fug toyish fauey. Years afterward,
10 memory rore ko swent aud oloar
from the misty pxwi, ay that erwnlng

“Moliy, darling, do not weep” ho
purmured rootilngly. “f didn't mean

tine, and Sarge coloved bewds danfed
fwom thelr neeks and arm=. On a high

Fitzgraid bade auhion to Laelon a few
daye afterwards on roate for home,
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on tho Blackwater with Mary Fitz.
gotald's girlish form and innecent face,
cnthrontd at the stern of tho “Ave
Martia

Gltdiuge, along under  tho frowning
rampar’y of Strancally Castlo, tho
rowery jausod, and Gorald axked Mary
to toll lim tho story of tho “wizard”
Ear! of Doemond, whe bad bulit tho

hold, and had d 1 his vic.
tims to it, through an outlet In tho
yiver, Gorald nover tired of lstening
to thio logond, nor Mary repooting it.
but’ this timo she told 1t 1n old Qaclle
YETH0.

Rovorently Gerald pulled in hisoara,
and listoned with rapt attontion to
the talo of tho hapless Elleon O'Mooro,
whom the .Earl had captured and
thrown Into & reekiug dungeon, hoplig
to twring heavy ransom fromw ler clans.
mon, and Low, falling in s desigly,
ho suffocated hor aad sent hor body
adrift on the waters. Mary's vorso
related iow the last officos of religlon
arero charltably rendered by tho plous
tnmntce of Rhinorew Abboy, close at
hand:

“See dowq tho vista towardr yon river

band—

8low moved a white-drapot barge!
‘Thercon elho lles, y

Tho sweot doad flowoer; whilo o'er her
sadly chant

Tho cowlea monks to tuno of muffled

oars,
Thoy look upon her faczi not trace it
8

wen:
-Of paln, but all 4 cnlm‘.bﬂu 1f the mald
Had sunk I sloep's cmbrage.”

“And you really componcd  those
1ines 7" nskod Gorald O'Neill,

“Yos,” sho sald, “Do You aimiro
fnok verso?”
b"'l‘hnt 1 ¢o,” he answerod warmly.
“T muat nek you some duy t0 00IMposo
voracs for me. You know that, In a
fow wocke my final exaniination comoes
off, and If I suocecd, old Oxford must
ring seith the sound of your pralses; n
plain Englhh: you must writo an ode

homor.” .
m"f\ng':-uxt," sho aald, laughingly.
»But tell me, whiat are your aepira-
tlons, when once you find yourself
tannched on the avorld, a fully fledged
wrangler 2

The youug mnn hesitated.

“Oh, If the gods aro propiticus, I
shali prooeed to Londom, anu glve my-
solf a holiday, danolng, flirting and

o reat.”
t’h’}.‘ﬂﬂ tone jarred on uls compauion's
ears, aixl her face grow serious.

“Suroly you wouldn't grudge a fel-
tow. fits hard-carned holldny 7** he sald.

"Gerald," sald, calmly, “I
grudge you mothlng, but thils iy for
your good and recreation; bus ¢ palne
mc to hoar you speak of your juture in
thiz thioughtioss atrain. Life toa
ficeting to have 1t squandercd av you
desoribe.”

“You are nothiag sliort of belig a
tunt” he exclatmed, iwnlf pettlshly.
“But here we are at the Lland of
Molana; and wo haven't edten a morso!
all day. Here, give us vhe prog ;" and
he moored the bunt to & stout stone
plifer.

CHAPTER II,
Having partuken of luncheon, Mlsg
¥l i and her lon wan-
dered through the now orumbling ruin
bullt by St. Molanalde, In tho slxth
century.

Ag yet, there lmd beon no formal
betrothal botween the two. They had
been playmates from infanoy together.
She had passed her chlldhood at a
French convent, and for muny yoars
he been an Limato of Magdalen
College, Oxford.

When our stcry opens sho was aged
twenty-ouo and ho twenty-flve.

