
thing. “ Bat î say, Flanagan,” he 
added quickly, “ do you go to 
sioo—if it's a fair question.”

“ Quite fair,” said Edward, with a 
bright smile ; “ certainly I da go to 
eonteesion.”

“ And how often, pray?”
** Once a month or so.”
“ Once a month 1 Well, if that ain't 

the queerest thing! That’s something 
I could never do. I couldn’t stand 
that, any how.”

“ Well, never mind confession now— 
that's not the point,” said Edward, 
gaily. ‘*But mind, I shall expect you 
to morrow evening.”

Might I bring Silas Green ?”
Oh, certainly—if you wish it. I 

must go now, Ilenry, and bid your wife 
good night, as I know Margaret will be 
expecting mo.”

“ I'm afraid you didn't enjoy your­
self,” said Jane listlessly ; 44 if you did 
you wouldn’t go away so early.”

“ I’ard

oonfes-

on me,” said Edward with a 
cheerful smile, 441 make it a rule never 

out later than this, especiallyto stay
when Margaret is not with me. I have 
really spent a very pleasant evening. 
Good n’ght.”

When Edward got home, he found 
that Margaret and her father had gone 
early in the evening to see Susan, and 
were not yet returned. 44 She must bo 
very poorly,” thought Edward, 44 when 
they are staying so late;” so he 
himself to see what was going on. lie 
wa« surprised to find Susan lying on the 
sofa in the parlor, while Margaret and 
Eliza sat by her sewing very diligently. 
Mr. O’Callaghan, Mr. and Mrs. Flana­
gan, and John, were playing cards at a 
little distance.

44 So there ycu are, Susie,” said 
Edward, as he took her little hand in 
his, and sat down by her ; 441 thought 
you'd been in bed two hours ago. You 
look well this evening.”

44 And I feel well, too, Edward,” re­
plied Susan with a faint smile that 
made her brother start, for it gleamed 
over her wan features with a p*le and 
sickly light. Her hand, too, was hot 

Edward did not speakand feverish, 
for a moment, and he coughed slightly, 
as if to hide his emotion.

44 How industrious we have grown all 
of a sudden 1” said he, at length, with 
a forced smile ; 44 h that part of a ball- 
dress, girls, or what is it, that you can­
not spare time for a single word ?”

44 They’re working for me.” said 
Susan, with sudden animation ; 44 it’s a 
covering for my little altar that they’re 
miking, and I'm just waiting to see it 
finished before I go to bed. You must 
come up to my room to-morrow evening. 
Edward, when the altar is finished, till 
you see how nice it looks. We have 
that handsome cruaifix that father gave 
me, and the little statue of the Bless*, d 
Virgin that you gave me, and mother 
gave me a pretty pair of marble candle­
sticks, and I'm to have some wax-tapers. 
Oh ! it will be so beautiful. We're 
going to say the Rosary there for the 
future, and when I get worse, you know, 
Edward, so that I can’t leave my bed, I 
can turn towards that dear little altar 
and say my prayers.”

44 Well, but you're 
worse, Susan,” said her brother, trying 
hard to keep back the tears that would 
come. 44 You must get well very soon, 
and you shall have a nice trip with us 
this summer - you and Eilie.”

Susan smiled and shook her head, 
but not mourntuliy 44 Thank you, dear 
Edward, I shall have a trip this summer 
—this spriig, rather—but I don’t want 
to have any of you come with me—not 
just yet. I'll go now alone, Edward, 
all alone ; but, after a few years, some 
of you will come and join me in my new 
home—then another, until, at last, we 
shall all bo united again—never to part 
any more. Why, what are you all cry­
ing for ?” she added, looking round 
in surprise. 44 If you go on so, it will 
make mo cry, too, and that would not 
be right. One who is soon to behold 
God in heaven, and to take her place 
for ever at Mary’s feet, neither can nor 
ought to mourn for leaving the earth. 
Even yourselves ought to be glad— 
though I fear, you are not—knowing 
that I can do you more good there," 
and she pointed upwards, 4* than I ever 
could on earth.”

