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aisy occur which will put at In com- 
muuioâtiou with Mr. lUlloran'»
Irlend»." „

i beg your honor a pardon, «ala 
Nora, unable any longer fco keep silent, 
aud leaning eagerly forward, 41 but 
Sir. Hslloran baa a friend in B »ston 
who will be broken hearted intlre'y to 
hear of his lllueas ; an* it's Mr. Djn- 
ahoe, your reverence, at the Pilot 
Office.”

•* A’as 1” said Father Nugent ; how 
unfortunate 1 Mr. Dooahoe left the 
city last evening for New York, and 
will be away several days; be-idee which, 
be lives at a hotel, which I fancy 
would not do very w- il tor a sick person 
-x) go to. Bat, my child, why is It that 
you are so deeply interested in this un 
fortunate gentleman ?”

4‘ Och, your reverence I” said Nora, 
while tears fell like rain drops from 
lier eyes, 44 sure I was burn an' bred 
with Mrs. lialtoran ; an* after the 
rreat downfall of the family she was ho 
neart broke at bein’ separated from 
Mr. Hilloran, wh > was hunted iatirely 
ont of Ireland, that I come to Ameriky 
to find him an—an* do what f could 
lor them at home, God save ’em. But 

had begun to give np all expectation 
of ever layin’ my two eyes < n him 
again, when, sirs, the Blessed Virgin 
brought me t > the widow Blake's this 
night, right to him. An* it's sorrow 
tul tidin's to hear that his oust i rien à 
.s gone ; but, your reverence, I brought 
over with me some of the ou Id Mc
Carthy More diam nds, that Mrs. Hal 
loran sent, thin kin’ may-be he’d be at 
fc, deshort for means in a stran 
uouutry ; an' they'll pay all his ex
penses out an* out."
“I am glad to hear all this, my 

dear child. God will bless your fldel 
ity. Come to my house and nurue Mr 
Hailoran ; let a familiar home-face be 
the first his eyes fall on when he re 
covers.”

*• if your reverence an’ his honor 
there don’t think I'm takin’ too much 
sn myself, I’ll beg you rot to move Mr, 
Hailoran away until I see the good 
lady I live with, an’ tell her, and an 
ould gentleman there that has prom
ised to help me if I ever was iu trouble, 
all that has happened. The lady f am 
at service with, sirs, has a fine airy room, 
that I think Mr. Hailoran might hive ; 
•:he takes a few lodgers and it is a quite 
(quiet) nice place ; so, without throw- 
in’ Mrs. Sydney out of a help, I might 
nurse him jest as well, an' have her to 
helo ”

Bj'h gentlemen knew Mrs Sydney, 
and thought Nora's plan was a sensible 
one ; while they could not help admir 
ing and respecting the nice sense of 
honor and self-respect which seemtd to 
govern her in every particular. Bit 
father Nagent could not remain 
another moment ; and Nora, wishing 
to have matters arranged as early and 
as speedily as possible, also hurried 
flomeward.

Mrs. Sydney was sitting in the dining 
room, with a worried, anxious expres
sion on her countenance ; but the 
moment she caught a glimpse of Nora's 
lace the cloud passed away, and, emit 
lug, she greeted her with “ La sur. 
child l where In the world have you 
been ? I’vo been in a perfect snarl 
about you. You’ll be sick, sitting up 
so of nights, an* may-be get some 
dreadful disease yourself.”

“ I am very sorry, ma'am, you had 
any uneasiness about me ; but I could 
not come any earlier. Do you think 
Mr. Mallow is stirrin* yet ?” said 
Nora, with a nervous air.

44 Up ! He's been up this hour, and 
was down here about ten minutes ago, 
to inquire if you had come home. He': 
m an awful humor. I declare, 
shouldn't wonder if a mad dog had bit 
aim some time or other,” said Mrs. 
Sydney, sharply.

44 Might I go up, ma'am, an' ask him 
to come down here ? I want to spase 
to ye both about something that’s hap- 
i>ened,” said Nora.

14 Lord's sike, child, you haven't 
gone and got married?” exclaimed 
1rs. Sydney, looking over her specta- 
es at Nora with widely rounded eyes. 
44 Married 1” said Nora, with a low, 

wierry laugh which she could not re 
press. 41 No, indeed, ma'am—not mar 
ried, or likely to be."