No Jdonbt he poseessed tnlents nbove
the nverago, 8nd thie comlng oxamina.
tlon wus to prave Lo tho world that
the Celt L1 bora to exocl in whntever
line ot Ilfe he adopts.
Gorald O'Nelll's spirits rose at the
golden prospects before him; and whea
: an Invitation to pase the Chilavmas
E bolldays at Leaterling Houss oame, in

Mary's handwriting, his oup of piess-

ure overflawed. At once he accoptod,

jand Threwing his valiss Into the night
i from Loudon to Hollyhend. ho
B¥found hlmmell in & few! hours orossing

[ the siiver atreak” svlich separatod
BEogland and Ireland.

- Ming F' 1d cordially 1

er old playmate. Women ara bettor
plomats than ncn, and eho (it able

o conceal her admiration mrith femin.

nn taot; but when it came 1o Gerald's
™, he oast aside all foremality, and
Boldlng lier oWt at arm’e Jength ox-
aimed
y Jove, Mary, you have grawn
a beauty.
i Over Molana's green award thoy

those

P

to vox you. Don't dwell on my fooldh
speveh. It will sadden your fuco bo.
fore the Chrlatmas festiva dusns upon
g+ ant [ want (0 lead off Sir Roger
de Coserley with the preiiiest girl in
touth Munator.”

But nothlng could arouse tne girl
trom her sad voverie. In her minds
oso sho behold horsoll marrled to an
tuftdel, and sho reeolved that this
slould never be, Tho battle butween
consolonce and affeotion was a hard
one, and the tompter whilspered :

“Marry him flrst, and afterwards
you van consvert him.”

Tho words lingernd In her car, and
mparted A passlng balm to hor
wounded spiris, Just then there was
a rustio among tho talt poolars—
“Barran A8 lances, amongst which the

win
Makes wintry musle, sighing as it
and Mlsa ‘):‘\tfcemld turned 1o sodf the

0880, .

Bofore the lovers 8tood an old
avoman, dressed in & short blue pottl-
coat and searlet shuwl, followed by o
young glirl attired in a dingy waler-

oof, : They both wore yellow ellk
korchilefs on thelr heads and were bare:
footed.

“Sweothearty,” muttercd tho hag.
and taen in o mized Jargon <litezasked
an alme,

Gerald gave 14 promptly.

“Your fortuue, sir,” she said, grasp-
ing his extended hand, “and a mighty
fine one 1% 18. Shall I tell 12"

“Just what 1 wish you 1o " wns
tho reply, and the old woman! pressed
bis paim,

“Here, gltl, quick, bring me & burn-
ing Lrand,” ant she motloned to hor
companion.

From a smoldering fire in the corner
of the abhey, the younger woman pros
duoced & charred stick.

“FHere goes,” contiuucd tho fortune-
teller, and she traoed mystic \nes over
Gorald's hand.

“You won't marry your first love,
No; sho wouldn'y make a [ife mar,”

Mary Fitegerald trembled with In.
digoationy ’{The proplicuy was exclt
ing bor curloefty: she had not strength
:of mind to close hor ears: so she re-
malned In th samo position, ilstening
atteakively.

“A nut-brown maid, with eves like
ato 4, will crose your patt. Bewaro)"

‘10 gipay paused.

“yniess you prove cauny you will
fall lnto the torrent. On the opposite
bank thore hovere a golden cloud, lost
fn  futurity. The olst thickone, 1
oannot vee more,” And xhe Jropped Gore
ald’s hands,

“Wil the young lady have her for
tune to0ld,” she asked, ntering nt'Mary
through her rat.ltke eves.

“No, thank you,” auswered Mary,
“Come, Gerald; evening 1y falling; we
mast go home:
She was growing disgusted with the
faroe, and angey with Gerald for coun-
tenaucing it.

“Take things quletly, young lady,”
8aid the ol woman, sarcasticzliy. *1
have a rod In plokle for you: but it
13 a mowterry rod, an emblem of your.
@olf—over and slways a snowberry;”
and sho pincked up by the roote a twig
of snowlerry that tad twined round
1he sepulcheasl urn of Raymond le Gres,
and premsented it 20 Mary Fitzgorald,

“What does it mean?” she asked,
nervonly,

“When our horoscope ik oawt, think
of Meg Melton,” was tho refoindor,
coupled with a haggish laugh. “A
mmowber,y always.”

