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. time,

“Jly head is aching fit to burst,
sald  she, despairingly, “and all
that ijroning to ba done to-dayl"

“Never mind about the work just
now,” said I, as I settled her on
the lounge aud found her a fan and
a copy of Thomas a XKempis.
“What can't be done to-day must
be done to-morrow.”

And darkening the windows and
closing the door, away I ran down-
stairs to the laundry.

The great haskets of rough-dried
calicoes and linens stood, heaping,
on cvery side.

Electa had made a good, roar-
ing fire for the irons, and Dorcas
was setting out the blanketed
boards: -

“Comme, gitls," cried X, “J ‘anna's
got one of her tantrums to-day,
and your mothet's no more fit to
work than a sick kitten.”

“We'll have to put our shoulders
to the wheel in good earncst this
cousin,” laughed Electa;

tittle Dorcas began to sing
and clear as a

while
in a voice sweet
bobofink’s:

wGfat de kitchen, old folks, young
~ folks,

Clar de kitchen, old folks, voung
. folks

-Old Vi{'gixmy ncbber tirel”

keeping time all the while with.
thieslively thud of her flatiron.

‘We.worked like beavers for two
mortal hours, till thé ovarflowing
“baskets waxed empty, ond the
*othes-Horses groaned under .ueir
stiowy, shining weight.

Hot and busy were _the jrons,
howeves , my brain was hotter and
busier sill, trying to evolve some
imiediate plon for ridding Cousin
Susan of her sanctimonjous hand-
maiden.,

It was ‘plain as the sun in the
-heavens that she would uever give
her tp or put her out — that she
would go on hugging her and her

. .delusions' to  the hitter end — un-

iess a special Previdence snatched
her “mystic” out of her arms, and
delivered her over to the tender
mercies of some shrewder and more
practical mistress.

Eved if T could discover for
‘J'anna ‘the hghter place” she had
fouched on that morning, ‘‘where
things would be aisy-like" for the

L

“binglng me

,“son,- He was

(2 }-devoteo — where:
could I get a girl to take her place?
affelp" was scarce in that out-of-

-the-way Westérn quarter; and Sus-

an must have at least .an apology
dor o v aid in the rougher work of
a farmer's house.

Tutich-time came — two o'clock
came —- and found the ironing fin-
ished, bt my bright idea still to
be materialized. By that time the
dear little girls, chipper and plucky
as they were, declared themselves
too tired to stir, and as their mo-
ther proved to Have fallen asleep on
‘her lotunge in the cool, shade
room, I bathed and dressed and
took to the road alonc on my bi-
eycle.

I Yiad not rone half a mile before
I Wet the post-boy on his wheel,
a letter from the
‘East. )

1.dismounted — it whs a bad bit
of hill, anyway — and read iny let-
ter as.1 walked.

My correspondent was a good
girl at home—a vrotege of mine in
our Catholic Guild for Working
Wotnen. * She had just buried her
mother, she wrote — and as her
last home-tie was Lroken, and the
old house-fult of sad and painful
memories, -she would like to go
West, and begin life among new

genes,  Could 1 get her @ place

6r geteral. housework on a farm
in mv neighborhood? She was not |
afraid of work, as I knew, and

she wanted was moderate wafges,
» good home, and a kind lady
for a mistress.

I could.have gone down ot Iy
%kntes in the dusty road and thank-
ed Heaven for this at least partial
answer to my prayers. It seemed a
miracle of Divine Providence that
the good girl should have offercd
herself unconsciously at this, cru-
cial: moment to fil J'anna

O'Leary’s place.

‘But how to create a vacancy =
how to get.rid of the remarkable
‘l_xlypochondriac at that wmotnent
slecping the sleep of the-just on
Cousin McIntyr's hest bed? < how
to be off with. the old love, in
-short, before we were on with the
new — ah! there was the rub.

~T.wasstill in a hrown. study-over .

