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Grand the expense of the heavens, but
grander the thougnts they suggest,
Lovely the blush of the morting, the crim-
#on aud goid of the West,

Bright are the stars of the midnight, float.
fug In measur: less space,

But deeper and grauder the secrel we strive
'‘mid thelr brightness Lo trace.

Fair is this besutiful planet, ite carpet of
verdure, 114 Keas,

Its mantle of (ife-glving air, its sunshine, its
mists and 1ts breeze,

Daeep vhe emotions thal nature guickens to
Jife in tow goul,

But deeper and grander Lhe gilmpses we
cateh of the 1nfluite wnole.

Cunning the band of the artist, & study his
thovgut-chiseled face,

Béwitching the smile of the maiden, en-
traneing her beauly and grace,

Perfect the cap of the Illy, sweet 18 the
breaih of the ross,

But deeper ard grander the spirit that
valnly they sixive to disclose,

Wondrous the symbol of being, spread out
on every hand,

Wondrous tue secret of nature, of eky, of the
#ea, of Lhe land,

Vast is the outward creation, undiscovered
by man aud untrod,

Yetl iguorance, in 1t8 p'esumption, famil.

larly prates about God.
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KNOCKNAGOW
uR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XVII,
LORY,

When Hugh was closlng the door, be
felt some sifght reslatance « ffered from the
outside ; but on locking out he could see
nothing, the night was so intensely dark,
Oa attemptiog to close the door a second
time the eame gentle pressure prevented
him

#Who's there ?” he seked,

There wes vo reply ; but a rather tall

oung lad advanced a step or two into the
gl“. and looked wildly about him.

He was elight aud somewhat rawboned,
and being at that moment almost blue
with the cold, he presented the sppesr.
apce of enything but a handeome youth,

Hugh waited, expecting bim to speak ;
and he walted, expecting Hagh would
epeak And so they continued to stare at
each other for a couple of minutes.

“[ came with my siaters,” sald the
young lad, st last, in & voice 80 unexpect-
edly deep end loud that it made Hugh
s'art.

‘Ob, Mr Hanly,” sald Huogb, “I had
qaite forgotten you”

*No worder for you,” was the reply In
the same volce, snd with the same wild
opening of the eyes. “I ked a petticont
on me the last tlme you saw me. Huh!
buh !”

Ha laughed a deep, hollow lavgh, In
which Hugh joined—rot because the lsugh
was at all 1afectious, bat bacause the
allusion to the jeiticiat, in which his
young nelghbor had b:en kept far beyond
the usual age, called up the very remark
able figure which a year or two before he
oceasionally :aw etarting from some grove
or hedge, or mounted upon a gate pler or
paling, avd lookling, he used to think, like
a young Iadian in an ea:ly etage of the
process of clvilizatlon,

“Come fa, Tais Ia young Me, Hauly,”
ha added, on entering the paclor.

Young Me Hanly pulled off his eap,
and looked ronad him as {f he intended
to bolt immeiiately, If he could only fiad
an opening Anywhere,

Everyuue looked at young M¢, Hanly
exo2pt the doctor, who was #0 absorbed in
Its own refloctions, or In the shine of his
hoots, as to seem unconsclous of what was
passing.

‘od night, Rchard,” sald tha new
arrival.  Aad the deep b'sy of his voice
made them all start.

“Oh, Lory!"” Richard exclaimed, ex
tendiag b's band to hlm, “How on earth
did voa mansgs ty grow ao fast ”

“You're a heed over mo yet,” replled
Lory,

“Have a glass of puuch?’ sald Mr,
Kearuey.

Lory made 1o reply ; but the expresslon
of his faco as he drew a chalr to the table
was more eloquent than words,

He cast & look towards the door as If
apprebending  oppositlon  from  that
quarter, aud commenced operatlons in a
rather hurrled manner,

Me. Kearney, who had egala Introduced
the bull-bait, was proceeding to give them
8omo particulars Le had learned from Wat
Murphy, when Lory producad another
senaatlon by the slmple remark :

“I know all about that.”

Lory gulped dowa & mouthfal of hls
puuch, which was go hot that it brought
the toare to bly eyes, and hastily pushed
bis tumbler towards Me Lowe, a pro-
ceeding which rather astonished that
rentleman, who seamed to think that Mz,
Hanly intended to share tha beverage
with him,

But after looking towards the door, and
findlug that his sister, whose voice he had
just heard in the ball, was not coming
into the parlor, Lory took possession of
his tumblor agaly, and looked at Me,
Lowe as if, on the whole, he rather
thought hiwmeelf fu clover.

“How ls your father 1’ Me. Kearney
asked.

“Leouldn’t tell you that,” replied Lory.
“He's in Dabiln.?

