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no fears, therefore, for yourself And 
your employer. I shall give you a list 
of the tfficts belonging to me ; he will 
know whether it is correct, and il I am 
entitled to them. When you receive 
his reply, they can be forwarded to me.'*

“But see here, madam; look at this 
clause, it will save you trouble, and 
me time,” said the official. 44 Here : 
it reads, 4 Mrs. Halloran knows what 
articles to remove, and will retain only 
such articles as she is entitled to by 
possession prior to her marriage with 
John Halloran.,H

41 That is clear enough, madam ; and 
if an old soldier may advise you, take 
advantage of it, without giving ytur- 
aelf mair trouble.”

4 Thank you. That will do, ” she 
said, bowing to the police constable. 
Then her face drooped down in her 
long, slender hand, and she was silent 
and lost in thought. The official left 
the drawing-room, and the closing door 
roused her. 44 Pardon me,” she said to 
the old officer, who had been regarding 
her with deep interop; •• these things 
come on mo like tempests to an un 
caged bird. I have had but lew cares, 
and but little to think of except my 
own Lappinets, since my marriage with 
John Halloran. But there is one ques
tion i most ask, Captain tiaunders. â 
presume, sir, on your goodneat and un 
expected friendship, to beg you, as a 
last favor, to teh me it’ any news has 
come of the—of— John llalloran, my 
husband. ”

44 Madam, I do not know,” raid Cap 
tain Saunders, speaking with the broad 
accent which m.-ide his phraseology 
almost unintelligible whenever he was 
excited by any uousual emotion, 44 that 
what I have to tell will involve any 
principle of duty, under existing oir 
cumstances. Rumor has made public 
all 1 know, and, as our plans are all 
frustrated regarding him, it will do no 
haTO for you to know that he is either 
in France or on his way tv America.”

44 Thank God 1” she exclaimed fer
vently ; 41 thank Godl Ob, sir, if you 
knew John Halloran, you would not 
grudge him his liberty.”

44 Madam, whatever I may feel for 
you, 1 have no sympathy with rebels, ” 
outspoke the Scotchman.

44 That’s what he called me 1 that's 
what he called mo, mammal How dare 
you call nuj lather a rebel, you base 
English soldier? He's a thousand 
times better than you are ; and if be 
was here, he’d thrash you away irom 
Glendariff,” most unexpectedly shouted 
Desmond.

“Desmond, my buy!” exclaimed Mrs. 
llalloran, drawing him, Hashed and 
struggling, to her bosom.

44 Y m ara a bold little rebel, ” said 
Captain Saunders, laughing, and try 
ing to lay his band on the brown, curly 
bead, which still lifted itself dttiintly 
toward him. 4‘ It would be safe to get 
you out of the country, before you
begin to give our gracious queen 
trouble. Madam, I must leave you, I 
wish you well; and if my presence at 
Glendariff has in any way inconven 
ienced or distressed you, I hope that 
the fact of its being involuntary on my 
part will excuse me.”

Mrs. Halloran frankly held out her 
hand, saying. “I only thank the kind 
Providence that led you hither. You 
have been a friend and protector in 
these sore trials. Had another person 
been sent to Glendariff, my misery 
might have been aggravated. Bat 1 
must say (arewe’l. In the morning I 
shall leave this place forever.”

It did not require much time and 
labor to select and pack the effects 
Mary llalloran intended to nave re
moved to FadvBrae Abbey. Some 
antique pieces of furniture, beds and 
household linen, a low odd old silver 
vessels of the time of Cormac, her hus
band’s portrait, and three or four cop
per ufcendls for kitchen use, all of which 
had belonged to her mother, or herself 
before h r marriage, and most of which 
had descended through many genera 
Lions to her possession, she took. Her 
;ewols and rich clothing, which she 
lever expected to adorn herself with 

again, she reserved for such contingen- 
:• es as poverty might disclose, to turn, 
as occasion might require, into the 
available means of living. The rest, 
.hose rich s.nd beautiful things which 
he exquisite and elegant taste ol John 