-the question when X-reached the
rectory; but once in the office, I

wa$ soon.pouring out my worries
and ‘perplexities to Father -Harri-
as the sort of man —
genial"sympathetiév receptive—to
whom everyone instinctively un-
boenmed s or her anxities,
“Pé-Jasghed, softly when I expati-

ated: onéJ'anfa and: tier ‘peculiari<.
ted: ”

“Phe-woman-is ‘a crank,” said’
he,"t'and’ Mrs, McIntyre s a
ity C
. Iwas ‘proceeding to lay befare
hing the.jetter I'had just received,
and-to sound him on the‘ prospect

of. shipping- off Miss. ‘O'Leary as
soon pa‘; possible to ‘fresh. fields-

‘and, paatnres Hew, when & cutly-
headed Jad- thrust in: At ke, Dps
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Miss Maria, Mr. Kennedy, "She's

JIntyre's farm on my road home)
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door a forlorn face begrimed with
dirt and tears.

“What is it now, Jolnny?" said
the priest. “Is the mother worse?"

“She's  dyin’, Father, she's
dyin'l.’ he blubbered, ‘and Gran-
.y says will you please come right
away?”

«Tust wait for me a while in the
Miss Maria,'" said Father
Harrison, scizing his hat and wav-
ing me towards the adjoining
room. “You'll find The Catholic
World and The Review of Reviews
on the table to pass your time."

And away he hurricd for o long
half-hour.

When Le returned, sonme olic can®
with him into the office. Peeping
over the top.of my magazine, I saw
hitn to be a tall,  stout, farmer-
lovkhing man, with a decided pro-
file, but a good-humored mouth.

“I'm -vanting a match, Father,”
said he.

“Just step into the kitchen,' re-
iurned the priest, ‘'and the housc-
kecper will give you one to fight
your pipe.”’

“\Who's talking about pipes, your
Reverence?” laughed the man with
a pleasant humor, “Sure, it's not a
Lucifer-matchesd J'wr lookin' for at
all — but one of the kind that's
made in Heaven."

“Isn't this Roger Kennedy of
Rosemount?” said Father Harri-
son, evidently much amused, as he

parlor,

turned his visitor around to the
light,
“WThe same, your Reverence You

mind that you tended myv poor wife
on her death-bed, and gave her the
last rites?"

4] remember her well, my man—
a good woman she was,” said the
priest.

4Good?" cried Roger Kennedy,
hoarsely. ‘“There was none better!
And here am I, ever since I lost her
a vear ago, a poor widowman with
a houseful of children, and the
hote and the farm going to ruin
without her.”

“And you want a wife?”
the priest, kindly.

1yell — yes,"” hesitated Roger
—43f I can find the right sort} and
if T can't, at Jeast a housckeeper
{for the present."” .
Father Harrison began to walk
thoughtfully to and iro.

«There's & woman over at Mrs.
McIntyre’s,"* said he at last, ‘‘who
might suit you, Roger, if you're
not too particular.”

“{Vho is she?* asked the man.
4She's Joanna O'Leary," return-
ed the priest:. and then. his: -walk
brought him to the door of .the
parlor, and he added, with a,-wave
of his hat in my direction:
“Here's Mrs. McIntyre's cousin—

said

s

iuat been telling me that Jcanna
wants to change her place, and if |
you're willing to give her trial—"
“I'll be more than glad to get
her!" cried Roger heartily. “Do
you think, Miss, she would be ready
to start with me (I live ten miles
away, and I have to pass.Mrs. Me-
if T call for-her in an hour's time?
One of my hor3es cast a shoe.com-
ing here to-day,” he explained .fur-
ther, “and I must stop at the
blacksmitli's, and at one of two
other places, before I can get to
McIntyre's,”

«I promise to have her ready
for you in half an hour,” said I
resolutely, trying thard to keep
down the gleeful exultation that

sI diew breath, well pleased,
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— and don't wake. your mother for
the world!" Y exclaimed; and then,
in a fow trenchant words, I told
the girls the whole story,
They  actually clapped
hands and jumped for joy.
“Bring me a comb and a brush,”
1 began, issuine my orders like o
general, “And a towel—and some
hair-pius; there's no time to losc.
Let's go to the laundry at ontel”
And marshalling ay forces, Iled
the way through the entry. &
freshly-ironed pink calico wrapper
of Susan's — of the genus known
as the “Mother Hubbard” - hung
on & nail close at hand, I seized
it and carried it with me into the
laundry, closing the door hehind

their

1S,

Janna sat on a chair near the
window reading her prayes-book.
She had discarded her candle and
crucifix; but her head and person
were still disfigured by their out-
landish coveritgs.