44 Susie, dear,” said John, rising 
lustily from the table, 44 I can’t listen 
to you any longer. You’d make me cry 
like a baby.—1 tell you, there's no fear 
of your dying — if there were you 
couldn't talk so. Keep up your heart, 
sister, and let us keep up ours.”

not going to bo

41 Spoken like au oracle, John,” said 
his father, after wiping away his tears ; 
44 sorrow’s time enough when it comes. 
I hope wel'll soon have our poor little 
Susie able to go about again.” Then 
lowering his voice to a whisper, he said 
to his wife, who sab with her back to 
the sofa : 44 Don't, for your life, let
her see you crying. It always grieves 
her when she sees you down-hearted 
abaufc her. Don’t, Nelly dear !—don't, 
for God's sake I I can hardly stand it 
myself. Just look at Edward and John 
—the two of them hanging over her, 
and each holding a hand. But don’t 
look round. I don’t want Susie to see 
us watching them.”

44 Mr. O’Cal lag han had let his cards 
fall on the table, and sat gazing with 
moistened eyes on the beautiful picture 
of fraternal love. 44 Ah 1” said he, in 
a low voice, 44 you ought to be proud 
and happy, both of you, my good friend.-, 
to see your children such as they are/ ’ 
44 1 say, Edward,” raising his voice, 
44 how did you get along at Blake's ?
Were you blessed with the presence of 
Tomkins ?”

44 We wore doubly blest, my dear sir,” 
replied Edward, fully appreciating the 
old gentleman’s kind intention, and 
willing to second it as far as he could ; 
44 we had not only Tomkins, but Mil- 
more, the Baptist Minister, and what 
is more, we had a regular set-to about 
eating meat on Friday.”

44 How is that ?” said his father.
44 I will tell you, sir, all about it, if 

Susie will only promise to laugh.”
tsusan smiled, and pressed her 

brother's hand, Edward proceeded to 
give an account of his campaign with 
the ministers, carefully avuidingllenry' 
part in it. But Tim put the question 
direct.

44 Tell me, Edward, did Henry eat 
meat ?”

44 I am sorry to say ho did. sir. He

laugh, but Edward was by no means 
disconcerted. 44 In that ease,” said 
he, with the same quiet smile, 44 in 

BY MBS JAM. A. KADLIBR. th*t c»»e, Mr. Tomkins, I must refer
------  you to our catechism. You can have

CHAPTER XVIII. one at any time by sending to my
fUE DINNER PARTY—TUB MISFORTUNE house."

OF HAVING A weak ktomach. The laugh was turned against Tom-
kins, whoso ruddy face grew a shade 

Edward 1* lanagan would have per- redder as he exclaimed : 44 Thank you, 
suade.d Margaret to go with him next j have no desire to read Romish books, 
day to Henry Blake’s, but Margaret The track of the beast is, more or less,
was, for once, obstinate, or rather firm. jn everyone of them.”
44 I have never associated much with «• Ah, yes !” sighed the melancholy 
people as you will meet there, said Milmore from the lower end of the 
she; 44 and I must own I have little table. 44 that is unhappily the case l” 
liking for their company. Still, I wish »» y0u are certainly more candid 
you to go, Edward, because your than polite, gentlemen,” observed 
absence might offend your cousin, and I Edward, with his usual composure, 
have a ^great aversion to family- jtomish books are assuredly in bad 
quarrels.” odor with many people now-a-days.

Ho Edward was forced to go alone. They have in them the 4 words of 
He, too, was anxious to keep up appear- power,’ my good sir, which many love 
ances, though, in his heart, he felt dis- notf and cannot understand.” 
satisfied with Henry for not having in- Tomkins affected to be very much 
vited his father and mother. He found engaged with the carving of his tur* 
a numerous party already assembled in key ; but Milmore came to his support ; 
the drawing-room, whiling away the his thin, piping voice gathering strength 
tedious half hour before dinner in aH he proceeded. He took a new tack, 
promiscuous conversation. The Thom- ., , „hould tlke it ai| a (avor> my 
son» and Pearson» were all there, so good y01)Dg geIltiemaDi i( yoa would 
were the Smith» and Oreo », " j-,t favor us with your own views
ward waited in vain to see either uncle Ji( thi|| Kom-thi» Catholic practice, 
or aunt. Thu, he could not help ro- How can accoUnt for it on rational 
marking to Mrs. Henry Blake. grounds !"

*' Oh 1 really, replied .lane, the ., \\'o Catholics are not accustomed, 
old folk are so crotchety of late, that ,ir> nt forth any vi,,wa on a polnt 
we have been forced to cut the counet of 0hurch di8ejpllne. We believe and

. , 44 * practice, but never presume to discuss-Indeed!’ aadhdward “and pray [he wise teaching, of the Church. Ab 
now long is it since you ,< ® staining from moat on such an occasion
connection î I was not aware of any ^ th(J B nt 
coolness between you.

