour ag his haw, and dark piercin
oyes, A plentiful supper was place
beforo him, but he ate sparingly, aud
seomed ill a¢ oage at porceiving some
of the p ti 1

] woon ye have travolled a good
distance tc-day, friend," ked

one dread presence which fills his
soul with fear.

 Wretched sinnor,” eaid the Black
Monk, it is well that thou hast done
an aot of Justioe, even at the last mo-
mont., I am permitted to warn thee
that thy death is at hand. Arise, and
fail not to meot me in tho chapel in
the Abboy ero Christmas morning

» * * > * *

Why aro tho bells of Ben Abbey
rioging so wildly, and the people has-
tening 1 all directions to meot once
more beneath its sacred dome 2

Wondrous to relate, there was tho
priest in s vostments beforo the
altar, deacon and sub deacon by his
side, . And the Mass went on

Bertvam.

« Digtance is nothing to me," re-
sponded the stranger with o grim
smule, '*I'm used to the rond. Where
ie tho master of this fino old abbey 2
he asked suddenly.

Alas! good sir, great sorrows
have toucbed his brain and he is bed
ridden.”

I must see him to night,” rejoin-
ed the atrapger. ¢ I have a message
for him,”

_ ~Is it from the Black Monk ?” oried

but they bring no joy to the
house of Bon Warron,

The shadows of the night have
agan fallon upon the old abboy, and
weird sounds are heard from one of
the vaults below, Aud old Bertram
belleves he has heard the ory of a
ohild in distress, and hastens with the
news to his unhappy master,

« My sin has found me out, Ber-
tram,” moaned the Baron. ** The boy
has been taken to the Bloody Crypt—
the scene of the murder.”

* * * * * *

And again it is night. The Baron
bas gone to rest, but not to sleap,
Hig fronzied brain works fearfally and
briage the past before him with all its
orimes.

o] dare not go nenr ‘that Bloody
Orypt,” bo said aloud. The vision of
a gentle and much injured wife now
risea before him, Again, he sees her
at his teot, pleading for freedom and
for her child. But, he heeds her not,
for the demon of jealousy has taken

ossession of his soul, and he believes

et guilty. .. . . And, thenm, his
selfish and deoeitful treatment of her
child and his, that so he might de
prive another of his lawful right of
the property of Ben Abbey—all come
now before him as he restlessly lies
upon his bed of **down.”

Mesnwhile old Bertram, the keeper
of the hopeleos Baronesse of Ben
Warren, with two other retainers,
descended into the Bloody Orypt,
to search for the heir of the abbey.

«He is not kere,” muitered Ber-
team, as he examined every patt of
the Orypt. *'Twas foolish of the
Baron to think that he was spirited
away to such a place as this |

«"Good heavens! look here,” oried

>ona of the men, as he held up the

boy's night-dress, all stained with

‘then thrown open by some invisible | plood

ood,
«He has been murdered by the
spirit of Ben Abbey,’ moaned Ber-

voice as the startled servanis sprang
from their soats.

« Move not for your lives, for the
shadows of death are near, and woo
to the one who is curious” It was
the Baron of Ben Abbey who had
spoken. Ho was an old men whose

y forwarded to Romo, th
diplomaic channels, with the full ap-
proval of Presidont Faure, and thus
Monsignor Qhurg:lle, who is & nativé of
tho South of France, was appointed
to the American .See.

Sohool Teacher: Now, Bobby,
spell needle. 'Bobix: N-gi-d-}a.
Sobool Tescher: rong. Thete's
no “I“ in noedle, Bobby: Well,
"wint a good needle, then.

< ‘When a woman gets
sickly, nervous, fretful and
= despondent

Health of some.