I am sure she never knows to
this day how I whipped her out of
her corner — huw I wre off  the
brown habit from her shoulders,
leaving her defenceless to her ene-
mics. The girls helped me bravely
— one holding the basin while T
washed the victim's face — the
other the comb and brush, when I
was ready to begin at her hair.
Was there ever a more beautiful
skin — clear, red and white?

And such hairl — the real, vivid
auburn — full of little kinks and
curls (each holding a stnbeam in
ambush), and that only needed
brushing and twisting to make a
perfect glorv of a coronct on the
top of her shapely head. She had
drmpled when she laughed (as she
did otice or twice, as if amused at
my unusual proccedings), and her
tecth were like pear], so white and
even.

But not a word out of her
mouth.

1 must have hypnotized her; for
she sat as mute and meck as any
lamb, and let me do as I pleased
with her.

When I buttoned her at last into
Cousin McIntyre’s pink wrapper,
and pinned around her waist one of
Electa's ribbop belts — fagiened a
brooch at her throat, and drew on
her bare feet a pair of Susan's
stockings and old slippers — she
was the prettiest. weman I ever
set my eye ot

Tt was the ‘“Deformed Trans-
formed,” indeed. - .

«Now, Miss O'Leatry,” said I, as
after
the last finishing touches, *ut_1s
well for you to know that Mr.

Roger Xennedy of Rosemount is

coming here is a few moments to
offer you a nice easy place in his

‘home; and I want you to treat

v

him like a gentleman, and not dis-
appoint his éxnectations.”

Before she had time to reply to
this thrilling adjuration, there came
a rap at the door, and’ Dorcas
ushered in the hero of the hour.
To see Roger's honest face when.
he first hud the radiant charms
of Joauna O'Leary was as good as
a play. It was a kitchen edition
of Pygmalion and Galatea.

He. stood qute speccliless, con-
templating the vision of beauty be-
ore him. Then his eyes roved
~harply about the room as if in
search of some other and home-
lier wo king woman than this daz-
aling creature, whose fair checks
blushed and whuse blue eyes were
lowered under thé fire of his ad-
miring gaze.

Ah! the mystic was but a wo-
man — and woman, alast is weak.
In his bewilderment, Keunedy
turhed to me, and recoguizing me,
stammered:

-

would bubble up into my voice and

es.

And without waiting for longer.
parley — almost dr.ading that
Roger Kennedy iught read my.
thoughts on my jubilant face, and
change his mind on the subject, I
satd good-bye, with a little laugh,
to him and Father Hufrison, and
sprang to my wheel with the .joy:
and agility of a gird of sixteen,
_Some remorse tugged.at my coi~
science strings, howevet, as I rode

WEY.

Wl?at was to becptie of that hon-
est-fartmer, Roger Kennedy, when
the mystical Joanna took up her
abodé under his roof and ruled the
destinies of his houschold?
but he looked like & man-with a-
will of his own, who would brook-
no trifling or masquerading.
Suddenly a bgilliant  thought.
broke upon me. .
“Pll  do it!" I cried, almost
aloud, und necarly upset my wheel
in thb excitement ana rapture of
my, new conceit.

Then I dashed wildly on, consunt-.
ed with my cager desire to reach
"the Jarm. )

I remember I only made two
stons between Father Harrison's
and Cousin McIntyre's. .

The first was at the telegraph of:
fice where T despatched this mes-
sage ‘to-my Catholic Guild's girl
in the East: “Come at once: I have
a place waiting-lor you.”

My secon halt wes at the “no-
tion-store™ kept by the village ‘mil-
liner, ‘Here 1 made several light-
weight purchases  which. I carried
away 'with me on my- handle-bars,
For what- purpose you will learn
later, ’

Dorcas and-Electa met-me at the
farmhouse: door, 'as {resh as dais-
icg after- their afternoon nap,

‘deép, heavy sleep,'t ,they volun-
tee&d: ;“lruyt J'anl:l's ia:ove’l'.' T
in the-laundry as-well-as eyér,”

‘ast, ‘and:every- titne; dear’chil
’ ;', l.’\ . " u'"l‘"u \:’r Al ° : ! :

ere -
e Ty a8- . |
“Itiis.J'annd  that T want, firat;- ‘::

LFLYs

1s the girl in the house you were
telling me about; Miss?"