44 Well ! I can’t say there's a cool 
; but, somehow, they and wo don't 

get along well together, so I believe
there-» a tacit agreement between aa to mandmenta of the Church are in ques. 
keep asunder, i heold lady as u e a Catholic knows no distinction
ont quite pious, and undertakes to say time, or place, or company.”
that Henry and I should bo of just the -, ^ ,,
same notion. So, of course, we can’t ; .‘‘How is it. then, said Tomkins, 
-It would bo quite impossible, you »‘th unguarded triumph ; “ bowls it 
know, Mr. Flanagan, for people like us that our excellent host can rise above 
to adopt those old-fashioned ways and these servile usag-s, and yet remain a 
notions that il icy brought with them Catholic l
from Ireland.” A“ *?.'-’turned F.dward, I

This was certainly a satisfactory n»t the keeper of his conscience,
reason for " cutting the connection,” can answer your question better
and Kdward could not help smiling at than I. Doubtless ho has good reasons
the naivete with which it came out. to assign. .
He wondered was she really so simple Henry turned at the moment and 
as not to bo aware that/os parents, too, l.dward s sly glance fixed full
had brought ways and notions (rom fro- »u him. He was just taking wine with 
land ; and, -hat was more, that Ik had Mrs. Green winch gave him an excuse 
himself “ adopted ” those identical for a trifling delay. W hen ho had 
ways and notions. But, to Mrs. Henry m;-de h-s bow, and set down his empty 
he merely bowed and smiled, and K1-™' ho turned to Mr. Tomkins, 
said: “ Oil ! of course-no one could “ l owe it to my unfortunate 
expect any such thing.” stomach, my dear sir, said he with a

They were two ministers at the table forced smile j “ I cannot make it 
on that occasion. One was the liov. C»‘hoHe stomach, do as I w.l .
Hookor Tomkins (who actually di.i say . How no ortuuate ! said Fdward, 
grace as Tim had expected), and the m,®nT!ron‘cal .t'™e" .. „ . . ,,
other a tall, thin, melancholy looking 1 ho truth is, Mr. Tomkins, re­
man, who announced the word to the ««mod Henry, de'-ormined, it would

seem, to throw down the gauntlet at 
once ; 44 the truth is, my stomach lost 
its Catholic tone at old Columbia, and 
has never since recovered it. Indeed, 
I much fear it never will. It is un-

TIE BLUES HI FlllMHS. said Joe earnestly ; 44 don't you think 
Henry looked rather small, with that 
lame excuse about his stomach ?”

*• Perhaps so ; but after all, he only 
acts like a free born American, in eat­
ing and drinking what he likes.

44 I know,” said Joe ; 44 but even so, 
£ can respect a man that acts on prin­
ciple. I’m a free born American, and 
yet I think I’d rather be Edward FI 
agan than Henry Blake. I can't un­
derstand the difference, but I feel it. 
If I wore a papist, I'm sure I'd do just 
as Flanagan does, for I don't like 
shirking ; let a man be either one 
thing or another—that’s my notion.”

Silas laughed. 44 Why, let me look 
close at you,” said he, 44 that I may be 

it's Joe Smith I have.

\,

an -

Who eversure
expected to hear you praise a papist ?”

44 I praise any man when 1 find him 
deserve it,” replied Joe, shortly. 
44 But come, there's somebody going to 
sing, I believe.”

During the remainder of the evening 
Joe kept quite close to Edward Flana­
gan, wondering how a man could be so 
intelligent, so polished, ard all that, 
and yet obey the commandments of 
men (as Joe called the Church) so 
faithfully. And Edward was agreeably 
surprised to find to find Joe Smith 
really susceptible of right feeling, 
frank and honest, and warm-hearted. 
Much such a character as Zachary 
Thomson, but with more of what is 

lied religiosity—as distin­
guished from religion. Edward sighed 
as he contemplated the spiritual waste 
of so fine 
within himself, 44 How many there are 
like poor Joe—enlightened in all save 
religion, good and generous towards 
men, yet wholly ignorant of what they 
owe to God—how pitiable is such dark­
ness !”

now ca

Î nature, and he said,

consider as a public 
profession of my faith, and I would, 
therefore, deem it an act of cowardice 
to shrink from making that profession 
here or elsewhere- Where the com-

44 Well, Joe,” said Henry Blake ; 
coming forward to where the two were 
seated ; 44 are you making interest with 
Edward for one of bis pretty sisters ? 
If you are, I warn you in time when you 
are on the wrong scent.”