44 Well—yes : go up to Mr. Mallow's 
’■oom. But it is at your own risk.”

When Nora opened Mr. Mallow's 
door, he looked up quickly, aud gave 
un mdescribab e grunt, which said, as 
plaimy as grunt could express, 44 It's 
**ell you’ve come.”

14 Good morning, sir. I hope you are 
well ?” said Nora, curtsying.

44 Humph 1”
44 Mrs. Sydney wishes to see you, 

Jitr, for a little while.”
44 I shan’t come. I'm busy. Break 

last-time will do.”
44 Sir, may I npeak to you ?”
44 Yes. What do you want ?”
441 want you, if you plase, to come 

o Mrs. Sydney : it's to ye both I’m 
niter spaking to.”

44 And what in the mischief, Nora 
*ady,do yon want to ta k about? Has 
reland gene to the bottom of the sea 

»nd do you wish me to fiib it up.? All 
women are alike, though. Go away, 

don’t know whether l shall come or 
not,”

44 Sir, I'm proud enough, in my poor 
way, an’ if it was for mysel’ I'd scorn 
to be throublin’ you ; but it's for them 

love better nor mysel’ ; au’ if you 
haven't forgot it, you said once if I 
ever was in throuble and wanted help 
.You’d lend it, so help you God 1 But 
*t the same time, sir, I want you to 
fcaow belorehand that it's not money 

m afther.”
“ So you're In trouble. What is it ? 
always keep my word, Nora Brady,” 

he said, pushing back the morning p»per 
and taking off his spectacles.

" Yes, sir ; I'm bothered enough 
fiod knows ; an’ it was about that I 
wanted to see you and Mrs. Sidney 
together ; for I have found Mr. Hallor- 
an, aud shall have to go away 1”

” f ound Mr. Hailoran l Gu away 1 
begone down with you l I'm coming 
instantly.”

And when the three were together, 
Nora told them all about it, speaking 
** little as possible of herself—of her 
sacrifices, her trials, her anxieties, 
hopes, and fears, up to the present 
«omenb. As to Mrs. Sydney, she made

no secret of wiping her eyes. Mr. 
Mallow was only affected with a sudden 
violent cold in his head. He, odd in 
ev< ry thing, bad always felt the deepest 
interest in the history of ill fated Ire 
lard, and, by way of obtaining the 
most reliable news concerning her ever 
agitated aud gloomy affairs, had for 
many years been a subscriber to a lead 
ing Dublin newspaper. He therefore 
knew all about John Hailoran, and h >w 
like a martyr he had immolated his 
affections and fortunes on the sacred 
altar of hie country ; and he had learned 
from the same source that the nobility 
and worth of bis character were w th 
out reproach. Suit was with no ordin 
ary emotion that this eccentric but 
true heart#.d old man exclaim d.

14 Aud you are sure it is John Hailor
an, the Irish patriot, who is lying ill, 
insensible, at the house of a poor widow 
who lives in an alley ?”

Yew, sir ; an* the cratnre’s been as 
kind as it he was her own kith and kin 
But she s very poor ; an* the doctor 
says it’s not a fit place for Mr. Hallorau 
to be iu, because it’s close an* smoky ; 
an' 1 thought ol the nice front room op 
stairs that’s been empty these two 
months, an’ bays f, 4May-be Mrs. 
by ney will let Mr. Hailoran be moved 
into it ; then there'll be no need for me 
to go away to nurse him an* there's 
no tear of losin* anything, ma'am, for 
he has enough an* u> spare for all his 
expenses.”

Don’t speak, ma'am 1” said Mr. 
Mallow, blowing bis nose vociterouely.

Don’t, madam ; tor 1 must have my 
«ay out. Nora B*ady, it’s my solemn 
opinion that you only want a pair of 
wings—to be a perfect wild goose. You 
are a heroine ; and that’s next door to 
being a lunatic. You are a miserable 
shiftless body, taking care of every
body but yourself ; and now, to crown 
all, you want to give yourself and us 
some h irrible disease—ship fever, may
be—by bringing a sick man into the 
house. But—”

