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CHAPTER XII. Coaniinued,

WHY TItE scHOOL-MASTER's HMI GREW
GRAY.

"1I was very proud and happy whien I
got the litile scîhool. I thanlked God with
a full heart that now my widowed no'th-
er would have a home, and some of the
little comforts to which Pshe bad so long
a stranger. My father died when I was
twelve yeabe old. Her lite siice his
dui.îh hnd beeti ouie lonrg stiliggle witil
poverty and want. I had tono nuch rea-
bon to believe that she had not been
happier as a wife than she had been as a
widcw ; for ny father was a drunkard.
Yet, she always endtavoured to make mne
believe that he was a god man; ai mîy
own recollection of him led nie te believe
that be was niot a bad man. Strange to
say, Iloved himîî fiar better than [ loved
mîy poor moLher ; and what is 3till
stranger, his ill treatment of her-I
mighit apply the terni brutal to it-never
caused nie any pain or grief. I believe
I uhouglht that everything my father did
shuild beriglt. My iother confirmed
me in t.his waty of thinking ; for ste al-
ways spoke to hini wit h respect,-ailmosLt
with reverence. I can reinember ber

inuging and lauighing wheii hue liiad gun,-
out aimr crueilly beating her. I think
lie aimst have loved her ; for, one day
wheun he returned homue inexpectedly
and found her aslep, witha wound upon
her forehead, whiclh his own hand liait
inflicted, lue stooped down and kissed
her. I knew she was not asileep, though
lie thomught site was ; for 1 saw lier lip s
tremble, and the tears etealing down lier
cheiks. He walked out (if the house
softty ; and then my ruother iegan to
s4b, and flung lierse;f upon ber kntees.
I caru recali tui this day the flu itter of her
beart as she strained ne ini ier arms
after praying fervently.

" It neyer occîurred t mne that there
was anythin)g degrading or sinafil in)
drunkness, unail one iorning when I
went withi my father to the public-houae.
He drank two ghàuses of raw wiiskev.
and was on his way home, when a wret-
chedl sot of his acquaintance stopped
him. The man's fece and lips were livid,
and his eyes duith and glassy. He wias in
rags, and when'u I eaw his whole frame
trembling, I thought it was culdl he was.

" ' Are you after having your "morn-
ing "' sauid he to my fathuer.

SI am,' was the reply.
"The w-retulhed man held his faceclose

to my father'sa. 'Blood-an'-ouns, mun,'
said he, 'tl us get the smnell of it.'

"Thas was aie first time I conceived
anythinig like disguast lor a drunkard.
Perhaips the reasuin I did sao then wiias
becmase I sauw my lather was disgrusted.
I often reflect uapon the extraordrnary
influence a fathter munst uxercise over the
mindi of his children. How great in his
resp nsibility if hedoes not exreise that
inflience for guoodl!

"One day my father wis dragging my
motier hy the hair, and callig tpon
lier, withl the iast, frightAful oaths, to
gethii nioney for more whiskoy. it
vain the poor woman pleaded thait she
had noi money ; heîinly kicked and drig-
ged lier the more savagely.

Come you rip !' he shvited -get
me the monev.'

" ' Come you rip!' I exclaimed, catch-
ingher by the lhair, to'get my dada the
noney.' For my symipahbies were ai-
ways at my father's side.

" He let her go, and stiggered back
against. the wall as if a buliet hîad gone
through him.

" ' Oh ! God help me 'hie cried, in the
mnost heartbroken tones I haive ever
heard , 'èas the olld cock erows the young
cock learns.'e Oh ! God help iae !' He
said no more, but went mito his bed-
room, apparently quite sober. He went,
to Cork next day, aud took the
pledge from Fatther Matthew.
And from that day to the hour of his
death he never tasted a drop of intxicat-
ing drink. But bis constitution was en-i
tirely broken by a long course of intem-1
perance, and he lived only one year after1
becoming a teetotaler. His last words1
to me were : 'WilIie, never be a drunk-1
ard.'