S, -tor

. © 0% are that the doctor

says it’s stomach, or liver or hieart trouble.
Nine times in ten he isn't within a mile of
right. -He treats for these troubles an

charyges big bills until the husband gets dis-

gusted and throws him out The trouble is

| usually weakness. or disease of the dis-

soholar, was then & prominent figure
in that noble band who had conseorat
ed their lives to the moral elevation
«of the youth of Qork.

aligo,

A correspondent of The Freeman’s
Journal aays that slong the north
eastern border of -the Bwinford Union
is- the. parish. of Curzy, county 8ligo,
over whieh the Rev, Philip Mulligan,
P.P., has spiritusl charge, lie certain
townlands which are a continuativn of

one of the moat congested and poverty
{0k ivisions in’ the Bwinford"

tin
u{ Wusbands, after paying big.doctor-
their wives grew steadily worse,
last written to a physician of-na.
tional reputation -aud learnied the truth.
They bave teen justly indignant'at the ig-
norant pretenders who have ex erimented
upon ?lelr wives’ health. By writing to Dr.
R. V. Plerce, any alling woman mz Teceive
the {ree advice of an emiuent and skilify-
s c‘n , for thlrty:r:n chief conss
pgeyl elptt to the Invalide’ Hotel uh "
cal InsHitute, at Buffals, N. V. Dr. s
Wavorite Prescriptton is & t?rve ous med.
{ciue for women, It cuxzn“;'l xn eas gud
ditesse, of the orgsus distinctly ?u e
1t heals all lnternal ulceration infiam.
mation and stops debilitating drains. Over
w,owvunn‘n ht:" testified, ov:{l;’thelr own
o erits,

Union, which everyone, even the Gov-
arnment ofiicials, admits to "be one of
the poorést and' most destitute in all
f_nlmd‘. Those t'?wnhnaoﬁ—cnkqwor,

.Fuel; Drambsne, eto.; in Tob y
Union—it .is ‘no exsggeration to sy,
ate eveu more oongested and poverty-
stricken than any distriet in Swinford
»Uniyn.‘

R4t

“Tho-correspondent 278 ke’

Te i ™
" Por several years ] suffured with prolapsus of
3 Ie:ﬂluA. 8l \?utr.x::(
12, ney, JePutson Co.; Miss.. T had 2 fal
Toom iy horse,chwsing reiroversion onheulinu.
famlly physiclau trea pe for kiduey
hluule hing else but the right thisg.
Igrew we ud worse, My\»dymcg: (.
hgnds agd ela cold, stomac &
T wreat paipitajlon of, the héart, I dreaded
r“- afiht to
N ht, &
s

0
Fat

my and
erce’

"tavigorate stomach, liver spd bowels.
4 T

ud he finale
1y realizes that ill.

s | sadly; bat
times.”

1d suffer from mqr.
u"i wu%l::&l u:‘{llex :ﬁgln taking |
vorite Presctiption, and 1 began to
ve tight away. " 1am now quﬂ and l‘ll”y.'t "
Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pe?llm regulate a1d

allid bore_the imp of &

sturbed mind, His keen, restless
eye glanced upon the assembled group
with somewhat of. displeasure. In
truth, ke himeelf looked like & spectre
of the night, for his long_white - hair
fell upon his shoulders and he wore &
knightly robe of dszzling whi

tram, from head to foot.
The two men stood aghast.

« Leave me,” said Bertram, I
will watoh here te-night.”

«Don’ be & fool, Bertram,” re.
spondeded one of the men, * bat,
oome away from this oursed spot.”

*@o,’ returned the old man, “I
wish to be alone.”

As s00n ag the two men had gone
he proceeded, with lamp in hend, to
the vault prison of the Baroness, but,
it was empty ! The iron-olasped door
was torn from its hinges, and thrown
upon the ground, and everything was

«Have you forgotten,” he oried,
« that this night is the anniversary of
the ourse ?.”

And again the abbey walla shook
to their very foundations, And a
shrieck of horror ran through. the
lonely aislea as Baron Ben Warren re-
turned to his room.

«Oh, when shall ‘the curse’ de-
part from the house of Ben Warren?"
he moaned a8 he fell back upon his
chair. *When, ok when?” "And he
covered his face with his hands.

