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's armies, never reveal that he
?,;‘: ﬂ;’. at Huntingtower s other than
sjr Thomas de Longueville."” :
we cannot,” replied Grimsby, “but still
we will obey our master. You commana

me to adhere to Bruce, to serve him till

be your faithful servant?” * You will
find me before the eross of Christ,” re-
turned Wallace, * with saints my fellow-
soldiers, and God my only King! Till
then, Grimsby, farewell. Walter, carry | «
my fidelity to your mis.tresn.
gshare my thoughts wu_th the Blessed | ¢
Virgin of Heaven ; for,in all my pray-
ors shall her name be remembered.”
Grimsby sank on the earth. Walter
hid his weeping face in the folds of his
master's mantle, which had fallen to the
ground. Lost in grief, no thought
seemed to exist in the young man's heart
bat the resolution to live only for his
henefactor ; and to express this vow
with all the energy of determined de-
votedness, he looked up to gseek the face
t Wallace, but Wallace haddisappeared.
TO BE CONTINUED,

BRIAN DRISCOLL'S SACRIF(CE.

The little cottage of Brian Driscoll
ctood on the side of the hill of Raheen,

] that 1
again.”

A bare hill ; it was bad for crops. The
orass that grewon it was copper-colored
“,r five months in the year, Truly a
bad enough place to make a living on.

Up the little boreen, whin-bordered,
came Brian with a rod ereel on his back,
r'he wind blew strongly but hotly from

he shore below. As he trudged up the

1111 under his burden, the sweat poured
down his face. It was a long way he
had to carry his firing. He put the
sroel on the top of the sod-fence to rest,
and with the sleeve of his woollen wrap-
or wiped away the sweat. A

man, perhaps not more than thirty ; he
looked ten years older.
1t was a weary life of drudgery he led.

h
h

“

S

young

t
1

No child's play atall making a living on Brown. If he lost that money, he lost
the hill of Raheen, working late and | her. It was all his hope, all his life.
Her people would never consent to her

arly, working all the time.

Brian sighed as he gazed back upon
the laneway leading down to the edge |’
f the water. Outbeyond the rim of the i
.ea his eyes travelled. Half-yearningly
o looked, as he had looked many a time
juring the past seven years ; for in the
man's heart there was unrest. The
.tories he heard of life out beyond the
hills had haunted him many a day as he
toiled and struggled to win something
sore than a pittance out of the black
tand. Sometimes he was ready to des-
pair, From the sea line his eyes travel-
led over the ridge of the hills rising uo
ne after another until they rested upon
. snow-white farm house set round with
voung trees. The hardlight died out of
his face. He was thinking of the girl in
the farmhouse who had promised to come

€

5 the Raheen hills by Lammas time. g

The daughter of comfortable parents
ws Maggie Brown ; the best-off they
in all the barony. Indeed it was
his worldly gear which had stood be-
veen Brian and his heart's desire for
many years, for the Brown folk did
.ot want their daughter tied down to a
life of poverty and toil—they had bet-
hopes for her. Thus it was that
n toiled night and day, and toiled
arain. It was the dream of his life that
one day he might have the place worthy
of Maggie Brown.
The old folks had at last given their
oousent. Grudgingly they gave it too.
But had not Brian seventeen pounds
saved up to buy things? He would
some in for their farm too, when he
married Maggie. A smile flitted across
s face. There was a rift in the clouds
or him at last. Life had promised
something after all the years of toil and
waiting. Even now he felt utterly ex-
haunsted. From early morning - from
laybreak—he had been trudging back-
wards and forwards in that boreen, the
heavy creel of peat upon his shoulders.
And then another figure arose before
iis mind's eye. Why is it that we re-
aall things of sorrow in the rare moments
of our joy ? It had passed out of his life
forever, he thought two years ago, to go
wandering over the world. * Och, Roddy
toddy,” he said, shaking his arms free
of the creel rope ; * 'tis you that was
the misfortunate boy 1"
The breeze blew in from the sea. Cool
and refreshing it seemed to the tired
masn. It rioted amid the masses of his
wair still damp with sweat. Then, ex-
aansted and weary, he laid his head down
won the grassy edge of the ditch and
pogan to think.
* - * * * .
By the door of the little cottage he
stpod in the mystic hours of the dusk.
Oaly a week, and Maggie Brown would
be with him,
- Suddenly out of the shadows below, his
ves detected a figure coming up the
nills. He started forward. Who could
t be coming to see him at that hour of
the evening ?
ile bethought him of the seventeen
pound notes, the saving of a lifetime,
aidden away in the little oak box at the
oad of the bed, And, thinking, he pulled
he door, shut it, and turned the key.
lowly the figure approached until it
ibood almost beside him.