She waved her hand in parting salo-
tat’on anrd beckoning ko her tompan-
lon they both embarked In mn antl-
quatad boat, and pulled rapldiy up the

Blavkwater towards the town
Youghal,
CHAPTER III.

Curistmas morning Mass had been
#eld in the private chapel; Mury’ Fits.
gerald looked fu valn for her lover's
entranpe. Towarde tho end of +ho sere
706 he sauntered in, but his vacant
gAre betrayed h's unbellef in the Sa-
ored Myserlsa. Hour)y the truth waw
dawning upon ber that hie want ot
falth would prove an iron barrier to
thelr unlon; and the thought became
maddening $0 ber sensltive nature,

The priest who ofticlated was a man
of decp research and when Mery heard
Oerald and the old clargytag wander-
irg throuch t¢he mases of classic
authors, she lujled her mingivings to
rest In the hopo that such w wise gom-
panion might win the truant backl to
the fold. £he hed Net %o learn that
until grave touzfiee ‘the stony heart
Bloquenos, talent, and olt this world's
treasures of mind and Lody count as

nhing lon of & soul X0

andured, duving
y#, and In tho abbey clolster thay
ite? the towd of Roymond Jo Gros,
rongbow’s etardy lleatepant and
frothor-tn law.
Few mean have Jived a stormier lifo;
d ono conld almost Imagine that
e Jull and qngz; :\?’ pleasing to hlm.”

g in ¥

‘Mary's parents, herself, and Gerald
O'Neill formed the xmall dinner party
that ms down to the Chrlstran(dinner
at Listerling House, and in ths even.
ng mustercd fricnls from the sur.
rounding oonniry to swell-te gather-
Ing And partake of tho dalnky fardpro-

g o
“Amomg guoate was an
girl, n Miss Everill, who was staying

stoo! the old woman pe-rched herseif.
&l oxplained iow #iic and ke compan-
tou had xrn Denighzed in a squall on
o river, amt Low their boat bnd
found~red and Jeft themn adrift on the
#hore had a miic distent.  She econ-
cludel by anking xb -jter for the night
at Listoriing Houne.

It wae reuadily glven, nad tho hag
oronked A note of thaaker,  Leering
round the fegtive chambuer her e)es
rested ou Miss Fitzgerald.

“Every whip to lior moorings,” gheo
oxolalined, anl each gno crept to &

scat.

“Ladlea and gentlemon, while the
Great Bear 18 shining fu the heavens,
Itsten to the gulden roll of fame, which
unrolls for me before you.”

With suppressed breath cach one
heard hia or her fate unfolded, with
ona oxceptlon-. Mlsr Fitigerald.

Even florald O'Ne'll had his  for-
tune rehoarsed for the second ¢imo, and
I over the vislen of the “nut.
brown mnld with starry eyce,” that
waw to make or mar his future.

Wheie he Jooked arcund for an ap-
proving smile frcm his cowpanion she
had vanizhed, and ncither threat nor
porsaasions could prevall on her to re-
appear,

“'She does not llke to hear that she
wlil) alwaye be a snowherry, muttered
the fc ‘tunedeller, “but, all the same,
tho mystic soroll remalus analtored,
and I sec cmboased in lines of fire her
dntiny—n snowherry.”

With this proplicey the Christman
party at Listerling same to a close.

CHAPTER 1IV.
Gerald O'Nefll upbraided Mary for
bad teste lu breaking up the
Christmas party, whlle sho reminded
him of the unhappy ctlcut produced on
her mind by his scuptical words on the

Jand of Molana. She dld not allude

the glpsy's propheoy. It was too
perropal & matter—therefore  abe
shunned it. Naxt day sho planted tho
“gsnowberry wand” beslio the rastic
porch at Llsteriing House.

Gerald O'Nelll remaombered the tiny
spray, and when tho Hi-humor had
#ubsided, > askod for somo herries in
case 1t bore ang.