44 An’ then, sir, I hope God an* Mr. 
Mallow will pardon me for demanding 
myself to ask a favor for the like of 
him,” said Nora, with an indignation 
she could nob control. 44 I may be 
wild g lose, but I ve only done what I 
thought was right by them I was be
holden to for whatever good fortune T 
ever had since I was born ; an’ I hope 
when I’m judged it won’t turn the scales 
of God' mercy ag'iu me. An' surely 
there’s no need of goin' on my two 
Knees to get a place for snch a o e as 
John Hailoran ol Glendariff ; for Fatoer 
Nugent hissel is havin' a room pre oared 
iu his own bouse for him, where I shall 
go to nurse him. Ma'am, you've been 
very kind to me, a poor stranger in 
your house, an' I m sorry to take you 
at such a deshort ; but its my duty, an’
I can't help it. An' it's no ship lever 
that’s on him at ail, only a sag that 
took him in the head last night, an’ 
deadened his brain like ; an’, it it was, 
it conldn t be caught from a better 
person ; for he’s a gentleman an’ a 
Christian out an’ out.”

“Nora B'ady, you are like a torpedo. 
Your tongue goes like a coffee-mill ; 
and, now that you've ground me to 
powder, I will go and finish what I was 
saying when you were rude enough to 
interrupt me. I was going to observe, 
when you broke out, that, no matter 
what ailed Mr. Hailoran, he should 
Coma. If every boarder left the house 
on account of his being here he should 
stay, and / would make good all losses 
to Mrs. Sydney—partly for his sake, 
partly for yours. Go away 1” exclaimed 
Mr. Mallow.

44 I beg your pardon, sir. I was too 
hasty,” said Nora, ashamed.

44 Oh, never mind. A young lady 
who has money in bank, and who has 
independence enough to earn her own 
living, may be allowed a few air-*.”

44 What do you mean, sir ? I haven’t 
a cent to call my own on this earth, an 
never wanted it worse,” said Nora, 
with a sigh.

Yon are not telling the truth, 
Nora. You have at tr is moment, in 
the Trenton Bank, $500.”

44 An' whore, in the name o' my ould 
shoes, did it come from, sir ? Faith, 
an' I think you might find something 
else to joke abjut," said Nora, puzzled 
and worried.

Ah 1 I lost $10,000 one flue night, 
and it was returned to me every cent. 
Did you think f should forget it ? No, 
child. I went that very day and de
posited $500 in the Trenton Bank for 
you ; and there you'll find it, su ijeot 
to your order. You can get any or all of it 
at any moment, or let it remain where 
it is. It is yours, to give away, send 
away, cr thro w away—the latter of which 
I expect you will do. Madam, give the 
silly child an answer abouti (he room. 
If the boarders should object to a sick 
person's coming, let there bean exodus 
forthwith, and I will make up all defi
ciencies.”

44 Go, Nora, chili, and get the room 
ready as quick as you can. Mind now 
and slick everything up nice. I'll 
attend to breakfast,” said Mrs. Sydney, 
who had listened with no little inter
est to what had been pissing.

44 After breakf‘st, Nora Brady, I'll 
charter an omnibus and call here for a 
small bed, pillows, and o her things, 
yourself included, to bring Mr. Ha - 
loran home at once. Begone now. I 
want no thanks—not yeti, al least.”

Then Nora began to see sunlight 
breaking through the clouds. Mr. 11 a l 
loran had been removed to Mrs. Syd 
ney's without any ill effects : he was 
surrounded by every comfort, and no 
attention was wanting that his situa
tion required. His symptoms gradually 
assumed a more favorable type, and, 
although he had not yet recovered his 
faculties, there was very little don t 
bat that the disease »oald Anally yield 
to remedial agents. But two of Mrs. 
Sydney's boarders went away—two 
young gentlemen who were so devoted 
to the violin and c'arlonet that they 
could not endure the interdict which 
Dr. Byrant laid on the indulgence of 
their musical propensities. While 
Nora attended to her work, Mrs. Syd
ney watched in the sick-room, and from 
the time it was finished—generally 
about noon—Nora want in and re
mained ; for Faillis, wish an air of con 
descension, had offered to get tea every 
evening 44 while de poor gal had such 
constant uussin’to do.” Thus relieved,