“This is the g, returned I,
laying my hand on J'anna's plump:
shoulder.

aWellh — I'll be — jiggered!" ex-
claimed the farmer, scratching his,
head in a burst of mild profanity,
whereat Miss O'Leary crossed her-

self devoutly.

uBeg pardot, ma'am — Miss;"
blurted Roger, alinost humbly.
“You see, I'm only a plain, roug
fellow, and I'm tcctotally rattled-
with all' this here surprisin’ busi-
ness. Everything’s at sixes and.
‘sevens at home, and my farm’s go-
ing to the:dogs, and my children
rutining wild, all because my old
woman up and ‘died a,year ago,
and there’s no missus. to Iook after
‘the place, and keep things tidy.”
He took out his handkerchicf as
‘he spoke,-and wiped the sweat ex-;
citedly from his large, flushed face,
Miss O'leary’s countenance was
a study. -
She smiled sweetly as she rose to
her fect, fully displaying her state-
1y proporticns (for ~Susan's pink
gown immeasurably: enhanced the
redundant charms hitherto  ob-
scured by the Mystic's unshapély.
frock), and with'a shy sort of dig-
nity which became ‘her well she
questioned with downcast eyes: =~ -
“And what is it you want with
me, the da;’. Roger .Kennedy of
‘Rosemount?™  ~ ¥- ..
“It's a housekecper 1've beeit
a-wantin’, and’ a thousekeeper
came a-seekin’, Miss O'Leary,” re:
plied he,
Jaugh; “tat it
wife, ang not d- ¢ 1
tice, it's wproud and happy - man
Tl be this-day; and no
“fhe-face of the Mystic glowed
like & red'rose: She

'

with an’ émharrassed’
ow'll-make it @

in: & July sun,

“Mamma is Still sleeping that-{ put:up one hahd to her hesd-as if,

d-] the years to ‘come,
mind- the short no:.
mistake! 4 '(

.

“In the namoe of tho saints, a
wife let it bel®

uyon don’t mean it]'" shouted
Roger, in an ecstasy. “Ilurrah!”
and he tossed his hat into the air
and caught it again, “We'll go
straight to the priest, and be mar-
rled thiz minutet  Come, get on
your honuet, my heauty — the wa-
won's at the door!”

Janng,  Dblushing
turned upon me an
glance.

1ferey on usl? whispered Elees
ta.  “What will she do for a bon-
net?"

“It will never do to be married
in a slat-sun-bonnet!” giggled lit-
tle Dorcas.

But I, indefatigable tire-woman
as I was to the bride-clect, was
equal to the emergency 1 stepped
to the ironing-table in a corner,
and unwmppin}z the packages X had
bought that afternoorn at the vil-
lage milliner’s, I proauced a  soft
white swmmer shawl, a pair of
white cotton gloves — and last, a
shuwy white lace bonnet, gorgeous
with artificial roses and green sat-
in ribbons!

With these striking additions to
her toilet, Miss O'Teary straight-
way becatne a dream of lovelincss
to her infatuated finance and to all
hier constituents.

I was just putting tite last pin in
her bonnet and tyiug a becoming
knot under her dithpled chin, when
I heard a groan at my clbow, and
1ealized that Cousin Susan had un-
expectedl appeared.