M-+, Hanly the e!der was an attorney ;
but the nature and extent of his profes-
slonal business was somsthing of &
mystery to bls nelfghbours, He made
periodical vislis to the matropolis, during
which he was la a macner lost to his
fawily and frlends in thecountry, Some
frquisitive people attempted from tlme
to time to fiud out his whereabouts in
Dab io, but except that he was once seen
dining at & taveru in the neighborhood of

0 mond.quay, these attempts invariably
proved unsuccessful, Attorney Hanly
came and went Itke the ewallows—or
rether the awlfic—that took periodical
nossesslon of the crevisea lu the old castle
bear his houss, aud no one was the wiser
of where Le had been, save In a general
way ; for 2 latter to him, addrecsed “Gen-
mal Lust-Ollice, Dublin,” usually reached
Ms bauds—when it sulted him, o rented

n not very large farm within a mlle of

Kaocknagow, upon which ho had bullt a

Imudsome house, where bis family always

Iwed genteely, though eomewhat econonl.

cily. Attorney Hanly was eccentrle, and

supposed to be rich—probably becanse he
wa eccentrie,
‘Qomo, let us have a few songs from the

Hanly rattling st the plano, I think.”
Tbe gentlemen lollovui him to the
drawing room, except the doctor, who sat
with folded arms at the fire, and Lory,
who walted to finish bis punch.

#What's thet I heard Rose aud Ksthleen
talkirg sbout " Lory asked, I couldn’t
get it out of them, they laughed so much,
Sowethiog about ysu and the bog 1"
¢Shut up, Lory,” the doctor exclsimed,
starting to bls feet end filllng out a glass
of wine, which he swallowed with a lock
of dfstraction.

“Come,” eald be, after arranging his shirt:
collar at the lookivg-glass, “finish that
and let us go to them.”

*Falth, I'd rather stay where I am,”
sald Lory, looking at the decanters,

“On my honour, my dear fellow,” re-
plled the doctor, “you are not at all singu.
lar In that way of thinking, Rose and
Kathleen are here?”

“Yes, and Mlss Lloyd.”

“Whew 1” ‘The doctor whistled and
walked up and down the room.

“What the devil brought her 7”

“Kaith, I don’t know, They were all
surpriced when she came out with my
mother on the mall car, and walked from
the cross.”

¢] think I understand it,” sald the
doctor. Acd It was some consolation to
bim to reflect that Miss Lloyd’s thoughts
wore so coucentrated upon Sir Garrett
Butler’s nephew that she probably had
given ro attention to his humble self and
the mieadverture of the morning,

The doctor stood irresolutely at the
drawing -room door, till he heard his father

BRy :

!'Come. Grace, give us ‘Who Fears to
Speak of 'Ninety- Eight,’”

And under cover of the song the doc-
tor advanced and shook hands in sll-
ence with Mlss Lloyd and the two Mies
Hanlys,

(irace sang with splrit, and recelved the
compliments of the company with becom
ing digoity. She could not, however,
conceal her delight when Me. Lowe came
to read the words of the song, and ask her
who was its author,

“I heard paon e2y,"” she replied, “that it
was written by oue of the scholars of
Trinity College. All those songs appeared
originally in the Natlon. The alrs are
pearly all old Irish airs ; but the music of
that song is origlnal.”

Mr. Lowe turned to other songs in the
bock, and it was with no small share of
pride she told him that the writers of
some of them were ‘frleds of her
papa's.”

*l should like to hear you sing this
one,” sald he, pointing to a song, & starzy
of which he had read.

“Ob, yes; that Is cne of Davis's, He
was & true poet, At first I did not ad-
mire his poetry so much, But I do now,
"Tis 8o full of heart, Heo was an frrepar-
able loss to the country,” cthe added
solemaly,

“As a poet " Mr. Lowe asked.

“Well, yes ; but moreas a patriot. Y.u
can bhave no idea of how much he was be
loved. I eaw Mr. D——, who papa says
{s a man of powerful intellect, buvst into
tearsa one evenicg at our housre, whken
speaking of Davis, And O'Connell, when
alluding to him after heariug of hia death,
sald, ‘[ can wrlte no more—my tea's blind
me. "

Mr. Lowe looked at her with surprise,

“Yes,” she continued, s If replylng to
hls look ; “these are O'Connell’s words ”

But it was at herself he was wondering ;
and Hugh and Mary, who sat near the
plano, exchavged looks and seemed to
evjoy his astonishment,

Mi:s Lloyd however, was both astonished
aud chagrined to find that Mr. Lowe could
feel Interest In the prattle of a mere
child,

“I'm sshamed to acknowledge,” eaid
Mz, Lywe, still addressing himself to the
little lady perched upon the stool, “thai I
know almoit nothing about Mr. Davis.
He was, I understand, a yourg barrister
whose name seldom figured In the news-
pepers. Bat from what you tell me I
must belleve he was no common man.”
“Papa says,” she rejolned, “that his
irflaence on the mind of the country wil
be felt forever. And, young as he died,
hls wish was granted.”

“What was his wich 1"

“Hls wich was :

‘Be my epitaph writ on my country 8
mind—

He eserved his country and loved his
Rina '

Mr, Lowe agaln looked at her with
surprise. Bat when Mary glaccad at her
brother tbls time, her glauce was not re
turned. She saw hiz broad chest heave ;
and a strange light, balf fire, half softness,
swam In his dark eyes.
Mary shook her head as she thought to
herself how little they understood him
who thought hlm cold and unsusceptible,
Bohind that‘'down look,” for which Hugh
Kearney got credlt, there was, she waa
sure, a heart and a soul of no common
tenderners and enthuslasm,
Miss Lloyd looked from one to the
other of the group In smazement, She
really could not understand what it all
meant ; but there were many thivgs which
\ 5 o a
Mi:..]; ‘3,'.‘1.53.‘31;3.&8"}!5‘?3 ied nothing
half 8o well as the music of her own volce,
which we must admit was muslcal ; so
much go that It tock many persons a
considerable time to discover that what
seemed so pleaeant had nothlog in it.
But she had a trick of talking to one
person and af another; which was very
trylog to the latter—as Me, Henry Lowe
was destined to learn to his cost,