Halloran had gathered around her, and 
which were, every one, consecrated by 
iome cherished association, she left, or 
ather abandoned, because in the ruined 

place ehe was going to she knew there 
was scarcely a habitable room, and that 
everything superfluous would embarrass 
:nd inconvenience her. 41 He will 
scarcely sell or send them away,” she 
thought, as she wandered through the 
mnse that night, lingering beside each 
precious memento ol brighter days :
' here they are safe, and I shall love to 

come in fancy, and people these rooms 
again with the familiar faces which 

we always been here, and think of 
erythlng being as he lelfc It and as I 

* -v it last.”
Mrs. Shea, as Nora had predicted, 

romaiued at Glendariff, and it was diffi 
cult to discover whether it was from 
uotives of self interest or really, as she 

■ aid, 44 to kape her eyes on her master’s 
property, that that thief of the world, 

maid Dhu, had got bis clutch on, 
ti wouldn't hon'd it long, If dhrames 

■'•as to be believed, So cheer np, Mia- 
"ess Halloran, honey, an' don’t let a 

uld thought of me come into yer 
- infcle heart. God knows, I'd rayther 
73 ; but if I do, who'll take care of yer 

wn till ye come back again ?”
Mrs Shea wept abundantly, and ex 

ibited the moat genuine emotions of 
rief, which were quite satisfactory to 

1 except Nora Brady, who said noth 
ig, but looked sideways, and turned 

the end of her pretty retrousse nosa a 
little more toward the zenith than 
nature intended. The baccah man, 
with his snuff-colored wig and ragged 
garments, had suddenly disappeared ; 
and when the cars came up from Kil 
Jare to take Mrs. Halloran'e effects to 
the distant glen cf Agerlow, one of 
them was driven by a stout, handsome 
young fellow, whom Nora called 
41 Cousin Dennis,” and who was recog
nized by Captain Saunders’ orderly as 
the blacksmith who had shod his horse 
a few weeks before.

U is no wonder they did recognize 
him as the lame beggar who had been

limping so many days about Glendariff, 
whose barbarous phraseology and idio
tic speeches made them entirely unsus 
picions of his being any other than just 
what he appeared, a harmless simpleton.
It would be impossible to convey in 
mere words the bitter anguish that 
surged through Mary Halloran's soul 
when she saw the last glimpse of her 
home. It had been her Eden, but now, 
driven by Inexorable circumstance» be^ 
yond its gates, the world appeared to 
her, as it had done to our common 
mother, Eve, ages ago. when, driven 
from Paradise, she went fortn to a pil
grimage of bitterness and tears. In 
that hour of farewell, in that little 
space of time, moro earth-ties were 
broken and torn asunder than sometimes 
happen in a long lifetime. The weight 
of years had seemed to fall suddenly on 
her, and the world stood revealed in 
its bare mockery tu her gaze. Human 
Inpea had been dashed like frail crystal 
vases to the earth, and broken ; human 
jays had sung their brief summer song, 
and fled. And it Is well, O merciful 
God, when the bleak tempests of life 
tear away from this mortal existence 
its illusory charms ; for even wnen the 
shadow is darkest, when wo falter and 
stumble in the gloom, we can see, 
through the clouds above us, glimpses 
of that light which never fades, and 
which is Hope’s beacon, smiling and 
luring us to the land of eternal repose.

She said bub little as they journeyed 
along. The straggle was a silent and 
bitter one ; but gradually the reoollec 
tion of a merciful and overruling Provi
dence, the tender love of the Holy 
Virgin, and thoughts of these sorrows 
being, like life, transitory, soothed her 
minu. Then came back the memory of 
her little ones, and the devotion of 
Nora, to cheer her. These wore death
less ; such love and such principles 
flowed onlj from God, and she felt that, 
even in her desolation, there were rills 
of gladness, and a staff on which her 
weakness might lean, which would blos
som like the prophet’s rod. And the 
mourner lifted up her head, not rejoio 
ing, but peaceful, and resigned to tne 
will of her bather in heaven.