Edward laughed, and Joe asked, 
rather earnestly 44 Why, how is that?”

44 You know very little of the Flana­
gan family,” went on Henry, with a 
dubious smile, 44 if you could ever dream 
of wedding a daughter of their 
I have heard uncle Tim say that no 
Protestant should ever marry into his 
family—at least with his consent. How 
say you, Edward, do you think your 
sisters are as great sticklers for the 
orthodox as their worthy sire?”

Joe turned his eye on Edward, ex­
pecting to see him laugh at this sally, 
as he termed it, but no such thing, he

udden.

house.

had grown quite serious, all of a s 
44 Whether you speak in jest or earnest, 
Henry,” said he, with more warmth 
than he usually manifested, 44 I will 
give you a serious "answer, for 
ject is one of serious import. I am 
quite sure that neither ol my sisters 
would receive the addresses of a Pro­
testant, knowing him for such.”

44 Indeed I” said Joe; 44 and why not,

a

the sub-

Baptists of that section of the city.
These gentlemen were the guests of the 
evening, and, as such, were duly in­
stalled in the places of honor. Con­
versation wont on briskly during din 

l>oing chiefly of the light and cur­
sory kind which gives life and anima­
tion to the dull routine of the dinner- 
table. Mr. Tomkins was quite taken 
with our friend Edward, and kept talk­
ing to him across the table whenever 
an opportunity offered. Before him wan 44 I quite agree with you,” said Em­
placed a superb boiled turkey, with ward ; 44 it is a subject I never take 
oyster sauce, the sight of which soft up from choice, 
ened the good man’s heart, yes, even to The ladies soon after retired, and 
woman's temlernets. Mr. Tomkins would fain have renewed

44 I,et me help you to some of this the subject by asking Edward, iron 
fine turkey. Mr. Flanagan. If we arc ieally, did the Church permit him to 
to judge by appearances, it is a splendid use wine ? 
specimen of that species. What shall I 44 Instead of answering your ques- 
help you to ?” tion,” said Edward, 441 will ask you to

44 I thank you, Mr. Tomkins, ” replied do uie the favor of taking wine with 
Fid ward, with a sin le, 44 but I cannot me. I must positively decline answer- 
avail myself of your kind offer I dine on ing irrowlaut questions,” he added 
fish to-day.” with a cheerful smile. 44

44 Why, how is that ?” said Tomkins, mine host ?” 
with a look of surprise ; 44 are you a “ All right, Edward ! neither ask 
Pap List ?” nor answer them—that is my rule.”

44 I have the houor 1” said Edward. “ All !” sighed Milmore, whom even 
44 Henry, will you allow mo to seud you the ruby wine could not warm ; 44 Ah ! 
some of this salmon-trout. 1 can ro it were well if all men adhered to that 
commend it, I assure you.” w‘«© rule. The every-day life of mau

44 Thank you,” said Henry, with is full of irrevolant matter ; yea oven 
something like a blush on his face, 4l I the saints of God do not always keep 

I never the main object in view.”
44 Pardon me, Mr. Milmore,” said 

Edward 44 if they do not, they are not 
Mr. Tomkins was only too happy to saints. To bo a saint, as we Catholics 

bo so troubled. Having helped Henry, take ir, is to put off the old man, with 
he renewed his attack on Edward, all his concupiscence, and live solely 
44 Really, Mr. Flanagan,” said he, 44 I for God. 1 suspect, my dear sir, your 
could not have supposed that a person notion ot saints are not precisely of 
of your discernment and good sense that nature.” 
would ho capable of such puerile fully “ 1 repeat what I have already ro- 
— pardon me, my good y.iuug friend— marked, ' said Milmore, in the same 
wo need not wonder at the low and the dreary, monotonous tone. 44 I have 
vulgar doing these things when wo see 
such men as you giving them an ex­
ample. Allow mo to ask what good do 0:10 who had »°t the human alloy. Do 
you expect to derive from dining on vvo not Hud a Luther and a Calvin, 
fish instead of flesh?” il Bezi, a Zuinglus, a Km x, and a

44 And allow me to ask you, reverend Wesley, having all and each s une little 
sir,” said Edward, very coolly, 44 by remnant of the ancient Adam to mar 
what authority do you call me to ac the beauty of au otherwise faultless 
count, for my choice of food ? Suppose character ? Ah! yes,
I were to answer your gestions, as I brightest gems ot Christianity have 
might do, by saying that 1 have as much Had their little imperfections ! I sup- 
right to eat fish as you have to eat Poao ifc 80 written in the book.” 
flesh or fowl. But, 1 will go a little
further in the way of explanation. 1 laughing at the odd catalogue of saints 
understood you to ask me why [ choose brought, forward so gravely by the 
to abstain from llesh-meat to day?”