“(ood evening, Brian,” the new-comer

said.
Brian started back, surprised. Some-
hing inthe voice struck him as familiar.
“Do you not know me ?"" He came
wward and grasped him tightly by the
arm.
“My God !” he exclaimed. * Roddy i
* Ay, Roddy. But come inside ; I'm
tired out.” He almost dragged Brian
towards the door.
Inside they went, Brian leading the
way. He poked up the fire into a blaze,
‘I‘-ml put a light to the little oil lamp
hat hung above the window. Roddy

cautiously shut the door, and laid the

bar across it.

Brian stood on the hearthstone and
surveyed his brother from top to toe.

Heo was almost too amazed to speak.

Ragged, unkempt, with a stubby beard
covering his face, a miserable type of
tramp, Roddy's feet protruded from dila-
Altogether he looked a

pidated boots.
sad spectacle.

*What has come to you at all 2" what

113 come over you ?"
Al 3 . :

. The other raised his hand, as if to en

joinsilence., “ Hush!" he said, “ some:

body might hear us, No wan must

“ Rest | “ Why should you be afraid !" !

away from it.
dured the days since.
the hour of death ; I will, but, should he | heather by day, wandering across the
die, then may I seek you out and again | moors by night, till I came here.

I would have perished of hunger only
that a woman over there in the Leitrim
glens took me in.”

She will | his hands,
say anything.

the last chance, the very last.
back yonder’
the door

continued in the same pleading strain.

in all these years, you that was always
so careful 1"

brown box at the head of bed

which to

coming into four bare walls., A
was wealthy who had seventeen pounds

face was close to that of Brian.

And such a look as his face wore! Never
did
the sorrow of the world was in it ; all
the unuttered woe.

fail me.
up in

think to look in her eyes after the days? b
¢ i the more dearly, honored him the more

for his noble and unselfish action to-

wards his wastrel brother, and declared ]
stoutly to her parents, when they began
t) busy themselves matehmaking for her
that no man save Brian should ever call
her wife,
parents, on this point thair plns for
“ getting her iu life”
born resistance, with the
there was little happiness in her life
either.
Not
Roddy beyon
for the money, scribbled, he said,
starting on an emigrant steamer.
ingratitude of the
brother for whom he had sacrificed so

Brian looked alarmed.
* What have you done now?" he asked.

“I broke jail last week, Brian— 1 broke
God sees what I have en-
Lying in the

Wance

He paused as if exhausted ; sunk into
1 seat by the fire, and buried his face in
He looked thin and worn
and haggard.

Brian stood watching him, fearing to
What could he say ?
Presently the other turned to him.

* Brian, I want you to help me., It's
If I go
—pointing his hand out of
“it'll be the end of me."”

can I help you ?” queried

“ How
Brian,
“They'll be comin’ after me, maybe
to-morrow.”  He rose to his feet, and
stretehed out his hand supplicatingly:
Brian shook his head,

“The boat sails from the cove here
to-night,” the other went on ; * and she
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much., He had hoped that Roddy was
in earnest in his promises to turn over a
new leaf ; now he feared that the letter
which contained them was only a dodge
to work upon his sympathies and that
his money had been squandered among
the bad companions who had dragged
him down.

As Brian mused morning over
these things, seated at a lonely meal, he
heard his name sharply called, and at
the same moment the figure of the post-
man appeared with a letter in his hand.

“1 have here a registered letter that
you must sign for, Brian,” he said. *1
hope there is somothing good in it.”

Brian turned pale, then red, for the
letter bore a Canadian stamp, and was
addressed in Roddy's well-known hand.