CHAPTER XVIIL
MISS LLOYD'S FOIBLES,

As wo have sald so much of Mlss Lloyd,
we shall glance at one or two more of her
pecnliarities,

The facility with which Miss Lloyd fell
in love with every eliglble young man—
and occaslonally with an eligible old one
—that came in her way, was something
marvellous, and a source of great anxiety
to her famlly and frlends, Her belng
stlll fn the land of the llving was a matter
of daily wonderment to her sympathlsing
slaters—‘poor Henrletta” was so often
on the polnt of dylug of a broken heart,
Tha defectlon of a yourg ensign of nine-
teen produced euch an effect upon her
that ehe spent twenty four hours “from
one fainting fit Into another”—we quote
the words of her own mother; and
she Was known to have taken to ber
bed for three weeks becanse of the

lades,” sald Mr, Kearney, ‘‘That's Miss

heartlessnoss of a widower of alxty-five

who had been particular io his attentions
on the occaslon of his grand deughter’s
marrisge, Miss Loyd belog one of the
bridesmaids. Bat Miss Henrletts Lloyd’s
strong point wes curloeity— an all absorb.
fog inquisiiivences about other peop'e
snd thelr aff ire The passion—for with
ber it amouuted to & passion—bore down
| everything before it. All seunse o! pro.
riely, all fear of consequences vanlshed
Eku dew, in the Iutense heat of her desire
( to know what her nelghbors were about,
Listening at windows, dropplog o unin-
vited at unreasonable times, stopping ser.
vants io the streets, aud catechislig
butchers’ boys, were every day oceurrences
with Miss Llvyd, She had been known
to rush ecroes the etrect ot eleven at night,
and kpock at Doctor Cuesack’s duor,
merely because her msid had remarked
that a car had stopped there from which a
man with a travelllog bag bad alighted
The doctor—thinking 1t was his asetstant,
whu he had sent with two beead plils to
the pareon’s mother-in Jaw, who had
taken euddenly 1l'—opened the door;
and Mtss Lloyd fourd herself face to face
with an elderly gentleman in bls night
sairt, and was greeted at the same mo-
ment with a cheer from three young gen
tlemen of the Rev, Mr. Labart’s academy,
who bad been wakivg a night of it at the
hotel before resumiuvy thelr etudies after
vaoation,

Mtes Lloyd would sip into the kitchen
for a confab with the cook durlpg the
progrees of a dinner party up stalre, her
not b.ing invited to which was meant as
a deliberate tl'ght, And we blush to ssy
that even the apartments of sfogle yourg
men had no terrore for Mies Lloyd when
her irquisitiveness wasaroused, and could
only bs gratified by bearding the bachelor
in bis bail,

Yest, stravge to say, the lady’s fa'r fame
never suffered from these peccadilloes.
Her immunity in this reepsct, however,
was partly owing to the fact that she be.
looged to that class of fair omes into
whise ‘lug” the Scottish poet begged
leave to whisper—

*Ye’ro aibling nae temptation,”
and partly becanse she was a very rhinoc
er0s to those shafts which usua'ly wound
8o deeply, but which are £o seldom dls.
charged except when they can wound.

From theeo glimpees of Mies Lloyd’s
character the reader must have antici
pated that two of her folbles comblned tc
bripg her this evening to Ballloaclash,

She had been on thorns during the
week to get a look at Mr, Lowe; ar¢
when M:s Hanly met ber in the malx
street of Kilthubber, and casually re
marked that her girls were golog to tea tc
Mr, Kearney’s In the evening, Miss Lloy¢
eagerlv cffered to accompany her home
This Mrs, Hanly reslly locked upon =
an honour, aud thought it a most unfor
tunate clircumstance that ehe bad come t¢
town on the public car and was to retur:
by the same conveyance.

“The girls,”” she remarked, “were re
tureing one or two visits ia the morning
acd I thought it would be too late t
walt for the carrlage, So I took a ses
on the mall car.”

“‘Oh, no matter, my dear Mrs, Hanly,
returned Miss Lioyd, “It will be quit
pleassnt, I know the driver of the ma
car very well, That was Mr, Labaru
oew servant from Dublin that was on th
car with you. I have mot seen har yet,
but I’m tcld she has excellent discosrge
from her two last places. So, »y der
Mra, Hanly, come up and I'il beready i
a minute ”

Mrs. Hanly, In the Innocerce of he
heart, thought it would be pecessary ©
eend an apology to Miss Kesiney ; ss, «f
course, her dsughters could not think
leaving so distinguished a visitor as Mis
Lioyd alone with perself dvrivg tbe ever.
fog. Put Miss INoyd at once removel
that difliculty by avnourclng her utea
tlon of golog with them,

“To be sure,” s:id she, “I’m not persma
ally acquainted with them, but that mskas
no difference. I know thelr brother, tle
doctor, who is a great felend of Ribert’s;
but I belleve be s in Dublin,”

“Ch, he 1s at home,” replied Rze
Hanly., “We passed him a few hours ago
In the bog, I wieh you saw him.”