Nora would sit watching every eymp- 
ton and almost every breath of the 
sick man. To the moment, she gave 
him his medicine, and regulated the 
temperature aud light of tilie apartment 
with instinctive judgment. Wnen there 
was nothing else lor her hands to do, 
she would sit beside the fire, gaz'ng 
down into the embers, while her imagina 
tion like a prophet, foretold many 
beautiful and happy things. She saw 
under grand old trees a stately home, 
wtiere were once more united all chat 
she loved on earth. She heard the 
found of Mary Hallorau s harp, and the 
clear, wild cadences of her sweet voice, 
ringing down through the magn fluent 
woods, as she sang strains of the land 
of their birth. See saw John Hallorau, 
his fine face, thoughtful and noble 
walking with a stately step through 
those handsome halls and lofty ro jms, 
and heard Lis kind voice speaking 
gently and cheeringly to all. Then 
floating up through the vision came 
sweet, flute like tunes. L title children 
were it play, and Grade's gentle tones 
mingled t-oftly with Desmond's merry 
laughter. Dream tones indeed of the 
one who wa< gone, which would never 
more be heard on earth, for far away, 
beside the shining water which flow» 
from the throne of God, her voice was 
blending sweetly with the angel melo
dies that make glad the celestial City. 
Then came a softer spell—the twilight 
hour, the day’s toil over, and a quiet 
stroll with Dennid Byrne through the 
old woods ; and many a hoart-felt word 
and bright anticipation seemed to be 
whispered in her ears, while ever and 
anon their thoughts fled back to 
44 Holy [reland ” and lingered lovingly 
amid the scenes and beside the graves 
they loved. The entrance of Dr. 
Bryant or Mr. Mallow, or perhaps the 
crumbling f a coal, or a low moan from 
the Invalid, dispersed the rainbows of 
her fancy, leaving only to her aching 
heart the stern and sad reality.

TO BE CONTINUED.

all the more readily since he knew that 
Kily could not otherwise become his 
wife. He never interfered with her 
religions beliefs; yet he disliked find
ing her ou her knees, and expressed 
once or twice an irritable wish that she 
and the boys would get their praying 
done while he was oit of sight and 
hearing. As the boys grew up, he 
even sometimes thought himself weakly 
g() ;d-natured in allowing them to ac
company their mother to Mass.

But with Elly it was different. He 
ligion, he argued, was meant for 
wjmen ; and what, after all, would they 
be without it ? Of his many good 
qualities—and not his worst enemy 
ould Feny that Tom Donnellan was a 

g>>d man, brave honest, pare living, 
indastrloas, kindly though strict with 
those about him—not the lease lovable 

a great reverence towards women, 
a loving tenderness for children and all 
things weak aud helpless. His wife, 
telling her boils by the fireside, with 
her baby's soit head laid close to her 
b ■•un, was to him as a beautiful 
M idonna, somehow akin to that Queen 
of Heaven wbo»e puiiry and tenderness 

1 even still an irresistib'e appeal for 
; the little girl who of all his chil- 

n was nearest and dearest to bis 
rt, seemed at times an angel viaion 
fair and lovely for any eirthly

TOM DONNELLAN’S ROSARY.
The Docof-llans lived in a comfort

able farmhouse set iu a beautiful coun
try, j ist at the base of the Wicklow 
hills, with a distant view of the sea 
shimmering bluely through the trees 
and shrubs that grew before ttie porched 
hall door. Tney held a broad farm of 
many acres, and the trim little home 
itead, with its tinv lawn, its wide 
snowy • curtained windows framed in 
clambering roses and woodbine, its 
flowerbeds filled with blossom of every 
hue and variety, gave a safe index to 
the neatness and cleanliness prevailing 
whhin the house, as well as to the cire 
and unremitting labors bestowed on the 
farm outside.

M rs. Donnellan was a pleasant faced 
woman, who thougi well past middle 
age, in her bright eyes and fresh com 
plexion — the result of long years of 
early hours and a busy, happy life 
largely spent in the open, amongst her 
calves and poultry, her bees and flow
ers and vegetables—still bore traces of 
the youthful beauty which had caught 
Tom Donnellan's heart thirty short 
years ago and held it captive ever since 
She felt herself to be a very lucky 
woman, and thanked God every day in 
her heart and on her bended knees for 
her pleasant home, her good husband, 
her five tall strapping sons, and her 
little bine-eyed daughter that had been 
the last and best of heaven’s gifts to 
tnem. And yet, despite all their pros
perity and comfort, she had one great 
care, one great sorrow which, though 
she seldom spoke of it — and then only 
to little Eily and Patrick, her eldest 
and wisest boy—kept constantly gnaw 
ing at the heart of h*r h»opiness.