44 Precisely 1”
44 I do so, sir, because the Church 

commands me to do so—that is quite to this motley group of proud, soul-tie 
enough for you to know, or for mo to s roying Jieresiarchs. How could such

a company as this appreciate the per- 
llenvy had entered into a close eon feet holiness of the saints ; and tor me 

versât ion with his mother-in-law, who to protest against the saint»-hip of any 
sat next him ; but it was quite evident of the notorious ch aracters cited, 
that not a word of what was pissing would only give rise to an unprofitable 
was lost ou him. This Edward saw, discussion. 1 will e’en let it pass.” 
and he WM almost sorry for it, as ho 
shrank from giving unnecessary pain to followed the ladies to the drawing 
any one. Still, ho had not provoked room, .loo Smith drew Silas Green into 
the discussion, and he not in conscience, a corner. 41 1 say, Silas, what do think 
or in honor, decline giving his opinion of Edward Flanagan ; ain’t ho a first- 
when asked. Tomkins looked a round rate fellow ?”

44 Well, 1 must say 1 rather think 
so,” replied Silas, thoughtfully. 44 I 
like to see man or woman acting up to 
their convictions.”

?”pray
Simply,” said Edward, 44 because 

they have been taught from their earl­
iest infancy that salvation is n it to be 
had outside the pale of the Church, 
and that it is wrong lor the believer to 
contract a matrimonial alliance with 
the unbeliever. Wo have all grown up 
m the belief that Catholics should 
marry ouly Catholics and Protest­
ants—”

fortunate, as my cousin observes, but 
it cannot now bo remedied. Mrs. Fear- 
son , the pleasure of wine with you ? 
Come ! ladies and gentlemen, wo hive 
had too much of this tiresome con­
troversy ; let us change the subject."

tier.

44 Oh ! ai to them,” interrupted 
Henry, with some bitterness, 44 they 
may, I suppose, marry whom they 
please !”

44 Precisely so,” said Edward, calmly. 
44 They have nothing to lose in point of 
faith, and can choose for themselves 
amongst the countless religions where­
with the land is covered. Pardon me, 
Mr. Smith, 1 should be sorry to give 
you any offence, bub L have seen enough 
of you in the last hour or two to con­
vince me that you are not wedded to 
any form or phase ot Protestantism. I 
consider you therefore an impartial 
person.”

44 Thank you,” said Joe, good humar- 
edly ; 441 accept the compliment. I 
must confess 1 have no particular re­
ligion of my own. I have never joined 
any Church as yet, though my good 
father and mother are cut-and out Cal­
vinists. Hang it 1 1 don’t see the use
of sj many religions : I want to see all 
of one religion, and I guess I’ll keep 
clear of them all while they're fighting 

squabbling as they are. Now, 
just look at Tomkins a ad Milmore theie. 
Don’t they look as though they weie 
Lojnd together in the bonds of brother­
ly love I Well, l wish you could only 
hear each of them once in the pulpit. 
1 tell you they do spout red-hot fire and 
fury against all religious but their own. 
1 take it they all handle 4 the word ’ 
in the way ol business—just as you do 
your le ather down in the Swamp, Mr. 
Flanagan—or our good host here his 
eloquence in carry it g on a suit—all are 
doing their best to earn the dollar.”

His hearers both laughed at the 
earnestness of Joe's manner, and Ed­
ward was so pleased with his blunt 
honesty that he invited him to tea on 
the following evening.

44 I’d advise yon to keep the girls 
away,” said llenrv, with a sarcastic 
smile ; 44 my friend Joe is not to be 
trusted.”

44 Never fear,” replied Edward, 4‘iny 
poor sister Susan is not able to go out, 
and Ellen hardly ever leaves her. 1 want 
Mr. Smith to have a quiet, social even­
ing with us. Mr. O'Callaghan, Mar­
garet, and my. father and mother, will 
1 think, impress him favorably, 
must see something more of us Catho­
lics.”

44 You are the first of them whom I 
have known at all intimately,” ob­
served Joe, 41 and I am already favor­
ably impressed, as you say.”