And Rose glarced at her sister, who, 10
far from joinlng in the laugh, look«d
quite huffed that her admirer should be
made sport of 1n such a manner.

“He is an elegant young man,” Mes
Lloyd observed, gravely; “and waltzes
admirably, e was at the last race ball,
I’ll be delighted to meet him,”

Miss Lloyd was fastening & bracelet on
her wiist in a nervous, fidgety manner,
and had eeveral pins In her mouth while
she waa epeaking

“Oh, I am most unfortunate,” she ex
clalmed, tumbilng varlous small articles
out of her bag on the floor, “I fear I
have lost my charms ”

“’Pon my word, Miss Lloyd, thatis a
misfortune ; and one that few would sus-
pect you ln danger of—

“ Vacuus cantat coram latrene viator.

The youung lady started, and, with @&

terrificd look towaids the .‘.‘,‘.’°§,'m‘t’:c'¢ﬁff{

EE“JE.E?&J:E’WE’E?A"!})EJ her convulstvely
by the arm.

“Why do you come up hers, sir?
What business bave you {u our room ?”
exclaimed Rose, quite In a ehrewlsh tone.

“To tell you that the car is at the door,
and not to keep the pony standing In the
cold.”

“Oh!” gasped Miss Lloyd, with her
hand pressed sgainst her left side, “what
a dreadful voice he bas!”

“I'm always at him about it,” said
Rore, “but I can get no good of him
And tomehow you never know he's there
till he epeaks, He startles ourselves now
a3 much as anybody elee, as he has been
at achool for two years without coming
home, Bat he's very clever,” she added,
evidently proud of the fact. “He took
firet prizes in claeslcs, I belleve that’s
Greek he's after talking now.”

“Oh, I hope he won’t talk any more
Greek to me,” eald Miss Lloyd, drawing a
long breath, “A few more such shocks
would knock me up completely.”

“You'll get vsed to it,” sald Rose, “In
fact, it wonldn’t be half so bed if you were
prepared for It, But let us hurry, and
not leave the poor pony to be frozen to
death,”

“I can’t get any good of it,” seid Miss
Lloyd despairingly.

One elde of her halr was 8o obatinately
fn curl that ¢he couldn't brush 1t out, and
the other elde was so hopelessly out of
curl that she couldn’t twistis in, With

9

Kathleen’s asslitance, bowever, she fixed
it somehow, and on hearing Lory rushing
up tke stairs again they burried out of the
room.

“We're resdy,” exclaimed Rose, putting
her band on ber brother's mouth, to save
Mies L'oyd’s nerves from another ehock.

And vow we fi.d the last-mentioned
Jady with her elbow resting upon Mary
Kearney’s plsuo, and feeling ber halr
with the tips of her fiogers, for the double
purpase of displaying ner bracelet to the
bes. advantege, ard eatlefylng herself as
to how the refractory carl was bebaving
freaif.

She was losiog all patlence at eeeing Mr.
Lowe throwing away eo much of his time
talklog to “that pert little thing,” while
she, Henrletia Lloyd, was there for the
exuress purpore of talking to him,

Bu: when Rise Hanly was asked to
eing, and Grace made way for her, Miss
Lluyd could no longer conceal her incffable
disgust,

*Op, really,” she exclaimed, “ye are all
mucicaily mad,”

To her great rellef, bowever, the tea.
tray appeared just as the song had con:
cluded. And her good humor was quite
restored when she saw they were to have
tea sltticg sociably round the table, Miss
Lioyd shune with peculiar brilliancy at the
tea-table ; and ehe now hastened to take
up a josluon from which sha could direct
her fiie on Mr, Lowe through Mrs, Kear.
ney.

“Whore do you get your tey, Mrs.
Kearney 7" she began. “We get ours at
Pnellu’s,” she continued, without waiting
for a reply. “Mr, Hempblli recom-
mended us to get it there.”

Poor Mr, Lowe was alresdy begloning
to feel quite uncomfortable, for the lady
never turned her eyes from his face for a
momeat,

“What strange things people will say,
Mrs. Koarney !”

Mr. Lowe looked at her irquliingly,
for, from the direct stare with which she
regarded bim, he expected she was about
accuelng him of saylog etrange things,
To bis great relief, however, she con
tinued :

“It was eald In Phella’s shop that we
had no fortunes.”

Mr. Lowe soughtrellef in the bottom of
his tea.cup, but fatled to find it, for he
JSelt the eyes were upon him,

“But, Mrs, Kesrney, you may tell any
one that asks tha: we bhave fortunes, I
have two thousand, and my slsters a thou-
sand each,”

Mr. Lowe trled balancing bis spoon on
his fivger, but the rellef it sfuided was
only partial and temporary,

“Mr, Hempbill’s son {s after coming
home, I have not seen him yet ; but I'm
told he ls an elegant young man.”

Look sharp, Mr, Lowe! Make your
bay while the eun shiues !

He medlitated boltlng from the room,
but felt as if he couldn’t—as if the “held
bim with her glittering eye,” like tke
Anclent Marlner.

“And Robert tells me,”” continued Miss
L'oyd, “that Mr, Hemgphill is extremely
iutellectual.”