“1 whaa't be here noxt Chrimtmas,”
he sald, ““The berrles will remind me
of olden times, ‘olore any distruvt
came botween us,” aud he stepped in-
to the croydon thal was to oonvey
hin to the ratiway ~tation,

Time passcd on, and one morning a
telegram was handed to Mary :

“Passed Senlor Wrangler. Send the
ode.~G. O'Nelll”

M™ary -felt In no mood to court the
otic muse, and in reply to the wel-
volue intelligence only sent u Jeiter of
oougratulation,

The dlsappolntcd student stormed
with ludlgaation; months pussed, and
no Jetter came In reply to hers.

An invitation reached Mary from an
auvnt In London, and she gladly ac-
oepted it.

To the great metropolls she went,
and one day, while visiting the bel-
fry of an old, historle ruln, ehe en-
ovountered her former aoqualntance,
Miss Everill,

Aiter spwe cosual remurks she dis-
ocovered that the English girl was
aware of Gorald's whereabouts.

“How odd o him not to call and
800 you,” she remarked, ““but at pres-
ant hle head s fall only of one ldea—
my cousln, Carrle Ccsby. A man in
love i not_ respousible for hls acts,”
and slie shook her head significantly.

“I wieh to send some snowborriea at
Cerlstmas,” Mary answered, not prae
tondlng to nokice the ahaft almed at
ber heart. “He askod for some in vur
old home In Ireland.”

“Ah, reslly,” went on Mg Everlll.
“Well, I haven't sean hiny for thepast
montk. e waw at Brighton with the
Costiy’s when I heacd last of him.
They Wil both start for Monaco, and
Carrie intends to thank me there, be-
cawso It was 1 who introduced her to
Mr. O'Nelll.”*

Mary listened like one In a trance,
but further than that Dotrayed no
slgns of the mental apony she was
gtriving to combat.

“Talking of mowberrled,” resumed
Miss Everill, “do you recollect the
fortune-teller at your houxe last
Clirletimag ? I ever : come across &
snowberry I shall think of you and
your righteous Ind'gnatlon whon sho
callad you one.” .

“T «Imoet forges It; last Christmas
foems #0 long AK0" Mary answored,
ooldly, "Good-bye.”

Two shivering, ragged, little ohil.
dAren wandered into the ancient belfry:
the pansed to drep a few coine into
thelr grimy hauds, Mis Everlll,
taking advantage of hor delay, call
o4 atter Der:

“Perhaps  we might meet at  {he
Lyceum of \vodnesday night, when
Irving playa In “The Bells' Carrlo
and Mr. (Nelll &0 siira 10 be +hore.”

“Perlra')e,” replied Miat Fitegerald
qnlmly. And passed qulokly ont of the
i,

Beansimo vhe dotermined to catch &
gNnpg: of Yerald nt the Iyconm, coms
what. wonld: Her resolntios wag car

CHAPTER V
Up wud down paced w svung Sinter
of Charity tn the ward: of one of Ire.
laad s hospitaly, the Rosary beads
gitding alowly through her fingers,
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Our renders  will  recognt AMiso
Fitageraid under the black vefl and
whito colf worn by the daughtors of
Mary Alkenhead.  Fivo years previ.
ously sho had budo adlon to her par-
entx and Livtoritig [House, and starteds
fer tho nosiviate at  Militown Park,
County Duhiln,

Somchow this evening old mwemories
flitted through her mind, and a feeling
of Intenso pity for the renegade derald
wolled up within hor boeom,

Sleantimo the snowberry had grown
into & lusty plant, and was shooting
fta green tendnls through the old
porch at Listerllug, whilo uuder un
Itallau sky the falvhlesé Gerald wan-

Some yeere before he hed married
Carrlo Cosby. Whaen 3lss Fitzgerald
heard of the marrlage she took wise
counsel from the Clstervian Fathers of
Mount Melleray  Abbey, olose to her
home, ang actlug under thelr advico
Joined tho raunkes of the Sleters of
Chrrity, Thus wo find her pacing up
and Cown the hosplial wards.

"Do rou want anythlag 2 sho asked
of an emaclated woman who had been
carrled In th> previous ovenlng, suffer.
lug from a broken }mb.

"'Can't you glve me anything to ease
wy leg 2" was thy qaerulous reply.