Little Eily Donnellan was the one 
g.eat treasure of her parents' lives. 
Coming as she did, tne long wished for 
girl, at a long interval after her five 
big brothers, she seemed to Mrs. D m 
nellan to have b^en sent as a special 
gift from God In answer to her prayers 
Tom Donnellan had not prayed for her, 
had not known, indeed, the need of a | 
daughter. Yet her coming had made 
all the difference to him, and as he 
strode home from his work in the even-

home. And now as he farmed his broad 
acr-AH and tended his cattle with in 
creasing ca-e, he put fresh heart into 
his work because of his Eily, for whom 
more than any of the others the fruits 
ol his labor must henceforth bo laid by.

The little girl grew up slender and 
e-iutifnl, with winsome, hup? wtys 
made none the less cheerful and bright 
because of a very re»l piety and a 
strong sense of duty inculcated by her 
mother’s teachings. M s. Dmnellan 
had a great devotion to the Holy Ros- 
ary, and whilst all the boys and their 
sister were yet young, had made it a cus
tom that they and she should every 
morning recite the rotary for a special 
intention, which intention, she and 
Kily alone knew, was that God might 
bring back the heart of the husband 
and father onca more to Himself. L st 
the hearing of it should annoy or in
convenience him in auy way, they 
always took care to get this devotion 
over while the father was yet out in 
the fields. Sometimes he caught; the 
whisper of the murmuring voices as he 
passed by the parlor window, and the 
sound latterly, since Eily had grown 
8<> dear to him, filled him so nohow 
with a new sense of loneliness and 
aloofness akin to that he had ex 
perienced once when he had peeped 
into the child's little bine and white 
bedroom, and found her lost in pra>er- 
ful contemplât on, unaware of his pres 
ence, before the flower decked altar of 
the Mother of God.

When Eily was about fifteen, a great 
sorrow, the keenest he had ever known, 
came into Turn J ) jaoellau's life. The 
child was sudoe iiy stricken ill ; some 
strain or hurt, contracted they could 
not tell how, affected her side and 
kept her in bed week after week, 
month after month. That happened to 
be a very warm summer and the great 
heat and the dose condLement to her 
room weakened and wasted the frail 
young body,"till at last she seemed the 
merest shadow of herself. With an
xious, miserable forebodings, her father 
watched her from day to day. There 
was the taint of consumption in his 
own family ; his sister Mary, when 
about Eily’s age, had faded out of life 
just in the same way that hie dear 
little girl seemed now likely to do. 
The big dark eyes, the little white 
transparent hands lying so qniet.ly out 
side the coverlet, tha pale, bloodless 
lips that smiled so bravely at his 
coming, eacn sent a sharper a tab ol 
pain to the father’s heart. He had 
always known she was too sweet, too 
good and lovely to stay with them ; 
why had she ever come to leave their 
hearts thus desolate at her going ? 
And yet, God knows, it had been much 
to have her, this dear loving taeasure, 
even for a few short years.

Daring those weeks when he was not 
at E ly's bedside, he wandered aoout the 
fields like one ha f dazed with sorrow 
and fear. Tae farm, bis yet unfilled

44 Go on. go on, my pet !” he said at 
last. 44 Y iu innst nut stop your prayers 
for me. L 6 me say them w th you, 
child—if 1 only remember howl”

A strange look of happiness came 
Into the young face, lying so white on 
its pillows, flushing it to a delicate 
wild rose color.

44 That will be beautiful, father,” 
she said. 44 Shall I b*gin it again ? 
Mother and I were only at tho first 
mystery.”

He nodded rissent, aud she began. 
As he listened tv the sweet girlish 
voice, ringing with a new sound of 
joy and happiness, aud dwelt with a 
mmd as collected as might be on each 
wonderful mystery, repeating the 
Paters and Aves unfurgetten of his 
youth, the whole joy aud peace, the 
purity and tender solace of the re
ligion he had cast aside cam •- back as 
it borne on angel wings, and settled 
down on his soul. Pleadingly, broken
ly, his voice went up to heaven with 
those of wife %nd child, ho begging 
God to spare one dear life to him, 
woilst they besought their Heavenly 
Father to bless this father on earen, 
and grant him tho priceless gift oi 
faith.