The ldea that Bob Lloyd bed ever us:d
such a phrase as “extremely intel ectual”
was 80 good a Joke that both Hugh and
Rickara found 1t diffizuit to refrain from
isughing,

Dut iv wury 5ot be enspected that Miss
Lloyd was drawing upou Los faegtam.:
She merely had recourse to a enphemiem,
which was her practice when quoting her
biother’s observations. In this lnstance
Bob did eay, in reply to a question of hers,
that young Hemphill was a “bloody clever
fellow,” acd this expression Misa Lloyd
merely translated fnto “extremely Intel
lectuel.”

“I knew Lis brother,” said Lory, from
the oppoeite end of the table,

Miss Lloyd was In the sct of putting
her cap to her lips, and staricg at Mz,
Lowe over the brim, when Lory’s remark,
innocent as it mey seem in print, knocked
the cup out of her hand as effectually as
if he bad flang a projectile at it with un-
erriog aim.

The shock was felt more or less by sll
present, but when they saw Miss Lloyd
with her band in the same posliion as
when the cup fiew from it, apparently un
able to move, and staring at Lory as If he
bad knocked the wits out of her too, a
laugh that could ot be surpressed went
ronnd the tabie. And when the nervous
lady at length leant back in her chair, and
sald faintly, “That bey fa dreadful,” Mr.
Lowe blersed Lory in his heatt for draw-
fog her eyes upon himeelf,

Mrs. Keamncy took the broken tea cup
in her hand ; and the good woman was
inconsolable. She had mnot even the
melancholy consolation of tslling how %‘l'
uncle Dan admired the pattern 0{ (‘1 8
particular set; for Richard sugg« ed L
dance at the moment, which ~used &
general mMOVement among the COmpany,
and Mre. Kearney gently Isid ¢he broken
cap on the tray with a sigh.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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Weak cyes and Iuflamed s indieate
an impure condition of the blocd. The
beet remedy {s Ayer's Samsparilla. It
vital'z:s the blood, regulates the secretione,

and expels all acrofulons humora from the
iyst?m. lzy 16, Price §1. Worth $5 a
ottle,

A Winter's Tale.

Last winter my little girl caugbt a severe
cold which lasted all sesson. I doctored
with everything I could gt but to no avail,
Finally T got Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam
and gave her two doses which improved
her, and in & week she was entirely cured
by its ute, Mre. C. Nocman, Cornell, Ont,

Our or Sorts —Symptome, Headache,
loss of appetite, furred tongue, andgeneral
indisposition, These symptoms, if Inglect.
ed, develop into mcute diseasa Itig
trite saying that an “ounce of prevertjon
is worth a pouand of cure,” and a Irtle
attention at this point may save monthsof
sickness and large doctor's bills, For thig
complaint take from two to three of Par.
melee’s Vegetable Piils on going to bed, ind
oue or two for three nights in successin,
and a care will be affected,

Little Lucy’s Luck.

“I had a disease of the skin for whie
Ma tried everything she could think of hu
without effect, but the first bottle of Bups
dock Blood Bitters I tried I found relief.
It gave me great satisfaction,”

Lucy Venerable (age 11)
Boissevain, Man,

Exrrn e WoryMs by using the safe and
reliable anthemintic Freeman's Worm
Powders,

Minard’s Liniment Cures Distemper, | thlog Yoy ha;ey;h duty to risk any-

FATHER MARTIN'S SICK

CALL.

Sara Tralner Smith in Ave Maria.

Thoe tinkle of a clear.toned lttle bell
broke the stillness of the priest’s house.
Father Martin rose st once, stretched bis
tall form to its utmost, extended his
strong arms, and looked cheerfully at the
heap of letters on his desk,

“That’s & good jrb done!” he eald,
alond. Aund as a wremendous blast of
wind shook the house, sharply rattliog
every window, he added In the same
tone : “God help the poor! it’s a bitter
night,”

Father Martin was much In the habit
of talking to himself. He wsas a lonely
man—a mision priest, far from those
centres ¢f labor and capitel where men
congregate to meet thelr fellows. In his
long drives and rides from one statlon to
another, {n his lonely home-comings from
them, he bad acquired the babit of talking
to himself. Oiberwlse, many tlmes he
would ecarcely have beard the sound of
the human voice from daylight until
dawa of the next day.

It was not exactly a new country to
which he had been sent, but one eeverely
Protestant, and far from wealthy, A fow
Catholica were widely scattered through
it, and to keep the old and eave the young
of this few there must be a priest, servic:s,
schools, There was no ratlroad commun
ication ; for it was a mountainous district,
with the accompanying features of rough
roads, bad roads, and no roads at all.
Father Martin lived, for the most part, in
his carrlage—a light mountaln wagon,
strong and tough—returning to his house
at the principal station in time for Maes
on Sundays, aud often leaving it again
on Monday morning in time for Mu:s at
the uext statlon, On very rare occasions,
and only by dint of extra kard work,
much planning aud contriving, could ke
secure for himeelf a day of work under
his own roof, as this bad been,

The storm now raging bad not altered
bls plane nor interfered with him, aad he
had scazcely notleed it until the supper bell
had released him fiom his task, He
opened the door which looked out on the
night, and stood lletening. The roar of
waers, the crashing of ice, the elashicg
and cutting of sleet, came in, and & white
cover, thick and soft, yet cruel-looking
in that chill wind, spread over the porch
floor almost to the threshold, Father
Maztin closed the door and ekook his
head,

“It would bea bad night for aslck call,”
he sald. *‘But the best thirg for me to do
uow is to eat my eupper aud hope tbere
are no sick.”