" What privation my mother su ffered4
for my sake ! She took the bit out of her1
own mouth to give it to me. ler great1
ambition was to make me 'a scholar,'1
and I was kept constantly at school. My

father, who wa a good angler, had often ime face which was, perihaps, more regi-
sent me with presents oif fish tii the Pro- arly handsnme. It was that of a. yong
testant clergyman. A few monîhs after ady whoma you know. But you wiln
my father's death the chl-rymanî's wife 'ardon me for saying tlhat there was a
met me. and iniimred kindly for my mo- soul, an ever-chaniging sonething in the
ther. She also gave me a halfsnreign, face of Rose Mualvany, which, to my-
which she desired nie to give tu my in mind, far excelled the stilI lnvelintess of
ther to buy clothes for me. And~when b he face ta which I have alluaded. O yni
the clothes were lought we were bioth ta iriend! may you never feel the pane
call upon ber. We did call upnat ber; which has torn my wretched heart to
and, ta my pnor muaothler's dismay, the piecesi"l
lauly offered to provide fiur iae if -she wpre Jîane Evaens' pale face tluishpd, and her
allowed tg btring me up as a memher of Ilreathing became qutick. She closel
the Establislhed Chturch. The lady was he book hastily and gazed into the fire.
very mild and handmsomp-; and I nm sorry " Ishe difference nuch?" she thougrht.
to think the half sovereign which made h stood up, with her hair flîwin2
me so hlappy wuas only a bribe. But wilyiv, ind opening the window shbutters.
thiese thinagis have little or nothing t» do rested her buirninr: forehead agaiist the
with what I wish to tell y'ou. I bave ihs, and looked ut ait the stars. The
writ.ten them almost uanaconscioiusly. roo0m door openied andI i. Evins, with

"My health was never very sitronia niost woe-Legone face, presented lier-
and I scarcelv ventured tu hnpe that I self.
could ever heanything but, ai hiurden toi " O Jaae !" she exc.imed, iii a one of
ny dear nother. Juîdge ofni mv rarture mttpr maiserv, " wlhat are von tin king
when mv kind friend. Father O'G rilan, of ?" Miss Evans turnel rouand quaicklv.
cave mi~ the appointnient of teacher ta " What am I thinkiog of?" she re
onew of his schoals. For threeyears alifter peated. I Why?"
f wias ais peacefua1l happy ais tmortal m'n " I won't allow it," says Mrs. Evatis,
comih hope to be. The inijustic' which I wih feeble leterminaation.
sufferid fronm the parents of nme ofi m " oAIlow wht ?"
pupils was very trying. But the love of " Mrs. Hill rame down from the lodge.
ite children for me made ie ferget il. anu told that there wis a uain on lhrorse-
rie love of children has alwavs bmuei hack at the gaîte, and Pm after seniracu

tike a blessing frmrai 1-leaven to me. Lt- .. 0e nnd Philip ta irrest him. l'Il send
terly I haveheen sorely persecuted hy an for the police, so put it out _if youar
inspector-for the school is 'inrier the heaid," exclaiied Mrs. Evans, still feebly
Board '-who a ppears ta take pleasure in ens'r.-etic.
wounding my tehilings i every posihle IlFor Heaven a' sake, niamnia, tell nc
way. But a wordniof sympaahy from what youu meîun."
Fa.her O'Gorman will hea the worst " Ah, Jane, what did y ou mean hy
wotund this officiai can inflic taupon me talkaing of Anierica ?"
ialnmost,'instanstaneoisly. For awhile I Her voices were heard outside, near
used to feel pained by the sneprs off the front of the iotuse, and _Miss Evani
coturse-natured fellows, who would r-fer hamoily piulled doiwn the wimdow-blind
ta my former poverty in the nm 'st offen- Sie noved the blind a litle aside, aml
sive nanner, because I respected myself siw the twio serving men leadinig a horrse
and dressed decently. I soon, however, with soncebody ou his back. When the
learneud ta despiee this ; particilarly as hall door was opned, and ithe light
none but the mist vulgar ever rittemnipt cd sone ont umpon the group, Miss Evans
to anney nie in the way I have mention- sniled.
ed. And what need I cure ? Had 1 not -' Conie here, mamnîma."
mîy dear moither to welcome nie witlh her Mrs. Evans looked ont.
loving snile, every evening, after the I"'Tis Mr. Mooney," says she faint-
day's toit ? Had I not the respect and ingly.
good will of nanay aniong my humble "And now." lier daugchier observed,
neiglihors ? Yes ; and the friendship n " you know I have retired fir the might.
a fi-w whon I cuuld look up to witlout tneed inot ay how ridiiculously you
feeling that.! was loked down upon. He1 have acd. And now I suppose youl
for whom I write titis was the maost va- iwill see the necessity of making the best
lued of these few friends. And lere, in of it."
one word, leti mei hank him. His main- "But, Janie, what did yu mean by
ner towards me was ilwtys frank, always talkinîg of Americaf? ls it, possible thatL
kind, but never patronizieg, I thank haimv you are still thinking of that manma
with all my heaîrt. He mado me feel; .ou know-"
that I was a man. But Jane poinited to the group outsile,