Tnat waa bat the first of many 
rosaries which E ly's lather offered up 
tor his child's restoration to healto. 
E re ry night from that onwards the 
entire family gathered round the sick 
girl's bed and said the rosary in 
uaisin. In every beautiful mystery 
there was something to appeal to tho 
taau's always kindly nature. The j >y 
and parity of the Auniaciation, the 
numole kindness of tho Visitation, the 
humanity and love of the Birth ol our 
Lori, the sacrifice of His offering, the 
mothorly tenderness and fear and joy 
embodied in tae losing aud finding oi 
th) Divine Child—all appealed in turn 
to tne human father's heart.

As it in answer to his
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in answer 
helped doubtless by her own, and the 
ardent joy wnich her lather's new dis- 
positions gave her, Eily s health itn 
proved from that day forward with 
wonderful rapidity. Very soon she 
was able to go, first driving, then 
walking proudly by her lather's side, 
to Mass or confession to the little 
cnapei which Tom Djonellan had never 
entered since he made Eueen tlenuessy 
his bride so many years ago.

* *
Tom Djonellan is now the most 

earnest and exemplary of Father 
Uunphy’s flick, woile his daugnter 
is as healthy and blooming a specimen 
of young Irish maidenhood as may be 
touud in any throe parishes. All this 
Mrs. iJ nnellan puts down to one 
cuing only, the wuodertul power aud 
fclli;acy of the Rjsary. Tae re is little 
tear, either, that tne pious custom will 
ever be allowed to lapse iu tneir house, 
lor sometimes, when Euy out oi 
ruguishness, pretends to be forgetting 
all about it, her lather will delight 
her by asking, with a haii-reproacniul 
glance, as he lays aside his book or 
newspaper ;
“Now Eily, my love, isn’t it about 

time we'dtuink of saying the Rosary ?” 
— Nora Tynan O’Mabony in the Irish 
Messenger.

This Father, all-wise, all-loving and 
all powerful, has me ever in His sight ; 
He sees my sufferings, my sorrows, my 
fears ; His knowledge is not limited, as 
mine is, to what is already past; H-* 
knows and foresees all that the morro* 
has in store for me; He proportions my 
trials to my strength, and will never 
suffer them to be greater than I can 
bear.

The following tribute to tho work of 
the Holy Name Society is from the 
Christian Advocate (Methodist), New 
York :

Bishop MoFaul (Catholic) of New 
Jeroey, addressing 11,000 members of 
the Holy Name SjoUtiea said; 44Ito 
people can assert themselves unies* 
they manufacture public opinion. 
Road your Catholic publications. If 
you don’t support a Catholic paper, 

prayers, j how are you going to be abreast ol the 
times on Cath >lio questions?” (As 
true for Methodists as for Catholics.)

The Holy Name Society is a protest 
against profanitv. Every man in line 
carried a small flag of the order with 
white letters ‘ti X 8.” Tne house* 
were decorated with American flags. 
At Newark 20,000 men, members of 
the Holy Name Society, with bande ol 
music and banners bearing their mofc 
toes aud flags, marched for miles 
through the s reets. It is estimated 
that about 50 00Û persons participated 
in the Benediction services. Two 

j thousand members of Holy Name 
S ocieties, from Morristown and several 

; adjacent towns paraded. All over the 
country this society is doing good work 

1 and another Oatnolio society devotes 
I i:self to total abstinence. Every 
; person must approve these efforts. 

Profane swearing demoralizes the moral 
sense when it is began, shocks those 
that hear it Lr the first time, and 
when it has become spontaneous 
and almost automatic, disgraces people 
in society in which on no account they 
would be guilty of such speech. Worst ef 
all, it undermines reverence, takes the 
-ympathy and love out of the name of 
Jesus and the majesty and authority 
out of the name of God. None who 
profane the name ot God and Christ 
habitually are in the habit of siucere 
prayer, though they may count tielr 
beads or utter iu public or to them
selves stereotyped Methodist phrases. 
—Stored Heart Review.
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ing, the sight of the dainty little 
maiden who came down the shady bor 1 haggard, his prize cattle, his thoroagh 
een. (ringed with (erni and prlmrotes ! * h—“ *"'* '"11 *" "
and violets and a myrird wild flowers, 
running with glad outstretched arms to 
meet him, seemed to her loving father's 
yes a vision almost too sweet and beau 

tiful to be real. With a happy exulta
tion in his heart, he, too, would have 
thanked God for His miny great g fts 
had he only believed in a God. But 
this was Mrs. Donnellan's sorrow ; her 
husband, such a good and tender has 
band, the loviog father of her children, 
and himself the child oi pious Catholic 
parents, was yet that pitiful thing, an 
u nbeliever.