#Oh, Marial” she sighed,
does it all mean?”
“Mamma dear,” whispered Dor-
cas, with her arms around her
neck, *don’t say a word vo sto
it! It's just turning out lovely
J'anna was Cindrella and Cousin
Maria the-fairy godmother, and
now the prince has come, and he
has asked us all to the wedding;
and vou must come along, t0o,
and see the funi”

The upshot of it all was that
we speedils climbed into the farm-
er's
poor, disappointed Susan along
with us; and we went to the
church, Roger Kenncdy driving,
and his bride-clect sitting beside
him, like Peggy ip the low-backed
car,

I would not have missed for a
good deal the look upon Father
Harrison's face when J'anna ap-
peared before him in all ‘he splen-
dor of her nuptial array, I actual
ly had to intrdduce her to himt be-
fore the ceremony; and it needed’
all his priestly sclf-control to keep
himfrom laughing outright when
he saw Roger detach irom his-
watch-suard his dead wife's wed-
ding-ring, and beheld Miss O'Leary
trying the fit of 1t, with a com-
placent smile, upon ker own sub-
stantial finger.

Tt was at that moment that I
overheard the bridegroom whisper
to the bride the prosaic question:
“Can you make bread, darlin’?"
“Is it

and uncasy,
appealing

‘what

smile- of patronizing pity for bis
ignorancé of her accomplishments;
g it me make bread, asthore? and
me with (he dough on ny fingers
for the last five weeks!”

“And then tiere ensued.a private
catechism on lier part as to how

gone to confession, When she learn-
ed that he went to.the priest every
rionth, and had been ‘dorrad” only
the day before, Miss O'Leary’s last
fear was put to.rout, and Father
Harrison had light' work of squar-
ing the final accounts.
So “all went metry as a masti-
age bell, and Susan gave away the
bride, and I was maid of honbor,(in
evéry sense ot the word), and Dor-
cas and Electn, flower-girls. In-
,deed, the little vixens plundered
Father. Harrisont's gdrden of all its
flowers for a nosegay for the bride,
and even coaxed the grim old
housekeeper into giving a little
treat of tea and caki to the high
contracting parties.
When the knot was. tied, and the
Jast blessing given, poor Susan
found a chance tn.say to Father
Harrison sotto voce, before we all.
tode away together in-the :twi-
light:
““Oh, Father, do you really think
she will be happy?”’

uNot a doubt of it!" retarned the
.priest, heartily. “She will be as
happy as a clam at.high water.
She is a. well-meaning . creature 1in,
the main; all she wanted. was plen-
-ty to do-and a strong, -sensible
man like Kennedy.
ing it, to make her'a steady and
useful member 6f society.” |

‘And Father Harrison was right.

The hdsty snarriage tumed out a
very satisfactory one to-all. con-
cerned; and no one repented at-lei-
sire,

No one except, Cousin- McIntyre.

For, alttough my protege of the
Catholic, Guild grrived: “from the
East three daysiafter the wedding,
and proved -(as-(;had. foreseen) a
petiect treasure.to her:overburden-
ed. mistress; and: although, through
¢ rs t0 0 Mistress Roger
; Kénnedy tode pastithe, door every
“wagon,-a blooming, .buxom matron
‘(at:first surrounded by @ group of
shet, step-children, :dind liter on by
Jhalf;a dozen’ of her.own), Cousin
,Susan.never ceased to lament the

P er the, vell that ‘was wo'{:passing of heg Bystic = nevor ceas-
‘fongeE, there, theny clasping  both "ed to'deplore J'auna's fall froin her
{ioneer, X W liising ‘het. beaaing wyes Aigh: estate. to. the commonplace
devoutly: o' Ahe' T she-. am= verities ‘and Avocations of every-
woalowly: fud o deylife. 1o
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wagon en  masse, Carr ing .

me, make bread. Reger |
.Kennedy?'' was her retort, with a

often 1ter intended freguented the
Sacraments, and when he kad last |

to keep her do-

"week -t6  market -in: her -hushand’s |
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Replanade Eamé near Church
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YOUR GRANDFATHER
BURNED OURS

38 KING 8T, RAST

Time to Think of Your Winter

CO AL
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P. BURNS & CO.

TRLEERONN 131 MAIN

HUNTERS'

Rifiles, Revolvers, Hunilng Bnlves, Sheath
Kolves, Hunterd® Axes, Carttidyes, Losdsd
Shells, F,F, Powder, C. & 15 Towder, Saod
Pouches.

Writs for ptices,

Rice La;i; & Son,

‘LIMITED

52 and 54 King 8¢, East, Toronto.