Agaln the little bell tinkled as ha opened
the cocr into the passage and started down
the stalrs, The house was bullt on the
mountain slde, and, as Father Martin
often deecribed it to invited guests, “every
story was both upstairs and downstalrs at
one and the same time.” On opne side
each opened upon a mountain terrace,
and on the other looked out upon a porch
two, three, or even four storles from the
ground. The parlsh school occupled the
lower floors, and the priest bad his hams
oxn the upper floors, very near the level of
the mountsin top, where stood the church.

Fatner Martin’s lonely wmezl did not de-
tein him long. Hs came back into hla
ady WAk o R Behtll, fagrou it by
den of a task fulfilled, had speedily taken
up another matter, and was worklug awey
aiir, courageously acd hopefully, eagerly
yet cautlously, He turned up the light,
opened the glowing stove, wheeled his
chair into a warm corner, and lighted a
clga'—his only luxury—preparatory to “a
good comfortable think.” Too ofcen his
plane, his qunandaries, his doubts, his fears
—all for utherr—had to ba worked oat,
allayed, dlspelled, in tha midst of {nter-
ruptions, trivial and tragical, langhable
and tear compelling ; for sll things came
to him. To-night ke felt he was reaily at
liberty to think {n peace.

There was a sonad of shufiliag feet on
the etaircase, Father Martin startel up
and locked around. In thy midet of
warmth acd light and color, hisfine bight
face met the dazed eyes of a halldrowned,
half frozan, only balf conecious nan whom
the old housekeeper ushered luto the

oom.
“A slck call, Father,” she sald, bricfly,
and closed the door.
And the man stood just within I,
;notlonleis and, for the moment, speech-

0138,
wWe, awy lad ?” sald the priest, spring-
iog 0p 8nd bearing down on him with bis
hesrty presence. “Why, you are very
cold! Come nearer to the fire—oome
neaner to the fire ! Itisa terrible night,
Indeed, Who 15 the poor soul that needs
me to-xight] Make yourself comfort-
able whih you tel]l me, I will just bid
M‘;‘SR"“ K\ vou a cup of something hot.”
ather Martwy quick eye had taken

9,
, | wadit t a glance,
“It's a loog distan., ol?m. c:rf‘nillrc:f

that,” he thoug:t. “God
and soon to khfpoor crenlu"rrel-'.lng .-

“It’s John Darcy’s wife,” sald the man
in a hoarse volca, “She's very bad.” '

“John Darcy’s wife!” repeated the
priest. “They live beyord Mechanlcs-
town, on the Lysburg road.”

“Thirty miles from here,” bricfly as.
sented the man, “They think she’s dyicg
—I doa’t know, She's very bad,”

He epoke in short gasps, The Ice was
in bis beard and on his breast, Buat he
wae brightening as he thawed.

“How did you come over?”

Father Martin, i
“Horseback, I've been about five

hourc—nearer six
1 ever was out,
I reckon,”

Father Martin was already rapidly pr
. < e.
pailng to go. e moved fromprogmp to
room In sllence for a fow moments, and
th‘e‘n csme back to the fire,

! I"wul be ready to start in ten min.
E ,” he sald, quietly, “You must stay
Wear: by this fice until you are thoroagbly

?' and then Margaret v-ill see to your
comfort, Yoy have had s hard ride,”

"The myy gt :
. ‘p:&ﬂ'd up the instant the priest

“l'm going back with you,” he eald,

Sl
:t:':'uf:y ‘}"’l‘\hwmso than it was when 1
® v € N 3

s will take us l;’;?l‘:,’,YOu can’t go alone,

Father Martin pye A
e with a fiem ‘I:::i him back into his

WY INAD, YOu tg Dot & priest

. I’s the worst night
She’ll llve tiil mozning,

It 1s

aod muttered, but did not rouse,

sett had as much on his hands as he could
manage,

now,” he sald,

help, and vou follow me ng fast as yoa
can,

“But—" began the brave fellow,
“[ shall take a driver with me,” inter.
rupted the priest. “I know the way
perfectly. By the way, you are not one
of the Darcys. [ know them all.”

“My rvawe ls Polnsett, I belong on
the mountain, near Darcy’s folks, ey
bave been geod nelghbors of mine,”

“Apd you bhave done scmething to
repay their kivdnees. It will not be for-
otton, You are nota Cathoilc, I think.”

“No, My folks are Mothodista,”

“So much the more kinduess have you
shown the geod Darceys. God rewsrd
you, Now hear what I bave to eay,
Stay where you are untll you are warmed
and braced up. Then come after me, if
you will, 1: will surely not be any worse
later 1o the night, If it {s, I order you
to stav here, ard you muet obey me as
though you were a good Irish Catholic
ingtead of & good American Protest.
aot, who obeys no man except him-
celf.”

Poinsett could not but answer the gen-
{al smtle on the noble face before bim.
“Jim,” called the priest to the driver,
‘'are you there ’ Then to tbe stranger,
Good-night, ard G)d bless you ! [ am off !’
The door closed sharply. A gust of
wind seemcd to wake at the sound, and
sleet poured in a raging torrent against
the windows. The wan half started up,
tottered, caught at the chair, and steadied
himself.