“The doctor will be hero Immedistoe.

ly. In the mecantlmo pray to God
for patlencg™ tho sister answered
gontly,

“Uod may bo goxd %o thoso who
know Him. 1 never ald know Him,
and [ don't want to know Hiy," was
b8 Irroverent rojolnder.

Sletor Mary Dympna took the brok-
eu ‘Nmb between her hands, ahg eafd
frwly @ .

“You can’t speak In that way of our
govd God. You will learn to love Him
‘befora you dle.”

Then she searched for the Rosary
boads that hung suspended from her
girdie, and In slmple language unfolded
the ;:ynterlu of Our Lord's iife mnd

The poor suffering croature drank in
the new lewsons with avidity, and en-
treated of hor compunlon to somplote
the work of her Inetruction.

The broken )imb had to be ampu-
tated, and during th> lulls of pein
which followed, Sister Mary Dympna
might be scen dally, b ade In hands,
explalning tho meanlug of cacl decada
to the sufferer,

A fortnight after the operation,
symptoms of weakness began toap-
pear, and medlal opiulon declared
that She patlent’s daye were number-
ed. The time wag short, and nnch
was to be done, und the Sldter strove,
with all the love of God which con.
sumed hor hcart, to prepare the dy-
ing woman, who otidently was a view
tim of intemperance. Rancor and re-
veuge appeared to burn In her poul
agalnst those who had waylaid and
robbed her, which latter particulars
shoe gavo with hesltnalon, and then

‘You may run sway from hydrophobia,
because you can see it coming in the
frothing mor:lgue and the snapping jaws
of the mad dog. But the discases which
carry off the greater pari of mavkind
there’s no running away from, They are
atealthy, insidious, “end
eome as a thief in the
i

ix per cent, of the daily
deaths are due to con-
sumption. The name of

o “discast suggests the
honor of emnciation, the
labored  breatbing, the
¥ hectic color, the night-

P sweats which mark ‘the

struggles of the daily
weakening victlm,
To those with weak
lungs, obstiuate, lingering congh, bron.
chitis, and kindred ailments which, if
neglected, lead on to eonsum%ion, Dr.
Pierce's Golden Medical Discovery
briugs hope, help and healing., Its
cures have been many and marvelous,
Thousands who had “lost lope, have
found & permanent cure in ‘'Golden
Medical "Discovery.”

“Jan gdng 1 wrote you
in regard to tuy health
which” at _(,m‘t';?:e )“vn
very | poor, e,
MNAUSSR: Barpes, of Gar
Beld, Pawnee Co, Kunsas.
* My trouble was brouchial
afR<tion. Symptoms: spite

3 x;: x al 3\ every
o ve yea
-hommgc bmlh? n"'

w
and sore throat, loss of trength, at times almost
1oss of voice, rreguler nm—l- fact 1 thought
1 was lng into consumytion. I con-
){w a me to give Dr,

Plerce's Goldea Mcdicn) Dl«myn trial, which
used two bote

icine.
e e e el
L1 . Lnow of a’lady
T S S
sings its praee.” A
Some dealers may offer you a ** {ust ae
m" medicine in place of Nr, Pisrce's,
&'s more profit in the sale of
:ﬁiﬁm 1 dealer thinks

myourm

Avould break lnto lamentailont aver the
ruby beady and glass car-rings which
had een stolen {ruin her.

Gradually, Diviuc Urage aesorted its
cmoplre over the darkened beart, and
tho waters of Lupilsm floived, one
morning. over the outeast’s head, A
poace, hitherto unnkown, calmed her
wild apirlt, and she reluted with tears
of repentanse, snatches of her gipsy
life. Her days seciucd to bave been
apent on the river Blockwater, eater-
Ing farmers’ houses by night, and
carrylng oil fowl und corn.