Situated on a beautiful and picture 
sque hill side wh'Ob overhung the glen 
of Agerluw, the ruins of the old feudal 
castle and abbey uf Fad» Brae pre 
sented an imp sing spectacle from a 
distance. Had it been on the Rhino, 
painters, tourists, and poets would 
have immortalized it ; but here it was 
scarcely known beyond the ob-tcurity 
of the valley it overlooked, and the 
sketch-books of a few antiquarians who 
had visited it more by chance than in 
tention. And yet its architeotn al 
beauties, some of which remained in 
tact, wore wonderful, aid vindicated 
eloquently the civiliza ion and perfec
tion of science in the oarly ages of Ire
land. There were the graceful arches, 
the crusted marble, the stupendous 
buttresses, the fantastic gargoyles, bhe 
irtaiued gla»a, which are only imitated 
in this our day, the splendid architrave, 
the massive pillarj, the groined roof, 
the rich sculpture—which time bad 
mildewed, but not erased—had broken 
and made ruins of, bat not destroyed 
the fragments, each one of which told 
a proud tale of other days. And n >w 
to the ruined halls of tbeir ancestors 
the last descendants of the princely 
McCarthy Mores bad come, seeking 
refuge and shelter. The fox had made 
his hole, and the cony his barrow, and 
the owl her nest, in the long deserted 
ruins. There was scarcely a portion of 
them sheltered from the weather. But 
in the cloisters, once the holy retreat 
of saintly men. some small apartments 
were discovered by Nora and Dennis, 
which in a short time were rendered 
habitabl , and in a few days Mrs. Hal
loran was comfortably situated, and 
things around her began to wear a 
home like and pleasant aspect. Dermis 
exchanged some old silver for a cow 
and a few necessary farming imple
ments, while Nora, after attending to 
Mrs. Halloran's comfort, arranged her 
kitchen with the same faultless neat
ness that had always reigned in the one 
at Glendariff, and privately instructed 
Ellen, the children’s nurse, in the 
mystery i f cooking and getting np 
linen. As Nora was beginning to pre
pare for flight beyond the sea in her 
search after John Halloran, she was 
impatient, in the single devotion of her 
honest heart, to commence her toils ha 
the far off land she was going to, for 
which she would receive gold that 
would purchase comforts, and perhaps 
a home, for those she loved. Oae day 
D.-nnis Byrne came up from the market 
town with a letter for Mrs. Halloran. 
It was a thick, heavy letter, bnt the 
direction was in Father McCarthy's 
handwriting. Nora saw that, but, 
filled with a strange hope, she laid 
down her work and ran in with it to 
Mrs. Halloran, who tore off the envel
ope, and found within a note from 
Father McCarthy, and a letter from 
her husband. With a cry of joy, she 
opened and read it. ft was Item 
Boston. He had arrived there in 
safety and except that he was fatigued 
with the voyage, he was well, and ex
pected to obtain employment, which 
would enable him to provide a home, 
in tae land of his exile, for his family ; 
bub his movements were undecided, 
and he besought her to remain iu quiet 
and. hope until she heard from him 
again. And then followed an account 
of his adventures after Dennis Byrne 
had left him on Ballyhowry Mountain; 
how, in the disguise of an old woman, 
he had got on board the smuggler's 
craft, and had narrowly escaped an 
English cruiser in the Channel, and 
been almost shipwrecked op the coast 
of France, after which his progress was 
comparatively unobstructed by dangers 
or delays until he reached in safety 
the shores of America. Then came a 
thousand expressions of endearment 
and anxious solicitude ; questions and 
words of undying love, and messages of 
afliofcion to all, especially to his ‘‘little 
dove ” Gracie, whom, he said, be 
would give all the world just to fold 
one moment to his bosom. He thought 
of Desmond, he said, as of a young 
eaglet, who would protect the nestlings 
at home, who would be a brave, good 
boy until his father came back. He 
was ever before him, with his flashing 
eyes and proud bearing, and It com
forted him to know that the boy had in 
him all the elements of strength neces

sary to the formation of a great and 
good character. Nora and Dennis 
were named with affection, and many 
were the grateful messages that came 
to them ; then followed words of cheer 
and full o! hope John Halloran was 
throughout the letter. His goodness, 
his nobleness of sjuI, his kind thoughts 
for all, were perceptible in every w ird, 
until the family at Fada Brae thought 
almost that he had been in their midst.