“I reckon be's right,” he sald, “He’sa
first class man, anyhow, Cieargrit there,
and no mistake.”

He sat down, crouched over the fire,
and listened, or tried to llsten. Confused
volces of the wind, of the fire, of the
snow, of the sleet and hail surged around
him. Presently he seemed to wake con-
fueed (though he did nct kvow he had
elept), and ageln and again. Then he did
not weke at ail ; and Margaret, comlng in
with the hot sopper Father Martin bad
ordered with his foot on the doorstep,
found the poor fellow balf slipping from
the great chalr, half pillowed against {te
cusbioned arm, It was a hard matter to
rouee him, but at last he was seated at the
table and almost erjoying the hot coffee,
“How far bave you come?” acked
Margaret, *‘And how long will it be be-
fore Father Martin gets there—God save
bim 7"

“Amen !” assented the man solemnly,
““What ttme Is it now.”

“About eleven, He’s been gone two
hours.”

Poineett started up, and looked eagerly
about him, He opened the door omto
the porch and looked out. The snocw on
the ground was more than a foot deep,
but he strode through it, and locked far
out iato the night, over the deep gulf of
the mountain stream,

“It s breaking off,” he sald, coming
biack into the room, “and I am off too,
My horse is down at the stable below,
and by the tima I get him out it will have
stopped enowivg, Thank you for your
trouble, ma’am. You'll have to fasten
the door while I hold It on the outside.”
He bad huriledly wrapped htmeelf in
his great coat and scarf, fastened his fur
cap over his ears, and pulled on & palr of
thick mlttens while he was speaking,
Before Margaret could say a word he vias
goue,

The night was etl!]l ttormy, but there
was a lall, aud high on the mouontain’a
blackness, Slipplog ard ellding on u:;
Irregular steps in the mounialt (g
the peiilous way to the stable was trg.
versed, the horse brougbt out, and Pyg.
sett ready to start om his return 14
coouer than he had hoped. The hoig
was a good one—young, etrong and wa
fed. With a preparatory plunge or twi
he tock the road, the deep suow in the
street muflling his tread. The bridge,
swept clean by the winds rushing down
the gorge, and glassy by the elest, pre-
sented the first d'fliculiies of the journey ;
but horse and rider etruggled” through
them, mutually encoursging each other,
The road en the other slde wouud steeply
fnto the mountalns ; but as the night kept
improving all tho time Polasett made
good progress, watchleg keenly every
bush and stone and hollow, ard’ peering
cautiously ahead even when makirg the
beet speed,

It was past one o’clock when the clonds
thinned eo that & falnt moonligkt broke
through upon the rugged path, Tae wind
had died away. It was profourdly still
up there ; the ice laden branches of the
trees hung motlonless, The passage grew
more and difiicult,

“If he got through all right,” excalmed
Polnsett, “God was with him, sure
enough | There never was a harde: pull
L'll bet.” ;
Not a hundred yards beyond, he same
in tight of & dark pot on the utter whita.
nees. It was the priest’s sleigh and ribee,
but deserted. Polnsett hardly pausel to
glance at them. The road sank avay
bere at a sudden curve, and roee agin
steeply beyond a narrow mouutaln strem,
Half way up the rise, Poicsstt saw a dek
group. The moon was now out and fil,
It was Father Martin aud his con-
pavlont—Jim Porter and his horse, T\e
horse stood with drooplug head overa
trostrate form, Another form, closey
Widbped In blankets, crouched in tlp
saddle,

 Father Martin 17 crled Polnsett, loudly
heTknew not why,

he prosteate figure stirred.

“Thank God !” sald the priest’s volee
drowsily and feebly,

He had punk down, stiffened and ex
hlueted.‘ Jim, the boy, was on the horse
which Father Martin~ stlll held by the
bridle, Poinsett leaped from hls horse
and went vigorously to work, A strange
awe aud tenderness filled his heart anc
stilled his tongue. R ibblng and chaffing
the priest’s limbs, he sssisted him to rlac
aud supported him.

“l knew,” answered
“Look to the boy;
enough for {t,”
Poingett had glven him a shake and felt
within his wraps, The poor fellow stirrec

Poia.

Father Martin
he was not strong

“Ii 1s but a short distance to the Darcy’
“I will ride on and get

For Gad’s sxke don’t sit down |”
“I will not,” said the priest, with en-

ergy and vigor that eucouraged Poinsett,

Ha hurrled off. The lighte of Darcy’s

house were vieible A moment Iater, and
Polusett )

shouted The

oiyour duty,”

lustly, noise

brovght the men to the door and the yard
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in an instant,snd balf & word was enough
to start the whole party on the return
track with km.

“Father Aartin ! God save yer Rever

ence! [ hoye yer not horted,” cried the first | g
to arrive /n the spot, where the priest was | ¢,

slowly bat steadily climbing the hill, still | g
dragging the bridle svd Shamrock, ren

“Ig your wife yet ailve, John 1” was the

anawet
et Father. The

“Slo e, But—but—"

bresk in bis voice told all. of

¢Take me quicklv, my man! I muet

be fu time,”” urged Father Martin, on

They had brought a rude sled, and had
already lfted him on to it
cllmbed beride him, and begen again his
efforts to restore circulation to the be-
numbed and stiffancd llobs energetically
directing the pr« ffered assietance of others,
Every door and window of the house was
blazirg with light aud heat when they
resched it, and the women came out, all
eager pity snd warm eympathy. Jim
was earrled In firet, and the maselve form
of the priest was more slcwly borne after
him. Through an open doorway, the
inner room where the sick woman lay was
seen as they entered, and her falat grosns
mingled with all other sounds,

“Take me to her at once,” eald the
priest, “‘and leave me there until she needs
me no more, Until then let not a hand
be lald on me, nor & word sald to me.”