On one occaslon she mentioned the
Island of Molaua, nnd Sister Dympua’s
mild eyos glstencd when sho heard'her
relate tho sory of the lovers-who had
wandered there one wiutry day, six
yoar« bolore. 1

“The youug Jady was t0o good and
sinleea to show her hand to 4 wretch
Hiko me,”” she sald, “and when I saw
her gentle fape I kncw she would al-
ways be a scowberry, whito and pure,
and so I told her. Poor <Lhing. sho
was »0 fond of her lover, she dld not
Itke to hear it, Ioften wondered what
hecamo of her. The gentleman wau
no mate for hur, sweet soul. A golden
futuro les In walt for him befcre he
dlos, but not with ber. She was born
to bo a nun llxe you, Sister.”

“When you ehter Heaven,” sald the
nun, sadly, “make your {ixst prayer:
‘Mother of Jeeus, pray for Gerald
O'Nelil.' »

Her companion uodicd assent, and
kissed tho beads reverently,

Early he next morning the once
tlery spjrit of Meg Melton took flight,
‘athied in the dewy balm of thelast
Sacraments.

In Sister Mary Dympna’s arms ehe
oxploed—called at the eloventh hour to
tabor fn the Vineyard.

. CHAPTER VI

One year had passsd away sluco the
close of vur last chupter.

Over the road, petween Cappoquin
and Lisnmre, on the vutskirts of tiie
Knockmenldown  Mountains, County
Waterford, Ireland, aa “outsldo car”
rolled rapldiy along.

Tho driver and a gentleman passen-
ger were its only occupants. Coming
to an lron gute, clogged whifrast, the
latter leaped off und made ble way up
the grass grown avenue leading Lo
Listerling House, No sign of Jfe dls-
turbed the eolltude. A rabbly darted
out from unger tho snowberry tree,
which clung round thw tottering porch,
and a raven vrorked In the chimney
choked with vtones.

The gentleman peered through the
tall, narrow windows, and before him
lay the room where he and his in-
tended bad first mat.

The paper huug down in locee fes-
toons, and there flunted through hle
ming tha visloy of wany a joyous even:
Ing when ho and she nad danced be-

neath the peavocks with gorgsous
talls; which formerly adorned the
walls. Timos ravages hed left its

traces on the home of the Fitrgeralds,
and on the Individunl who nutv plcked
his way through the brambles and kall
RTABS,

Gerald O'Nell} tras the Individual,

Wearied og% with thc cankerlng
cares of th. woerld, for years he lhad
pursuce  the mdrage of awbition.
When ths goal was reached he found
In his hands only tho *“Dead Soa¢ Fruit,”
ta‘r to lock unou, but emnpty and de-
cayed within. He was now a widower,
The woman he had murrled was not
ono to make life happy, aud whex! worn
out by dlwipation, sho gound death
awalilng hor, I~ was not sOrry.

Long ago he had cast aside rell-
glon, and, when the dying woman
gasped

“Gerald, thall we ever meet again 2"
“Never, Carrle. Clote your eyes.
Thls Is all 1 can do for you.”

Such  waw Carria O'Neill's cloalug
seene,

She way burled under the magnolin
troes In Florcuee, and Gerald left the
sunny Isallan clima to wend hls way
Lpmeward.

The gentle form of hlg first love
hounied dim, and sore in mind and
worn out In body, he eought her oid
howe,

tcturnipg $o the sarman ho luguired
what liad bacome of Lis former friencs.
Then ho heard Wat Mary Fitsgerald

| Nor n):onlon nor hire for lis lodglug

pay,
l'l‘hou;h ho tarried & month with ite
ly chole.”

“Th®s 1« tho Abboy, sir,” remarked
the catmun.  “A gentlewman ot the
great houso Is walting for me.
drive you Loth vo Cappoquln.’”

' Gerald O'Nelll's curioslty wan ox-
olted, hud fio wandered Into the church
:o:\x x{ookbmlx::. ‘Thore waa little

o 0 fn the rigid elmplicity of

nn[;)u!orned walls, plielty of the

resently a emnll door opened, and
oue of the Fathers mado nrlfnap'(:eur-
Anco—a young priest with a gon‘le
grace plaging round his classlc feas.
ures. He gllded into the oonfessiona),
and Gorald asked an old woman his
hLame.