“Prpal”

The wretobed man started to his
feet st the sound of that name, and
vacantly gazed st the besutiful ehild
before him, S .

« What ails my Edgsr? Why so
pale and cold—and trermbling, too?

And the Baron took the boy upon
his knée and fondly embraced hinm.:

O paps, & stranger in the blae
room,’ he gasped.

¢« Nonsense,: Edgar, be a brave boy.”

But he himeelf wag trembling, *

v Edgar,” be whilgered; “ you know
you are not Edgar, but you bear"the
name for your father 8 sake.”

+1 know I am not; but.why do you
oall me by thist name, papa ? )

Do you question.me, my boy? "
And the n's brow grow dark,

* Oh no, {npt," returned the child

teel =0 strange mome-

‘o1t is only faney,” interrupted the,
Baron uneasily. “Go back to your
room. .Hat here. comes old Bertram
foryou.” o

he dark eyes of ‘the boy glistened
"wildly as he beheld the stranger of the
.| blue room. walking behind" the old
|voan, He wore s long. black habit
and cow], whioh parily concealed the
death-like features within,,

4 Papa, do-;on see him ?” oried the
exojted  ohild, ‘ Hes: behind Ber-
tram.” ‘And hie covered hid face withi
bl hwide, ‘

y

‘the_fire, and looked' fearfull

‘hore,” said ore of the.men.

ram,” rejo

in
¢« She has eseaped,” mustered the

'keeper, “and I am not sorcy—but

what will the mastor say 2”

« He will say that the ouree is still
upon him, in letters of blood,” enid &
voice. And the black-cowled monk
stood befora the terzified old man.

s Go to ::11{ master,” eaid the phan-
tom,"” and tell him to do justice to the
rightfal heir of Ben Warren, or let
him boware of the black monk of Ben
Abbey.”

Agnin the yule log burned brightly
in the old Ohapterroom of the haunt-
ed abboy. And the same old servauts

of the p yoar were gath
there.
« May heaven save us from the

ghost of the abbey to-n:’ﬁl;t.” murmur-
ed old Bertram, as ho drew nearer to
Iig the ht of :m%
*Iig the passage night st aw!
spirit—the black monk of Ben Abbey.
I verily-believe *he is' & demon, al:
though, our pocr master thinks that
he is the spiit of his brother, Rupert
Ben Warren. .
o] wish,we had a Romsn pri%et
‘“He
would soon send that devil about his

business.”

¢ Aye, aye. friend,’ muttered Bert-
ram, ¢ We have to thauk old Harry
the Eighth for being minus’of them,

"I don’t tkink thero is one in England

at prorent.” L
“ By m{nkoth. I believe thee, Bort-
od, the Intter ; ¢ otherwise,
the lost heir of  Be.. Warren would
have been found ere this.” :
"« Blop, comrade, whatever you do,

.don't mention him,” returncd the old

man. ¢ This ‘is:'the’ suniversary of
his being takenzaway by the Black
Monk., ;

" & low mon was now heard outside
the great abbey door, and then & loud

-knook,

v Some.poor wanderer,” ‘muttered
Bertram, s he tose' to'open the door.

g * My master is
in continual dread of him.”

* Who is the Black Monk ?' asked
tho Unknown, ** Ia ho & papist 2"

« I guppose ho ie," samd Bertram
thoughtfully ; * for the new religion
has no monks in jt.”

« At any rate, I'm no Papist,” said
the strangor vising. ** This will prove
it to you,” and ho showed them his
oloven foat,

« The devil I" burst from the lips of
the assembled servanis, as they rush-
od from the room with ories of terror,

Meanwhile the supposed devil had
made lus way into the room of the
s1ck man, und stood in silence, beside
hisbed.

“ Who are you that dare intrude
upon the privacy of the Baron of Ben
Abbey ?” Ben Warren asked with o
soowl,

« Your people down siairs believe
that I am the devil ; but you, eir, will,
po doubt, recognize me as * Rodolph
of the cloven foot,’ the faithful friend
of the rightful heir of Ben Warren.