“1 think it's from my brother,
Roddy."” he saidsimply as he signed tne

one

“Poor Roddy,” he soliloquized ; the

His brother glared at him. What was tears starting out of his eyes. “It's to

e asking —the price of his happiness be his happiness or mine. It must be
s he 88, .

is life ? Maggie Brown or that other woman out

“ Seventeen pounds would do it,” he
You must have saved seventeen pounds

He looked into his brother's
yes with a searching gaze.
Brian turned away his head. The
eventeen pounds locked away in the

could he
was all his
It was all he had, with
prepare a home for Maggie

ouch it for any living ? It
ife's savings.

man

n that part.
“I cannot, Roddy ; God knows I can-
wt."”

Nearer the poor fugitive came, His
His
glowing with that desire.

BWes  were

*

anyone see the likes before. All

“ Ah, surely, surely, Brian, you won't
What would our mother think
heaven ? How could you ever

For me, it's either life or death ; the be-
ginnin' or the end. To-morrow they'll
be after me. But back there I'll never
go, except it is that they carry my dead
body."
“T have no money.” Brian replied,
telling the lie. It was the thought of
losing the woman of his heart that made
him do it.
“ You have, Briau—you have. Your
eyes gave the lie to your words. Wait !
I'll search the house from top to bottom.
Oh, man, you can't deny me ?"
For a moment the other stood silent.
All his loneliness and toil in these years
rose up before him ; all the drudging
and slaving, and all his hopes culminat-
ing in the day when Maggie Brown

should come across the hill to him.
Were they to be all for nought ? For

the first time he turned to his brother
angrily :
« You'll have none of my money,” he
said. “ You ean go when you please to
whatever you like. It's only what we
all warned you against years ago. You
ought to have seen it yourself. Do you
think I'm going to slave and weary
through wet and dry like a beast of
burden only to throw it away in a min-
ute now 2"
“ Then you refuse ?”" Somehow he Lad
grown less passionate. He looked to-
wards the door.
« 1 refuse ! It stabbed Brian to the
heart to say it. But he thought of the
years of vwaiting and of all the hopes
that he had formed.
Without another word the outcast
strode to the door. He undid the bar.
Neither behind nor before did he look,
neither did he speak a word of fare-
well. Ouat into the night he went.
- * * * ¥ *
Brian wcke up with a start, It was
all a dream. Weariness had overcome
him ; he had fallen asleep. He looked
up. The creel was resting on the fence.
In from the sea the breeze blew fresh
w.th the damp of the salt spray on it.
He rose to his feet and gazed around him.
Coming up to the boreen he saw the
figure of the local letter-carrier. He
stood his ground till the earrier came up.
The latter handed him a letter. He
pulled it open with a feverish eagerness.
That terrible dream had shattered his
nerves.
The letter was dated from an Foglish
seaport, and ran :
“Dear Brother,—You will be surprised
to get a letter from me after these years
of silence. Heaven above knows what
I've suffered since I left you, Dearly
and very dearly have I paid for all my
follies. Bad company led me down to
the lowest depths. I could have gone
on like that to the end. All holy and
good influences had left me, Only one
day I met with some one who pitied me
in herheart. An angel she was. I got
ashamed of my life that instant. 1 made
a resolve that T would break with all my
evil companions, to begin a new and
better life. But it is impossible here—
these people haunt me like ghouls, 1t
you make an effort to rise they pull you
down. They are everywhere,
«Last night T had a dream, [ thought
yvou had seventeen pounds in a little
brown box at the head of the bed. You
gave it to me,and it was the mean= of
making a man of me. Iwould go abroad
—away from these human flends. Brian,I
swear to you, as I hope to meet our
father and mother in heaven one day,
that I'm in earnest now. Will you help
me, Brian ? For the sake of our mother,
for the sake of our father, for the sake of
the days when we were children, and
when T only knew innocence and truth.
. Your loving brother,
“Roppy."”
Brian crushed the letter into the inner

him,

felt

inow that I'm here.”

pocket of his W -

That was all.
his hopes and blighted and
Maggie Brown could never marry him
now ; he
fortune or her father's farm.

Worse thanall else, he could never
possess his heart's desire.

Nobody—only God alone—knew what
a sacrifice the man on the Raheen hill
made that day.

there” —looking across the bay. {
He raised the ereel upon his shoulders

again, and began the steep elimb up to

the little cottage,
the little brown box he passed, and took
out the notes.
fingering them tenderly, as if they were
things of life.
table and wrote with lead pencil :
“Dear Roddy,
teen
that woman will be a blessing to you.

He went inside. To
He counted them over

Then he sat down at the

I send you the seven-

pounds. 1 believe you. I kunow
“Brian.”