“Father Victor,” was the anawer,
Flve minutes elapeed, and through
:il:,' l:nme door emerged unothor Clater-

“That I3 Fuather Albert,”
nformant, sud. bl
,, Geraid scanned the atrict, calns face.
calix a8 moonlight sleoplag upon the
l‘ul.ow,” aud 1t possessed no charms for
im.

“T00 cold,”” ho muruured.

A third time the ‘door opencd, apd
Father Laul, of world-wida fame, en-
tered the church. From under hiy
cowl als penetratiug cyes dlscovered
the now-comer. He pamsod npd looked
:: fifm h::!xl;«gy, thien asconded tho stale.

] to tho galler.
Confesslonal stood. gelery where bla
‘ Ho did not go alone, aud belore he
knew his destination, the wayfarer
wie kheollng at the foet of the patrl.
ahxl-‘chl.unnmvelllng the tangled skeln of

C)

Thoe carman returued to Cappoguia
thav evening without his e: ted
oo ng bla expected pas-

A Becond and thlrd visit to Father
Paul followwed. Chrlstmas Day was
spent by Gerald O'Nelll at e retreat
bouse. A’week passed poacelully away,
aud hle dotermination waa taken. He
loft Mount Mellceay Abbey bound for
the Domlnican Novitlate at Tallaght,
g?.?‘".‘,.’. Dnblblg. On hle way up the

clowater stopped at Listerl|
House, aud ocarrled off the bunclxh::‘t
Snowberrles planted by Mary Fits.
gerald.

Arrived In Cork he wanded Lle way
to the Convent of the Sistars of
Charity, and asked for the Rev.
Mother. He toid hor of his intention
to enter religion, and ocorclnded hls
vislt In those words —“I understand
Mles Fitzgerald is one uf your coms
munity 2 Ask her to pray for my per-
4everance. I Lnve brought thls bunch
of snovberrles (rom het old. home at
Listerilug, to remind her of & prophe-
Oy uttered in her ruga long
It has been varitied In lier case. Whea
Wwe moot (n fieavixs, [ trust that I, too,
way then be uble to greet her with a
&nowberry ln my hand. Give ler this
wessage; she wili understand.”

He was goue, and that evening the
gntd of Tallaght oloeed on Oxford'a
Senlor Wrangler.

Avother Sheaf had been added to
Father Paul’s harvest of sonls, and the
kolden future prophesied by the glpsy
bad dawned upon Gerald O'Nelil.

—Cork Herald.

THE NEW YEAR.

Another year. And what It holds for
me

!
1s strrouded in the gloom of mystery !
1t uw;&or brightnoss reap a Larvest
T

9y
Or even muoh of happlness may bear;
And yot, agaln, of sorraw It may know
A dopth  all yusurpassed In bhuman

wvoe,

Whate'er may coree 1 shull but brave-
Iy wait,

Prepared for either smile or frawn ot
Fate;

Ready alike, for pleasure or for pain;

(‘ount!nﬁ each day dovold of such as
valu.

Thel. &tranger, cowv; ln calinuess I

1l greet

The mbity future, be it sad or sweet,

‘The past 1s dead, forover laldaway,

And bara to carth, fustead the Now
Year's Day.

—E.u A. O'Rolliy, in St. Anthony's

had bocome a nun and hac
wero dond.

Covering hiv faca with his hands, he
drove on, n® kncwlng whither, aud
varing Jess. Beforv tho Abbey of
Aount Mellerny the ocur haited.

The flves appllec to Kileres Abnog
were equally srae with regard to tiils
fmgle of the Cutercian Qrder In Tre-
and ¢
“Such wuw aver tho rule at Kilcrea;
For wlio aver passed, be he horou ur

aqulve,
wzu.{‘r:aio oall #t that abdbdy and

Freo and sasy expootoration immedi.
ately relioves and freon tho throat
longs trom vhoid&hlw. aud & medi-
cine shat promotoe $his in the beet wodi-
cipe 10 nae for congbe, colde, infanima-
tion of the lungs and ail affections of
the throat avd chest, This is precisoly
what Bickla's Auti-Corenmptive Syrop
is a specific for, and whorever usad it
bas given unbouuded eatifsction. Child-
ven like It because it is pleasent, sdulla
mhcmu it relioves a2 oures the