«1 defy both you and the hound
who is seeking my inheritance," roar
ed the Baron, ‘ Bertram, whore are
you? Rid me of this scoundrel.”

+ Bertram ig too much afraid of
meoting, the devil,” returned * the
oloven " gtimly‘ And ho geized Ben
Warren by the throat. ¢ Aye, you
shall hear me to the end.”

With one desperate wrench the
Baron engaged himself from Rodolph
and shouted, ** I know that you buve
been always a devil, and may he take
you out of this before I send a bullet
through you. He pulled a pistol from
under his pillow and pointed it at
Rodolph who suddenly dashed it to
the ground with one blow, and again
seized him by the throat, * There!”
he eried ; ** don't make a second at-
tewpt if you value your miserable life,
Hoar this messsge from the son of
Rupert Ben Warren, the brother whom
you basely betrayed and murdered five
§“E ago in the erypt of tho abbey.

cstore the riﬁht of your nephew,

oung Rupert Ben Warren, and ac-
inowledge him ag your lawful heir.”
“And he tightened his grasp upon the
Baron's throat,

44 J—]—I—hava an heir, but—but
—he is lost—but—but—may-—be
found,” geaped the half-suffocated
nobleman,

«Repeat that lie again, and I'll
squeeza the villainous 1ife out of you,”
roared * the eloven,” “although mur-
der is not to my taste, Hear now
the story of your reachery. There
were two brothers. The youngest
loved the eldest with all the strength
of hia noble heart. At length he
married and had one son. The eldest
brother also married and had one
daughter. A dispute arose between
the brotk s

bed L] LoV 'y
and they parted in anger. Some time
after the youagest brother's wife died,
and ho entered the oloister of Ben
Abbey, and in time became a_prieat,
Ho was known ag ¢ the Black Monk.”

 For heaven’s sake !-—aay—eay no

in all 1ts And the Baron
(no longer a oripple) kuelt with bia
head bowed to the ground. And the
son of the Black Monk knolt there in
all lus manly beauty, his dark eyes
flashing with hope and joy as ho jomed
m the sacred ritual of his forefathers,

And now the Holy Bacrifice i over,
and the three recalled monks of the
abbey approach the old Baron to thank
lnm for giving them possession of
their abboy onoe more. And in
his bewilderment ke turns to ask the
meaning of it all.

«Unole, I have invited them in
your name and in mine,” said young
Bon Warren advancing  that the
curse on our Lhouse may cease, and
that the son of the Black Monk may
testify to all \hat ho has forgiven his
father’s murderer.

The old man looked half dazed ab
the tall handsome youth before him,
and then said :

+ Rupert Ben Warren, I have deeply
injured you., Stay and be master of
Ben Warren, I go to do penance in
Ben Abbey orypt.’

«Not g0, roturned the youth;
“but make me the happiest of men
by bestowing upon me the hand of
isour daughter, the fairest flower of

en Warren.

v Igghealive? Impossible.” And
tho old Baron covered his face with
his bands, and wept bitterly.

 The oluld whose gex you had con
cealed was found in the orypt,” con-
tinued Rupert, ** and the prison doors
of the innocent lady of Ben Warren
were broken open on that memorable
Chrigtmas eve, and both mother and
ohild esoaped.”

« My wife,” gasped the Barou.

« Fearful of losing her child agein,
the Baroness, with joy, opened & vein
in her own arm and stained the night
robe of the Lady Ella, and this deoeiv-
ed the Baron of Ben Warren,

T deserved it,” returned the old
man in a tone of repentance,  * But
who are the benefsotors of my wife
and daughter ?”

« Rupert, the son of the Black
Monk, and Rodolph, of the cloven
foof,” said a voite, And the blsok-
cowled monk stood before them,

++ I oame for the last time,” he said,
“My mission is ended. May the
%lighcad love of Ella and Rupert of

en Warren now heal tho sorzowa of
the past aud bring joys for the future.”