Father McCarthy’s note informed 
Mrs. Halloran of his increasing in 
Ürmities, and of a bad cold, which had 
conflnod him to his bod. Her sorrows 
weighed heavily on him in his old age, 
but he trusted the letter he sent her 
would cheer >nd comfort her. As soon 
as he could get about, she would see 
him ; and any letters she might wish to 
send to her husband she could inclose 
to him.

That night, as Mrs. Halloran was 
sitliug alone by her sleeping children, 
Nora came in quietly, and said she 
would like to speak to her, ii it would 
not interrupt her. Since the change 
iu Mrs. Halloran's fortunes, instead of 
behaving with greater familiarity,
N >ra had treated her with almost 
scrupulous ceremony, and had impressed 
it on the mirds of Dennis and Ellen 
that they must never show, by word 
or look or act, their consciousness of 
the down fall of the family, but must 
make np by toeir respect what was 
wanting in the rest of the world to
ward her.

41 Tj be sure, N ira dear,” replied 
Mrs. Halloran. 44 Come in. ;I feel 
almost happy to night. Oh, Nora, 
God has been very good to me,” said 
sbe, holding out her hand, while her 
eyts filled with t< ars. Nora took the 
band and folded it tu her bosom, then 
kissed it, and laid it tenderly down 
where it was retting when she came in.

“Sit down, dear Nora ; sit hore, and 
tell me all you have to say.”

“ This will do, suillish machree," she 
said, kneeling beside Mrs. Hallo-an, 
and laying her hand on hers. 441 feel 
easier so ; for I can look right into the 
face of you.”

44 Well, as you please. Yours is like 
sunshine to me, Nora, always. But 
what is the matter ?—wtiac do you 
wish?” said Mary llalloran, smoothing 
her hand over the glossy black braids 
on Nora's forehead.

44 Well, al&nna ! I'm thinking, new, 
that, if you can spare me, I'd better 
go.”
“Go! Nora Brady I Would you leave 

me?” exclaimed Mrs. Halloran.
“Let me tell you, mtvourneen, bow 

it it. It's not for myself or my own 
interests that I d be goin’. but then as 
Misther Halloran is gone ovar the seas 
to Amerikey, an* they say, he can 
never come back again, and as the flue 
ould property's gone out of toe family, 
and although this is a grand and ano.ent 
place, it is poor, and will not support 
the wants of a lady and two ehilder, 
that are highborn like yersel’, I thought, 
as I’m young an’ strong, I'd better 
cross over to Amerikey too, and airn 
enough to bring you there, where, 
please God, we'll all be together once 
more ; an’ if we never see Quid Ireland 
again, we can be true to her in our 
hearts, and pray for them that's left in 
it.” Here tears gathered and fla-hed 
in Nora's fine black eyes, while Mrs. 
Halloran, comprehendirg at once all 
her unselfish devotion, fell forward on 
her neck weeping.

44 How can I spare you, Nora? Yet 
how to refuse you I canr.ottell,” at 
last sa'd Mrs. Halloran.

“Spare me, madam! W*hy, there's 
Ellen I've been drilling an’ taobing 
until she bates myself out entirely, and 
a faithful, good, quiet girl she is, aud 
handy at everything ; an' Dennis —why, 
Dennis can do anything he sets his 
bands to, sure, an’ willing enough he s 
now for me to go. Then, madam, 
there's Misther Halloran, he might 
want some better friend by him than 
strangers if he's sick or in trouble, an' 
I know I conld do many a thing for him, 
if so be he hasn’t got a start yeti—God 
save him.”