Edward bowed and smiled. Ilenry 
attempted to smile, but the attempt was 
a failure. 44 Why, you forgot me, Joe. 
Have ^yon not known me from 4 child­
hood’s hour even until now ?’ ”

44 Oh, yes,” said Joe, bluntly ; but 
you're uot a regular out-and-out Cath­
olic. f can meet half-papists like you 
every day, but they ain't any curiosity. 
1 want to see what kind of people they 
are that fast and keep from eating moat, 
and pray, and go to confession, be­
cause somebody commands them to do 
so;” and Joe laughed at the strange 
idea of being commanded into any

What says

am doing very well just now. 
catfish. May 1 trouble you, Mr. Tom­
kins?”

aud

studied the lives of the most eminent
saints, and have sought in vain for

even the

44 Very possibly,” said Edward,

roveronI sentimentalist. 44 It were a 
mere loss ot time,” said ho to himself, 
* to oppose some of the real saints

tell.”

He

After a while, when the gentlemen

the table as if to gather the suffrages 
of the company, and receiving sufficient 
encouragement from every oyo, ho 
would make another home-thrust at 
Romish superstitions.

44 Still, you do not fully answer my 
question, Mr. Flanagan. I atked you 
what is the object of this abstinence ? 
You say the Church commands ifc. I 
want to know why the Church com­
mands it.”

There was a general disposition to

44 That is, if they have any,” 
laughed Joe.

44 Oh ! of course. I guess Edward 
Flanagan has got convictions. Ho 
seems to see his way clear through 
religion, a thing I never could do yet, 
let me try ever so hard.”

14 Now, just answer mo a question,”

says his stomach couldn’t do one day 
without it.” ,,

44 Humph 1” said Tom, ironically. 
44 I thought as much—he's mighty de­
licate, I know myself 1 Aud what about 
Eliza—did ulie follow suit l”

44 I can't say, indeed, sir,” replied 
Edward, evasively 441 wasn’t near Eliza 
at table.”

All the family 
honest Joe Smith's home-spun candor, 
and Edward’s announcement that he 

coming to tea next evening was 
received with general satisfaction.

“ But, mind, you're uot to have Eilie 
there,” said Tim, with marked empha-

much amused atwere

44 I don't mean to have her, sir,” said 
Edward in reply 441 know your opinions 
and those of my dear mother too well 
for that. But really Joe is such au 
honest, good- hearted fellow, and, with­
al, defended me to manfully, that I 
thought 1 could do no less than ask him 
to spend an evening at our house. I 
am glad to fiud that Mr. O'Callaghan 
has no objection.”

44 Not the smallest, Edward, 
know very well I never luive any objec 
tion to whatever you propose.”

44 But, Edward,” said Margaret, with 
sly humor, 44 why don't you ask Arthur 
Brown some evening ?—it is hardly fair 
to treat him so coolly, aud he su hot 
upon a certain affair that we all know 
of.”

You

Edward looked at his sister, and 
well pleased to see her laughing in the 
easiest way imaginable, without even 
the shade of a blush on her pretty 
cheek. She was going to say something, 
but her mother was too quick for her.

4* Arthur Browu has no business 
here,” stid she, while her cheek red­
dened with indignation. 4‘ When our 
Eilie comes to choose a husband, it 
won’t be from among Protestants. I 
wonder at you, Maggie dear, ever to 
mention his name to ber. I can answer 
for Eilie, that she wouldn’t have any­
thing to say to one of his sort.”

By this time Margaret and Eliza had 
finished their work, and went up stairs 

how it fitted, supporting Susan 
44 See what a baby I

to see
between them, 
am,” said she, with a smile, as she 
shook hands with Mr. O’Callaghan. 
44 You see I can’t walk now without 
help. Times are changed, Mr. O’Calla 
ghan, are they not ?”

44 Changed, indeed, Susan,” said the 
kind-hearted old gentleman, with a 
tremulous voice. 44 But this won't last 
always—you’ll soon get strong again, 
with God's help.”

Susan shook her head, but said noth 
ing. She knew Mr. O'Callaghan did 
not speak as he thought, but she felt 
grateful for his soothing kindness, and 
smiled her thanks as she left the room.

There was silence in the room for a 
fow moments, and it was Tim who first 
spoke, clearing his throat with a vigor­
ous effort. 44 Come, come, Nelly, this 
will never do—bless my soul, woman ! 
44 it’s time enough to cry when we have 
reason—things may turn out better than 
we think. What are ycu going to do 
about that poor Mrs. Dillon ? Ever 
since Hannah married that Sullivan, 
things are going on, you know, worse 

We can’t leave the poor old 
creature at the mercy of them vaga 
bonds, it seems Watty has always a 
set of rowdies hanging about the hoaso, 
drinking when they can get it, and 
cursing and swearing all time like 
troopers. It's best to take the poor 
woman from amongst them altogether.”