They carrled him in—he was now
unable to stand—and placed bim as well
as they could on the floor by the bed side,
and witbdeew. In the intervals of work-
ing hard with Jlm, who scon began to
come out of it noue the worse, Poinsett
could not help glancing curlously toward
the room within, A murmur of volces,
faint, low, and often broken, cyme from
it. Presently some of the family paesed
in, and in a short time, with a general
elgh of rellef, and a visible lifiing of the
cloud of sorrow which tbreatened fhe
house, they all went forward, and Poln
sett was called to sselst. Father Martin
was unconsclous.

Poiusett wes all alive ard glowing with
energy aud Interest, He worked as he
had never worked befcre, and uuder his
directioue the others worked repidly, sen.
elbly, helpfully. They lald Fatbher Martia
on blankets and coverlets drawn toward
the open fire on the wide hearth ; they
rubbed bim, they poured hot stimulants
fnto him or over kim, through his rigld
Iips end over bis cold breaat,

When the day wes fully come, and th»
bright sun of a winter's morning streamed
in at the uncurtalned window upon the
glowlng Interlor, Father Martin wassleep
g lke a rocy child, and Polnsett, in the
big chair near him was dreaming over the
night's work, Polpsett was a great
dresmer, The mervous, esger American
brain {s the ssmo in mountsin awd low-
land, knowiog no rest,

When Joha Darcy’s wifs, fully recov-
ered from ber illness, was goiog about her
homely duties, with & emile in her blae
Irleh eye and an Irlsh song on her
bealthy red llps, Father Martin had an-
other call from Polnsett, It was a long
oue, and through it all the good Father’s
werm heart beet high with gratefal joy.

Polosett had been ‘‘turning things
over” ever riuce the night of the priest’s
ride,

[ gaid to mysel! then,” he explained,
“iThat's the religlon for me!' [ didn’t
think so much of them wantirg you—a
good meany folks Jike to have thelr minis
ter around when they seem llke dying—
and, though 1t was a hard ride for me, still
it wa2 daylight when I started, and they’d
been gocd neighbors to me when goad
pelghbors were ecarce.  But when 1 came
in here, and found you so warm and com
fortable and easy, and you got right up
and went off on the wouid, just as though
the good Lord had sent for you In-
etead of Jobn Darcy, I tell ycu I felt
ft. 1 wae so beat out I couidn’t go
with you, and I went tosleep right there
in your cbair, and had it all over in a
kind of dream. Something seemed to
keep seying over and over sgein, ‘The
Lord calied him’ When I woke up
I #till beard 1it, and I couldn’t
rest untll I found yrm, T didn’t catch
up any too eoon, did 1?7 Well, eversince
I've been thinklog things over. We have
talked a good bit about it up youder
Your religion wears better than eome
others, avd I'd like to have 1t.”

He did not wait lopg for it. Heknows
now that Father Martin did Indeed take
his life in his hand ard go forth at the
bidding of the Lord—that the life of the
priest {s eo near the Hidden Ltfe Divine
that to do, to suffer, to die dawns for him
with the morning and deepens his sleep
at light,

Father Martin's devotedness won for
him the hesrts of the Protestants. So
brave a decd, so courageous a fight for
what was evidently the conviction of his
very life, drew attention to him e & man,
and to his religlon as a falth, The bless-
ing of God rests on him and on hie flock,
scattered indeed, but dwellirg upon “the
everlasting hills.”

The great popularity of Ayer's Pllls as
a cathartic §s due no less to their prompt-
nees and efficacy to thelr coating of sagar
and freedom from any irjurlous effects,
Children take them resdily. See Ayer’s
Almanac for this year, just out.

Behring Nea

Contains the great sean of the American
Republic, and Bardock Blcod Bitters con-
tains the virtues of roots, barks and herbs
from our field and forests, making it a
wonderiul remedy for constipation, dyspep-
gia, billousness, bad blood, scrofula and all
ekin diseases,

A Business Report.

My, James McCurthy, of Rounds & Me-
Carty’s Collecting Bureau, Drumbo, Ont,,
states :—*‘Have used several bottles of Bur-
dock Blood Bitters for kidney disorder and
find it a wonderfal remedy. Previously I
had beeun taking pills, thinking I had liver
complaint, but now I sm quite well and
will always praise B. B. B.”

First Help For The Wounded.

In all cases of wounds, bruises, sores,
cuts and sprains prompt action is necessary
and the wisdom of those who keep Hag-
yard’s Yellow Oil on haud is demonstrated.
1t is a prompt, effectual and reliable cure
for all injuries, croup, rheumatism, sore
throat, etc. Used internally or externally.

Torments of Toothache,

I can recommend Hagyard's Yellow Oil
as a sure cure for toothache. I suffered
for reveral days, then I heated my cheek

nd rubbed the Yellow Oil on it and was

Limediately relieved,
Mgs, Davip G. ArNorr,
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