THE YANKEE NIECE
A tiTOUY WITH A USEFUL MORAL. 
“You say hois a*ways druni,” said 

the Yankee niece, looking hard at her 
a !ut through tbe turf smoke th it filled 
the roomy, but untidy kitchen. 

“Always,” snapped the latter.
'• And you never tried anything to 

cure bim of it ?”
44 Tried ? Heaven bless you, 1 

haven't left a stone unturned.”
‘‘What on earth is the use of turn

ing stones?” asked the niece, who had 
a habit of taking things literally. 
“Haven’t you ever tried anything sen 
■ible—making the home attractive to 
bun ?”

“Wishal” (this scornfully). “Isn’t 
it he wants tbe attractin'? Wouldn't 
a body think wo were ycung sweet
hearts, instead of being au ould couple 
aud done for these dozen years.”

44 I don't see what difference that 
makes, aunt. Whan you were young 
b.veethearts, did you ever put on a 
fr »h ribbon or anything dainty to a» 
t • look sweeter than others in his eyes? 
Having chosen to live your life bonide 
hi a, is it not worth your while to 
b-.^hiea his home and make it more 
a active to him than any other place 
in the world—make it so that, daring 
b working hoars, his thoughts will 
r turn to you and make the day long 
t. he sits beside you at the well- 
prepared meal or opposite yon in the 
light of the peat fire on the clean, 
b ,ght hearth ?”

Mrs. Carey's oyes wore moist, and 
a lamp rose in her throat. Ashamed ol 
the temporary weikueas, she pulled 
b rself together aud answered roughly : 
“Hoity-toity 1 You’ve been rt-adio' too 
many of them novels, E lean. If your 
mother was alitfe, ib would be the sor
rowful day to her. Mikin’ the home 
attractive for Maurice Carey, when hs 
turns in dead drunk I ‘T would be well 
in my way 1”

“ i have’t road many novels, aunt, 
and n>ne that my mother would not 
approve of (God give her rest this day!) 
My ideas of life are taken from 
her example. She always dressed 
neatly, and h^d the table spread 
as daintily as if she were a 
duchess when father came home, and— 
aunt, he never came home drunk. We 
hadn't much money, as you know, but 
father and mother were extremely 
happy. 1 only wish, if 1 ver marry, 
that 1 may be naif as ha »py ”

44 Tut-tut, child. You have high- 
fa utin1 notions, 1 can see. Tne sooner 
you get rid of them, tbe better. When 
you have spent a month or two here, 
yen'll have different views of .Maurice 
Carey, an* attractive homes.”

“I hope not, aunt, i don't believe 
ancle Is so bad. Is he not my dear 
father's own brother? There cannot 
bi1 bo great a difference between them. 
Anyway, I shall never believe that it 
isn’t in the power of every good woman 
to make her home and company more 
attractive to her husband than evil- 
smelling, drauguty public bar.”

4 Hoity-toity l Try it. You are go 
ing to remain with us six months, 
are you not ?”

“1 snail stay till I've cured Uncle 
Maurice,” answered the girl gaily, as 
she tripped ont of the smoke, throagh 
toe yasd and down a boreen, against 
a man who wa« walking unsteadily 
cowards her, holding a scythe in 
perilous position.

‘‘Uncle Maurice let me carry the 
scythe. You don’t seem very well this 
evening,” she said.

The man flashed and put dêwn the 
scythe by an adjacent tcr.cc, saying, 
“It will do there.”

“’Tis a pity you don’t fill up the 
ruts in this avenue,” she went on, un
heeding. “A man and yourself would 
do it in half a day.”

“We'd do many things only for 
‘if’s,’ ” be answered sullenly.

4 There— I told you so,” began Mrs. 
Carey, as they entered the smoke filled 
Kitchen.

44Would you not mind not talking too 
much while I am with you, aunt?”

you sit down to breakfast? ft will be 
ready in a minute, but i must tidy 
the little ones first,” and she went on 
laving tbe youngsters without getting a 
spot on her own frock, so deft was shu.