441 was thinking, Tim,” said his wife, 
44 that if you had no objection, I'd 
have her come aud stay here for the 
little time she has to live. She wouldn't 
be any great trouble in the house.”

44 And if she were, too,” said Tim, 
quietly, *4 it shouldn’t prevent us from 
taking her. She's a desolate poor crea­
ture, and I’ll be right glad to give her 
a shelter. God bless you, Nelly, and 
go for her to morrow morning. She’ll 
bo as welcome as the flowers of May.”

44 I’ll go for her if you wish, mother,” 
said John ; 44 I know where they live.”

41 I know you do, John,” said his 
mother, with very excusable pride ; 
44 God bless you, my son, you have 
often gone there of your own accord 
unknown to any one. Mrs. Dillon told 
me of your visits. You may go for her 
to morrow morning, and bring her here 
to spend the remainder of her days.”

Mr. O’Callaghan took out his hand 
kerchief aud wiped his eyes, and said 
to himself : 44 It is no wonder that they 
aro all so happy and so prosperous.” 
And he said the same to Edward acd 
Margaret on their way home.

TO RE CONTINUED.

and worse.

THE SAVING OF DOLLY.
My name is Hunt. Yes, sir ; An­

thony Hunt. I am a settler and drover 
on this Western prario. Wild ? Yes, 
sir ; it’s little else than wilds now, but 
you should have seen it when I and my 
wife first moved up here. There was 
nob a house in sight for miles. Even 

we have not so many neighbors ; 
but those we have are downright good 
ones. To appreciate your neighbors as 
you ought, sir, you must live in those 
lonely places, so far removed from the 
haunts of man.

What I am about to tell happened ten 
years ago. I was going to the distant 
town or settlement, to sell some fifty 
head of cattle—fine creatures, sir, as 
you ever saw. The journey was a more 
rare event with me than ifc is now ; and 
my wife always had plenty of commis­
sions to charge mo with in the shape of 
dry goods and groceries, aud such like 
things.

Our

now

youngest child was a sweet, 
gentle thing, who hacl been named after 
her aunt Dorothy. We called the child 
Dolly. This time my commission in­
cluded one for her—a doll. She had 
never had a veal doll—that is, a bought 
doll—only the rag bundles her mother 
raado for her. For some days before 
my departure the child could talk of 
nothing else. It was the big, big doll, 
with golden hair aud blue eyes, i shall 
never forget the child’s words the morn 
ing I was starting, as she ran after me 

gate, or the pretty picture she 
made. There are some children sweet­
er and prettier than others, sir, as you 
must give notice, aud Doily was one.

44 A very great big doll, please, 
daddy,” she called out after me ; 44 and 
please bring it very toon.”

I turned to nod a yes to her as she

to the
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stood in her clean whltncy-brown pina_ 
fore against the gate, her nut-brown 
hair falling in curls about her neck, and 
fcho light breeze stirring them.

44 A brave doll,” I answered, 44 for my 
little one—almost as big as Dolly.”

Nobody would believe, I dare

like:

child
tbinf

Yehow full my thoughts were of that 
promised doll, as I rode along, or what 
a nice one I meant to buy. It was m c 
often I spent money in what my good 
thriity wife called waste ; but Dolly w;,* 
Dolly aud 1 meant to do it now.

The cattle sold, I went about my 
purchases, and soon had no end of par­
cels to pack in saddle bags. Tea, sugar, 
rice, caudles—but I need not worrjgyou, 
sir, with telling of them. Last of all 1 

went about the doll—and found a beauty, 
it was not as big as Dolly, nor half as 
big ; but it had flaxen curls and sky- 
blue eyes ; and by dint of pulling a wire 
you could open aud shut her eyes at 
will.
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that44 Do it carefully,” I said to the 

storekeeper. 44 My little daughter 
would cry terribly if any harm camo 
to ifc.”

The day was pretty well ended be­
fore all my work was done, and just for 

two I hesitated whether 
should not stay in town and start for 
homo in the morning. It would have 
been the more prudent course. But 1 
thought of poor Dolly's anxiety to get 
her treasure, aud of my own happine^ 
in watching the rapture in her delighted 
e) os. So with my parcels packed in 
tue beat way that they could Le, I 
mounted my horse and t tar ted.