He said nothing about

spoiled.

her

could never come into

* * * * * * *

Three years bad gone by since Brian
made his great sacrifice during which
life dragged on for him in slow misery ;
for the
not only broke off the mateh, but for-
bade their daughter to even speak to

parents of Maggie Brown

Poor Maggie loved Brian only

Dutiful in all else to

acutely the

her

met with a stub-
result that |

Brian

docket and gave it to the postman.
“It's a long time sinee I heard from

him,"

When the postman had gone Brian
opened the envelope and drew from it a
Jetter, within which there was enclosed

| a erisp blue paper,

“ Dear Brian,” the letter ran, “ yvou
will be surprised, I suppose, at getting
this. Itis so long sinee you heard from
me that you will think that I had gone
to the bad again, or that | was only de-
ceiving you. When I landed here we
had uphill work for the first two years,
and 1 kept putting off writing
ally because I had it in mind that my

especi

first letter to you would prove beyond
all doubt that I meant what I had said
that I would turn over a new leaf. 1

worked hard early and late, well assisted
by the wife who, with you,has proved my
salvation. I managed to save a bit, and
during the past year have been doing so
| well that [ ean now return you not only
the seventeen pounds you sent me, but
| thirty-three more at the back of it as
interest. Youwill find in this a draft for
fifty pounds, as proof that I have mended
| and as a mark of our love for you and
our gratitude for all that you have done
for me. I am joined in this not only by
my wife : I thinkI can also speak for
your little nephew and mniece -though
the boy is not much over a year old, and
the girl is but a few months. Write to
me at once on receipt of this, and please
God, in the future our letters will keep
us united in spirit even though we are
far from each other.
Your loving, grateful brother,
“Robpy.”
The tears were coursing down Brian's
cheeks as he finished Roddy's letter.
| Again hope pushed through his bosom:
for his dreams—could he believe it?

would at last come trne

| That evening Brian betook himself
to the farm-house of the Browns. At
| first the old man was about to order him

a word had been heard from from the door: but, being informed that
1 a brief note of thanks | he had come on a matter of business he
ere | was grufily

admitted. The production

of the bank draft for fifty pounds, howx-

by it soon changed the aspect of affairs ;
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Times.
One of the Judges at the famou BEEE—m——
witcheraft trial in Massachnsett n
1692 was the Eonglish-born Samuel Se i READING THE BIBLE.
well. who became Chief Justice of the
State in 1718 and «d 17330
;,,‘l-‘,.,( rl|.l<. |'x‘||"|1.\l:|‘~‘-_‘ l::‘ il \',|‘l.‘«» Our separated brethren are very fond

tinetly Catholie doctrines could hardly

he expected to be especially tolerant
partial, and there is, accordingly, «
ceptional interest attaching to this ¢
cerpt from a MS, of the seventeen

century American jurist published
the current American Catholie Histo
cal Researches :

“Ag for the Blessed Mary, the Mother
of Our Lord, for my part, I had rather,
with the Roman Catholics, believe that

she is in heaven already than imagi
that she shall never be there.
was there so great and honorable
wooing as Mary had—whether we ¢
sider the immensity and greatness
the Person, the Holy Spirit, or t

guperiority of the ambassador, the Angel
Well might the Blessed V
mature consideration, after
the example of Rebekah, speedily give

Gabriel,
gin, upon

her full consent and say ; ‘Behold the 0 o4 k

hand-maid of the Lord : be it unto me Bible. The Lavabo is another .0( the
according to thy word.’ Bishop Usher P’salms ; the words of consecration are
in his ‘Emanuel,’ “Phat taten from the Gospels; the Our

speaks thus :

blessed womb of hers was the br

chamber wherein the Holy Ghost did
knit that indisseluble knot between our
Our glor-
ious Bridegroom will not demolish the
dearly

human nature and His Deity.

chamber which he made and
bought and paid for, from whence
proceeded, but will repay it with y
manent and wonderful magniticence.
perpetuan ret memoru
enly choir she will indeed appear to
women, when Ch

blessed among

shall set her at His right hand, as Solo- | constant usc

mon did Bathsheba, his mother.’
It would appear from the forego

ever,and the telling of how he had came | says the Ave Maria, that the emi
congruity and the sweet reasonableness
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