Mrs. Carey blushed" a little as they 
sat down to the meal when Maurice 
remarked: 4 Kb 1 Faith, Nancy, but 
you’re lookin’ as young as the day wo 
were spliced,” but she enjoyed the 
compliment, nevertheless, and forg t 
to mention such a thing as a fault of his 
during the meal.

All day Eileen worked like a brick, 
dusting, scruboiog and cleaning. She 
was very tired, but she would not give 
in. There were three bedrooms up
stairs which had not been dusted or 
swept for years. The task being be
yond her delicate strength, she bribed 
a neighboring girl to come in and help 
nor ; and in a few days the whole house 
was transformed.

Ho was Maurice; yet not quite re 
formed. Sometimes ho stayed in dur 
ing the evenings. At other tides ho 
had scarcely swallowed his evening 
meal wi en he was off to his old haunt. 
Mrs. Carey gave vent to sarcastic re 
marks anent tbe girl's efforts daring 
his absence ; but when ho returned, 

forgot to grumble an of cld. Tho 
sight of his humiliated, shamed face 

armed her anger, and she only re
membered bis good points and ail his 
tender kindness towards her before the 
demon a: the crossroad began to lure 
him fr am his home. His lapses did not 
dishearten Eileen. Hho knew she had 
got in the thin end of the wedge, aud 
she had full hope i f driving it home in 
time. As a neat, tidy home, well 
cooked meals, and clean children be 
came the rn'e rather than the excep
tion, the temptation to stop indoors 
and enj >y the pleasures of home life 
grew on Maurice, and overmastered 
that other temptation which had hither
to been irresistible. After Eileen’s 
visit had lasted some months, he 
startled her one day, as they walked 
together to Mass (watching his wife 
and pretty little ones some yards on 
in front), by ejaculating :

'* As sure as God is in heaven, It 
wasn't love of drink made me take it. 
The house used to bo that thronged an’ 
dirty, an’ the children bawlin’ an’ 
crying—an—the short and the long of 
it was, I used to run from is all. But 
—don’t say a word to your aunt. She's 
the best woman in the world, tho beat 
wife a man ever had, but she used not 
rightly understand thing». That's 
all.”

4 'Tis tho way y u’ve bewitched us 
all,” Mrs. Carey said, later on.

“ Indeed no, aunt,” answered the 
girl, 44 I have only been experiment.
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“God bless yon, asthore. 'Tw»s He 
sent you to ns. But—you'll stay over 
the six months—a year, maybe ?”
“ A bailiff and twenty peelers wonld- 

n fc get me out until Uncle M tnrice is 
perfect, quite perfect,” answered 
Eileen, laughing ; but there were tears 
in her aunt's eyes—to rs of happiness.

N. F, D. in The Irish Messenger of 
the S*cred Heart.

' Commune each day of this New Year 
with prayer. Earnest; prayer, says a 
spiritual writer, will sanctify your 
act ons—will give you strength to bear 
ap with disappointments. The man, 
woman or child who consecrates the 
day’s action with prayer weaves the 
blessed charm of God's grace around 
them which gives strength against 
temptation. How many daily go forth 
in health from their homes never to re 
turn there in life. Frayer is a surety 
f ir those you love and leave behind, that 
whatever may betide yon, yet all la well.
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Mary Halloran was silent and J said the girl. “Your voice reminds me
thoughtful. Nora's last argument had 
almost persuaded her. Still, she felt I 
so dependent on her, and had been so 
accustomed to seeing her about her, 
that, in view of the great uncertainty 
of the success of her plan, she could 
not at once consent to it.

44 America is a country of great 
extent, Nora. Suppose my husbatid 
should have left Boston : you’d find 
yourself in a strange country, friend 
less and unprotected,” she suggested.

“ Surely, ma'am, you ought to know 
by this time that I’ve a tongue in my 
head and wits sharp enough to find 
him,” said Nora, quickly.