It was as good and steady a horse at 
ever you rode, sir, but the night bcgai: 
to set in before I was well a mile 
away from town ; it seemed as if it were 
going to be an ugly night, should I turn 
back and wait till morning ? I had the 
price of the cattle, you see, sir, in my 
breast pocket, and robberies, aye, and 
murders, also, were not quite unknown 
things on the prairie. But I had my 
brace of sure pistols with me and de­
cided to press onward.

The night came on as dark as pitch, 
and part of my road would bo pitch 
dark besides. But ou that score I had 
no fear ; I knew the road well, every 
inch of it, though I could not ride as 
fast I should have doue in the light. 1 
was about six miles from home, I sup­
pose, and I knew the time must be close 
upon midnight, when the storm, which 
had been brewing, broke. The thunder 
roared, the rain fell in torrents ; fcho 
best I could do 
in it.

All at once, as 1 rode on, a cry 
startled me—the faint wailing, like tho 
cry of a chili. Reining up, I sat still 
and listened. Had I been mistaken ‘ 
No, there it was again. But in what 
direction I could not tell. I couldn't 
see a thing. It was, as I have said, at 
d ark as pitch. Getting off my horse, I 
felt about, but could find nothing. And 
while I was seeking, the cry camo again 
— tho faint moan of a child in pain. 
Then I began to wonder. I am njt. 
superstitious, but I asked myself how b: 
was possible that a child could be out 
on the prairie at such an hour and in 
such a night. No, a real child it could 
uot be.
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Upon that camo another thought 
one lesi welcome : Was it a trap to 
hinder me on my way and emnare me V 
There might bo midnight robbers who 
would hear of my almost certain ride- 
home that night aud of tha money 1 

should have about me.
I don't think, sir, I am more timid 

than other people—not so much so, per­
haps, as some : but I confess the idea 
made me uneasy. My best plan was to 
ride on as fast as I could, and got out 
of the mystery into safe quarters. Just 
here was about the darkest bit of the 
road in all the rcute. Mounting mv 
horse, I was about to urge him on when 
the cry came again. It did sound like 
a child's ; the plaintive wail of a child 
nearly exhusted.

14 God guide me !” I said, undecided 
what to do. And I sat another moment 
listening, I once more heard the cry, 
fainter and more faint. I throw myself 
off my horse with an exclamation :

44 Be it a ghost or be it a robber, 
Anthony Hunt is not one to abandon t 
child to die without trying to save ifc.”

But how was I to save it? The more 
I searched about tho less my hands 
could light on anything, save tho 
sloppy earth. Tho voice had quite 
ceased now, so I had no guide from 
that. While I stood trying to peer into 
the darkness, my ears alert, a flood ul 
sheet lightning illumihated the plain. 
At a little distance, just boy end a kind 
of ridgo or gentle hill, I 
glimpse of something white, 
dark again in a moment, but I made my 
way with unerring instinct. Sure 
enough, there lay a poor little child. 
Whether a boy or girl I could not toll. 
Ifc seemed to be three parts insensible 
now, as I picked it up, dripping with 
wet.
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11 My poor little thing !” I said as 
1 hushed it to me. 44 We will go and 
find mammy. You are all safe now.”

And, in answer, the child just put 
its feeble hand, moaned once and 

nestled close to me.
With the child hushed to my breast, 

I rode on. Its perfect silence soon 
shoved that ifc slept. And, sir, I thank 
God that He let me save it, and 1 
thought how grateful some poor mother 
would be 1 But I was full of wonder 
for all that, wondering what extraordi­
nary fate had taken any young child to 
that solitary spot.

Getting in sight of home, I saw all of 
the windows alight. Doborali had done 
it for me, I thought, to guide me homo 
in safety through tho darkness. But 
presently I saw that something must bo 
the matter, for tho very few neighbors 
wo had wero collected there. My heart 
stood still with fear. I thought of tome 
calamity to one or tho other of tho chil­
dren. I had saved a like one from 
perishing, but what might not have 
happened to my own ?

Hardly daring to lift the latch while 
my poor horse stood still and mute out­
side, I went slowly in, the child in my 
arms covered with the flaps of my loug 
coat. My wife was weeping bitterly.

44 What's amiss ?” I asked in a faint 
voice. And it seemed that a whole 
chorus of voices answered me :

44 Dolly’s lost 1”
Dolly lost ! Just for a moment my 

heart turned sick. Then some instinct,

out
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