"I have not yet. Luîached upon the and waved her hand towards the door.
subject. about wh;ich I sat down to write. Mrs. Evans walked away with a look
I find I have been putting it off, almost suggestive of snelling- saits. She wiaî
unconsciously. not a strong-minded lady. And Brian

" Ro.ie Mulvaney came to my school. Purcell was the one shadowing ber pat lu.
She was accompaqnied the first day by I"Mr. Mooney," said Mrs. Evans froi
her fat her and niother, who were simple the htll door, "there lias been soie un-
peasants. fortuntte mistake. And now, to let ae

" They told me that Rose had lived see that you are not offended, come in."
vith ber grandmother high up on the Mr Mooney alighted with great alai-

mountain, and that lier education was crity. The men having hold of his bridle
almost entirely neglected; and with prevented him fron dasbing away in a
tears (f entreaty in their eyes, they beg- ligure of eighrt.0
ged of me to do ny best to make up for "Sit clown, Mr. Mooney," says the
the lost time, by taking ail the pains I lady of the house.
could 'to bring her on,' as they express. Oh! fnot ai ail,'" says Mr. Mooney. î
ed it. I promised to do my best.; and "I'm sorry my daughter has retired
after warning Rose to be 'a good girl,' for the night."
and assuring her that ' the master 1 ivould "We had a capital unit," observed
soon make ber 'a fine scholar,' the Mr. Mooney, with his eyes very wide
good, simple old couple shook me warnly open, and staring at the wall. " After
hy the hand, and with many a '•God going four miles, as the cro w
bless you' and 'Good luck to you,' took flies, towards the siate quarries lie
their leave. doubled back to Coolbawn caver, where

" Poor Rose! lHow she laughed, and the earth was open. Everything wenat offg
cried, and blushed at her deficiency. splendidly-themarquis was delighted-
She was diligent, however, and naturahly except a row between Mr. Grindem and
quick, and soon began to make wonder a persaon of the name of Brian Purcell.
ful progress. Have I said that Rose Mr.-that is Grindem and 1, are capitalG
was strikingly beautiful? I have seen friends. 'How aie you, Mooney ?' saySC

ON WASH DAY*
AND EVERY DAY.

he. 'How do you do. Mr.-ahem !-How
do you do Grmndeni ? says I. Capital fel-
low, Grindem. Stood any amount of
hrandy." Here Mr. Moorney fortified
hirmself with a glass of wine, and with
desperate resolution said. " I ihad the
"Lsnd oIf aine-ahem '--Miss Evans
there in the morning."

" Oh!1 yes; she was there."
' Th. ît ri'e. MNi !lunîkîas were ii at

the finish. Why does not Miss Evans
ride to hounda ? Don't tell nie she ecan't
.Il it. For dear nie," exclaimsnk; Mr.
*iooney, holuing out lis hand, ailnul star-
nglait the wall, there's nothmg she can'tdo."ý Mr. Mo(aîaey sait lt prighit ini his

chiair, stckinig the' laîndle of hi, hiinting
whip. He fixed his eyes on the ceiling,
ls if l couldseo throuigh it into the
rolom above. "Mrs. Evar.s," ayvs Mr.
Nriintlpv. loficni, through the cemniiig,
I can't stond it."

staid wbt, Mr. Mooney ?."
" Particuîlarly now," continued the

vOintiI celleitan, " mince my niolier is
down on me."