ﬂAnrl the phantom monk disappear-
ed.
[ S S S S

Another Christmas eve has come,
and the midnight bolls are swestly
pealing, as a noble couple atand before
the altar in Ben Abbey.

The old Baron is there and hiz ami-
able lady, who haa long forgiven- and
forgotten the injuries uf the past.

And now the nuptial Maass is over,
snd the happy pair kneel for the- old
man's blessing ; but he heeds them
not. . ..+, The soul of Edgar
Ben Warren has gone to its last ac-
count,

. .

The laat Christias eve in this story
has now come,

Rodolph of the oloven foot stands
before the alier in the abbey as god-
{ather to the infant heir of Ben War-
ren, And the voices of » hundred
monks chant forth the Te Deum in

teful thankagiving to God for remov-
ing the ourse from the house of Ben
Warrea.

————————
Branch 145, C. M. B. A
The of lling the fol-

more,” groaned Ben Warren,
The pressure on the throat becama
ter, and * tho cloven ” continued :
+ The abbey and ground being & very
fine property, the eldeat brother deter-
mined to get it for himself; and appli-
od to Oromwell, who gave it to ’ilim
on condition that he would turn Pro-
testant. Ho did so, and, of ocourse,
sent the monks about” their business,

_ncluding his own brother' i the Crypt.

Worda of anger agan arose between
them, snd the Master of Ben Abbey
beoame another Cain,”

* Spare | spare, oh, spare I moaned
the hapless viotim..

& Life for life I returned * oloven,”
;qnleu you scknowledge the lawful

eir,”

“ What do you want me to do?”
said the Baron moodily. '

¢ Bign this in favour of your nep-
hew, Rupert Ben Warren, son of the
Black Monk. It is only his right.”

And Rudolph of “the cloven foot®
handed him .a drawn up will of the
estates of Gon Warren,

' Ourse him,” mottered the Baron,
« 'l have revenge yot.” :

‘And he signed.the deed.

Avnd now the man of the * cloven
foot ™ hia departed, and the midnight
Christmas bells are aweatly chiming.
the Venite Adoremus ; but, the Baron
hoars it not—he- is ‘only. conseions of:

‘have used it

lowing officers of Branch 145, of the
Oatholic Mutual Benefit Association
‘was carried out Wednesday by Chan-
ocellor Kernahan ; Bpiritual Advisor,
Rev. L, Brennan, O.8.8.; President,
H. F. Molntosh ; 1at - Vioe-President,.
0. J, Leonard ; 20d Vice Prosident, D.

et ; Recording Besretaty, John
Grant; Fiuanclnl Becretary F. X,
Kormanii; Tressirer, L. V. Byrue;
Marshal, J. J. Ryan; Guard, P. Mo-
Namara; Trustees, D. Benneit, D.
Miller, P, O'Brien, J, Fullerton, M.
Costello ; Bepresentative to Conven:
tion, J, D, Warde; alternate, D, Miller,

_Vote of thanks to the retiring. offieers -

‘were unanimously passed, and & moat .

prosp eAr -WAS 0.8
successful clgle.l 3
Th 80 many cough imedicines .

. Thete ate

in the market, that it is sometimes diffi.

cult ¢o tell which to buy; but if we had:
& cough, & cold or any afiliction of the

throat or lungs, we wnu!d‘mhk!o‘-

Anti-Consumptive Syrup.. -who.

itis ﬁe ahosd of all

other ynﬁ:ﬁoﬂl recommended . for

such complaints, The-little . folks;like -
it a8 it in a8 pleasant as syrup.

:Bad Timo.—First néighbour : * All
that my daughter seems .to lack in
musio is time.” Seoond’ Neighbour::
v Heavéns- and .earth; man! she'

‘thumps'that piano_nine hours.s day.

How muoch - time- do you wani her to
have |, )