T0 CHARM

instrument bailt to charm
fte hearers and delight its
nossessors. In grace of de-

k4
THE KRARN PIANO Is an

sign anit beauty of finish it is un-

exce'led.  Its thoroughness of

construciion insures against dls.
But its truest
{s the marvellous

appointment,

excellence

quality of tone 1t produces,
i

.

The D, W. KARN CO., Limited

MANPRE, PIAXOS, READ ORGARS
ARD £1PA OROAXS

WOODSTOOK, ONTARIO

| W T J Las, BOL,

Legnl

ANOLIN & MALLON,

BARRISTHRS, SOL\!'( x""roks.
NOTARIES, &e,
Oftces: Land Seourlt, or, 4
1ai3¢ And Viototia Biredums Horoen, e W oor. Ader

F, A. ANOGLIN JAS, o«
"Telephono NAnh‘x \Xw‘.MLLON, LR

ROY & KELLY,
BARRISTELS, SOLICITORS, 8o,
Al

Otfices:” Heme Hwin
Buildlngs, 80 Church Smgz.'ro\outg‘?‘u Company's

3.3, FOY, K.0
*Telephone Matn 798,

HEARN & SLATTERY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS,
NOTA

Prociors in Adainlty, Offtes: Cun e
nlralty. 1ticos

Dulldiog {0 Kio trect Vot Toranco Ont Yoties

SLATTERY, Realdonce, 2565 Slmcos Bt.s

iy 876.
Res. 'Phone 101'5: RN, Rosidence, 21 Qrangs Ave,

LATCHFORD, MoDOUGALL % DALY
BARRISTERS AND SOLICITORS,
Supreme Cowrt and Farliamentary Agents,
O1TAWA, ONT,

£ R Lolchiord, K.C, 2.
s 3, Duper MoDougall, Iz

LEE & O'DONOHUE,

BARRISYTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Ezc.
Land Security Chambers, 34 Yictos .

Ont. Officss=Bolton, Gab Totonto,

Restdence Phone, Main 2076

Jotix G, O"Doxottuy, LL.B,

MOBRADY & O'CONNNR
DARRISTERS, SOLICITORS,
Proctors in Adminlty. R ey
Life Bullding, 46 Kioy b, wﬁ;","r:;om o8, Connda
1. ¥ McBRADY, T, J. W, O'CONNOR
Telophone Malu 2635, .

M ACDONELL BOLAND & THOMPSON
T

st BLIC, &e.
aligatiota sy i G
A, C. MACDONELL,

JOHN %, C.
Telephons Maln 107%-

IL T. KELLY,

Phone, Maln 1583,

TEOKPSO::' J. BOLAND

COTT, SCOTT & CURLE,
PARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, &¢.

THE MOST NUTRITIOUS

Eress GOCoA

Prepared from the fluest selected
and distinguished overy-
where for Delicacy of fiavor, Su.
perior quality, and highly Nutri.
tive properties. Sold in quarter.
und  tins, labelled JAMES
:PPS & Co., Ltd.,, Homwopathie
Chemists, London, England,

Eess.Coco

BREAKFAST—-SUPPER

IMITATIONS ABOUND, but in-
sist upon getting the genuvine “Tle
D. & L." Menthol Plaster. *The D.
& L." has stood the test of years.
It cures. Its imitations are impot-
eac, “The D, & L."” is made by the
. ;\‘rte}“l-known Davis & Lawrence Co.,

THE WILD FLOWER.

“The mountain's bride,” X gently
asked,
“Astray in nature's wild?"
.“You-are mistaken, miss," she
said,
“I am a gypsy's child.”

"Whalg 'do tiey call you?' I re-
1Cu.

“Kind miss, I hardly know
I ngver-had a nanie, i{ seems‘,

‘T simply ‘come and go.' "’

I called on Beauty then to I
Why overlook‘d) this ﬂow'e:m

“To give a fitting name to her
Is not in Beauty's pow’e."”

inicana.

X g
CARLETON OHAMBERS,

—Mary Allegra Gallagher in-Dom- ’

After Work or Exercise |

)S

{ 30 Adelalde St- W Phane :Main 307

Promisg, X Oloas dng.
- mﬁnﬂmdau.;y':nfg ir
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