Mrs. Evans looked surprised, but
thoiught it besi to let. him go on.

" Down on m le," e repeated, " on ac-
count of Ml-s Baker. Not Miss fBaker,
yeu know, but the fat one."

" ReaJly. Nr. Mooney, I don't under-
-itand you."

Don't think, Mrs. Evins," says Mr.
Mne.y, taking the lady's lhnd, and
lookiig the reverse of clierfal, " don'L
think it was ler beauaty ! No, Mrs.
Evans. It was the suîlinity of lier dis-
position. The submlimity, Mrs. Evans.
And is it no01t a d1( tini îg, Mrs. EvanLIs
-- here 1r. Mooney l cciiiicm lauilgubrious
to a ilegrec-"is it not n elanchioly, heart-
breaking, for a niait to h ave ai motlier
~¯ ·. f "r. oney % vlais c la iged to bave
recourse to li pocket-handkerchief, but
not. being able to fi nd it, s tie skirt
of lis scarlet cit. ,'l'to have a ioaher,
AIrs. Evamii', Mwiloaofineayou- of--ub-

I doi t .3 113' mother is lit grand,
for she i grand. Lihuk it lier in ler
viil, elvet, uiitl whe(re ivill you sec a
arandmler ivoingi ? hut, nv dear Mrs.

whsî la grandeur wvithout sub-

Pon ny word, Mr. Mooney, I must

luaundsomne Femi i uires.
Sonietlms îunsIghtly bnlotche. implmple.q or

sailnw "Taa(lit Nk lit tutrt)yVs eI li lI LCti t-

on Emu;,n wmlt hutid ip iu sytem wid
impnart rreaiieýs and bieitv N. 21-2

LEX. NELSON & Co's RENIoVAL S.LE
r.mnc±iedit on rtiny, nl>.ec. 2, i. 107

anti sîJi Buur3 street.

J. M. Prockter,
(LATE 0F NTr nOS.)

særs, exorrFr~T A .111ser cas

JEWELLER AND OPTICIAN.
25 Yeurs Experletce,.

|i -I live Ihp linN.t sel. or rol,;(n th$,
rinan tlnor caviiaL car roupair nue hci inFl

Sconplieiitd wreinlau" Prnic mierte,rnd al
work done by myself.

39 St. Lawrence Street,
r Tr-,E.AM 21.4

PEPCENT DISCUNT OFF ALL OURA25Lacileo -,Put Mlts le ftenviil St'elrm-
menceps to.day, D.c.5bal, 1893. ALEX. NELSori,
17 and 109 leury street. 21-a

TURKEYS! TUMKEYS 1TURKEYS I
-:00:-

Go to JOSEPH LEVESQUE & CO.,51 Bleury
strdet. ia lr i he ciîokuuuul egP yil toi.,2ceLs.
aal i -. l tiwesl market prOies. Aasu Ciri-
maiLs meajLt 4 to 12 cents. )ni1'it rorge his ad-

dres.. CUL this out audl brinlg 1wlth you L

si Inieury streot,
JOSEPH LEVESQUE & Co. 21 S

295 PER CENT. DISCOUNT OFF ALL OUR
Fur Caps, ait Aier. Nethon & Co' Re-.

Movai Sale. 21-3

ERSONAL.-LEITIMATE DETEC'TIVESWORKau connection with burglarieu.rfor.
gerles, biaakmalling schemes, mysterious dis.
ap arancos, and ail deteotIve work Ina ncru-
a Cend civIl business pramptly £ttnded to by
the Canadian secret Service. Oce, Temple

Buldng Mnrea Orfna Tepoe N1
GnoBst. commzal work ; BILAS H<CABPET R.uptX timina1Work.