Unfortunately for himself, this man, 
born acd reared on kindly Irish soil, 
had felt in hi« youth 44 the curse of the 
wandering foot.” Discontented with 
his surroundings, he had left Ireland 
while yet in his teens, and had travelled 
through Eogland and America, where, 
through increasing neglect of his religi
ous duties and constant intercoursî 
wl h me i of little or no belief, he came 
at la t to forget the faith of his fathers, 
and to look on the tenets of the old re 
ligion as the merest lank superstition.
Tired of his wanderings, and finding 
little peace or contentment wherever 
he went, he returned at length to the 
country of his birth and bought a com
fortable farm with the savings of his 
years abroad. And when the gentle

Been Hennessy, an old neighbor's 
daughter, whom he remembered as a 
little flaxen-haired girsha ten years his 
junior before he went away, consented 
after a swift wooing to become his 
bride, Tom Donnellan felt tbati indeed 
he had 44 all the heaven he wanted, 
right here on this old earth.”

Owing to his Industry and practical 
use of np-to-date lessons in farming ac 
quired abroad, things prospered with 
him from the beginning. Yeti he never 
41 darkened a church door,” never went 
to Mass or the sacraments, never knelt 
down morning or evening to thank God 
for His mercies, or to ask Him lor a 
blessing or forgiveness. Ev3n his 
going to chapel to be married by a 
Catholic priest had been more or lets a 
concession to the conventions, granted

ored horse and foal, all h*i ceased to 
interest him. Where was the use of 
anytning if Eily were to go ? And 
would he never, never see her again, 
once the cruel eni had come ? Was 
that bright, pure soul, that loving, 
tender spirit to be extinguished once 
and forever, like a candle blown out in 
the wind ?

Witi a stifled groan of agony he stole 
to the dour of her room fee'ing a sad
den fresh stab of pain as the murmur 
ing voices, rising and falling in prayer 
within, sank into silence at the sound of 
his knock. His wife got up from her 
knees as he entered, the oale face of 
his little girleen seemed filled with a 
sodden confusion and alarm. Stnng 
with a new sense ot self-reproach, he 
flung himself on his knees at the bed
side, taking the tw> little hands, 
reluctant for once to meet his, into 
his own. Around the thin white fin
gers the beads of her Rosary were 
tvined, in her soft moist little palm a 
slender silver cruciflx lay hidden 
With a pitiful, heart broken cry he let 
his head drop, covering hands, cruci 
fix and all with tender, remorseful 
kisses.
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THIS IS THS SHEET 
METAL AGE. Sidin;Owners of frame buildings, 

with an eye to cutting down 
insurance rates, and who re
cognize the wisdom of making their buddings 
fire and weather proof, are increasing the 
demand for Galt Steel Siding by leaps and bounds.

G.U Steel Siding, j<n know, U ire. «.ter, wind. >nd Iro 
proof. Original cost is not more than wood and far le.u than atone ee Wlca.

Easily and quickly applied. Will last a lifetime.
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Are Guaranteed to Care Rheamattam and 
s*8° Female Disorient arising from 

uric Acid. The Electro-Chemical Ring Is not 
an ignorant charm or faith cure, bat a scienllflo 
medium for the elimination of uric acid from 

blood. The Kecret, the power, tho merit in 
tnie ring lie-i in the combination of the various 
metals of which the ring i<= made. No matter 
what the trouble ia, if it i* cauaed by exeese of 
uric acid, the Electro-Chemical Ring will effect 
a cure. Looks just like any other ring, can be 
worn day and nighL We guarantee thee# 
rings to do all we claim, or will refund Use 
money. Send size of finger when ordering.

Mailed to any address on receipt of SI.00.
The F. E. KARN CO., Limited 
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Most people know that if they have 
been sick they need Scott’s Emul
sion to bring back health and strength.

But the strongest point about Scott’s 
Emulsion is that you don’t have to be 
sick to get results from it.

It keeps up the athlete’s strength, puts fat 
on thin people, makes a fretful baby happy, 
brings color to a pale girl’s cheeks, and pre
vents coughs, colds and consumption.

Food in concentrated form for sick and 
well, young and old, rich and poor.

And it contains no drugs and no alcohol.
ALL DRUGGISTS; SOc. AND $1.00.
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