“But it takes m.-ney 1”
“Troth an’ 1 know that ; an' its 

enough I've got to take me there, an 
a little over,” she said.

“ Nora, dear, you undertake a great 
deal. Do not let your affection for me 
and mine mi-lead you. I confess, it 
would comfort rao to know that you 
were near my husband ; but to send you 
north into the wide, cold world—afcross 
the perilous ocean—away from the shel
ter of my home, aud from one who loves 
the earth you tread on—I cannot do ir, 
Nora, even for John Halloran's sake.’
“Then, ma'am. I must go without 

your consent, because I know, an’ God 
knows, that it will be well in the end. 
I am ready to go away in the morning.”

“ Ob, Nora 1 oh, Nora Brady ! can I 
ever requite your love ?” said Mrs. 
Halloran, in a broken voice. “ Since 
you will, may Heaven bless you ; may 
good ange s guide and guard you. Go, 
and should you find my husband, give 
my heart's best love to him. But I 
must write ; there are some jewels I 
must send him to purchase comforts 
with. Oh that I might go with you 1” 

Tuat day week, Nora Brady was on 
her way, in the fine packet-ship 
“ Fidelia,” to Boston.

TO BE CONTINUED.

If we would break the bread of comfort 
to hearts oppressed by the burdens of 
the world we must strengthen our own 
hearts against temptations. We must be 
known not as frivolous weaklings but 
as men strong with the strength of 
prayer and patience and a life hid In 
Christ.

so ranch uf mother, and—I want to cry 
when I hear it,” she added by way of 
explanation.

“Hump l Hoity-toity," mattered 
Mrs. Carey, under her breath, as she 
proceeded with the cooking of the 
evening meal.

Meanwhile Eileen was clearing the 
nntidy kitchen and sett'ng the table 
while she talked affably to her uncle 
about the kind father who waited for 
her return on the far fcide of the At 
lantic, the fcaiatly mother who rested 
in the sunny churchyard in the heart 
of the Western World ; the order, 
method, neatness, trimness, etc., of 
the women there ; their help in the 
building np of the great Western 
Empire ; the purpose, determination 
and grit cf the men, aud so on. Mau 
rice listened attentively, gave hia 
opinion every djw and then, and, when 
supper was over, sat down at the fire 

vhich Eileen had caused to burn 
brightly by the addition of some sticks 
of wood i instead of taking his usual 
jjurney to the crossr jada.

Eileen smiled to herself, put the 
children early to bed, much against 
their wishes, and ait down beside her 
uncle to continue their conversation. 
When Mrs. Carey j lined in with her 
customery grumbling» at Maurice (sbe 
had become incapable ot talking on 
any subject save his shortcoming*-) 
Eileeu commenced sobbing, and the 
good woman, who was in reality the 
soul o! hospitality, was obliged to take 
refage in silence, less she might hurt 
her visitor too keenly,

Eileen was up betimes next morning; 
and when Mrs. Carey came down in a 
dirty blouse and a skirt much in need 
of mending, the sight of a spotlessly 
clean kitchen, a bright peat fire, and 
a girl in a Holland frock and large 
apron patting the finishing touches to 
» neat breakfast table, on the centre 
of which stood a bowl of fresh-picked 
roses, caused her to retrace her steps 
to indulge in her morning ablutions, 
brush her still beautiful hair, and 
change her untidy garments. Maurice 
appeared soon after, unwashed and 
nnkempt, and, at sight of him, Eileen 
said sweet y ;

Uncle dear, would yon mind greatly
washing and tidying yourself before
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Is your baby thin, weak, fretful?

Make him a Scott’s Emulsion

Scott’s Emulsion is Cod Liver Oil 
and Hypophosphites prepared so that it is 
easily digested by little folks.

Consequently the baby that is fed on 
Scott’s Emulsion is a sturdy, rosy- 
cheeked little fellow full of health and vigor.

ALL DRUGGISTS; 60c. AND $1.00.


