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Breds's two young brothers had ar-
rived, and were calling for supper, and
the next hour was syent busily evough.
Then the kitchen was cleared, and the
neighbors began to drop in, The ficat
was s small, dark woman, who wore a
plain shaw] wrapped _closely round her
head. She stepped softly in her bare
feet, and gave no greeting as she set-
tled herself near the fire.

«]s it all well with you tonisht, Mrs.
Hartigan?”’ asked Mrs. O'Hara in
Gaelic.

«'Pig well toright,'’ was the answer
in the same language; ‘‘but there’s
trouble coming to some before the year
is out.”

“And good luck to others,’’ said a
new voice, and a little woman with
white hair came in and seated herself.
“God save all here,” she continuned,
with » glance round.

¢God save you kindly, Mcs. O'Rourke.
We were missing you this long time,"
sald Mrs. O'Hara,

“The little pig that was sick,'’ Mrs,
O'Rourke answered. *‘I daren’t cross
the door for fear he might slip away on
me."”

A few more neighbors came in, Mrs,
O'Hara's hovse was swall, but the
kitchen had the advantage of not being
over full of furniture, and all who came
were sure of a welcome, Breda looked
anxiously at the door; she had hall
expected Wiliie Shericau, but he did
not appear. Presently Mrs. O'Rourke
began to sivg. She sang in the tradi-
tional way, with her mouth pearly shut,
movirg ber lips only enough to form the
words. She had chosen a mournful air,
and the sourds, sweet as they were,
made Breda shiver. While the others
were applauding, she slipped over to
Mrs. Hartigan and sat down near her.

¢“Mrs. Hartigan,” she whispered,
“'did you ever hear tho Fairy Quern 2"’

#Did 17" Mrs, Hartigan spoke out
lcudly, and the eyes of all the room
were turned on her. “Yon shouldn't
say such things, child ; they don't like
to be spoke of."”

“Bat did you really ever hear it
yourself ?'’ asked Breda anxiously.

o] did," said Mrs, Hartigan.

“Did it bring you bad luck or good ?"”’
inquired Mrs. O'Hara.

* Bad,"” was the answer. “‘I was go
ing along with a basket of fresh turkey
eggs, when a jheard the rumbling and
grinding of it below in the heart of the
earth, and with that I let a screech cut
of me, and I fell, and my leg twisted
under me, and the eggs in 8 hundred

pieces.”’

Some of the boys near the door
laughed, and Mrs. Hartigan looked
ADETY.

+'Mig all very well to laugh,’ she
said ; “but the pain isn’t in your own
leg, nor it isn't in your own turkey
eggs.

“Well, it might have been worse,
an;way,’”’ said Mrs. O'Hara; “ill luck
didn't follow you long."”

Mrs. Hartigan leaned forward mys
teriously.

« P ig this is the way it is,”’ she
said ; “*if you're only going hither sn'
over by yourself like, they dop't mind
you. 'Tis if you have something on
you in earnest, like courting or mar
rying, that harm will come to you.
There was Kathleen Dooney, that was
to be married to Michael Shea; sure
they heard the Quern, and the next
thing was the match was broken off,
and he went to America and died
there.”’

“And a good riddance for her, too,”’
suggested a red haired man who sat on
the table.

¢And there was Johnny Sullivan was
out walking with his girl, and they
heard it, and what did he do but drop
dead on the spot ; and Patsy Spillane
heard it tte same day, him and the
girl he was courting, and they were
advised to break it off, and they did or
he'd be & dead man now.'’

“‘Ah, sure, you don't believe those
things,” said Mrs. O'Hara, uneasily.

“They can’t stand courting,’’ said
Mrs. Hartigan; j*‘sxd if they can’t
break off the match any other way they
kill the man."’

“‘Don’t be talking about courting be-
tore all the boys and girls,”’ said Mrs.
O'Hara. “Come we're wasting all the
time. Who's going to dance?”’

They got up a reel, and Breda, who
was in no humor to dance, took the
concertina and played. ‘They had
more dances afterwards and another
song ; but at last the little boys went
to bed in the inner room, and the
neighbors went away. Then Mrs.
O Hara, her small frame sweltering
with triumph, turned to her daughter.

“You don't know what brought Mrs.
Sheridan here today,”’ she said.

“What was it?"' asked Breda, her
heart beginning to thump.

“To know would we have you MmArry
Willie,”’ announced Mrs. O'Hara.

Breda sat down by the table, and
rested her head on her hand.

*'Pis a good match for you, and no
mistake,”” continued her mother ; ‘‘and
I will say Mrs. Sheridan is a sensible
woman. *'Tis better,’ says she, ‘to
have a girl that would be well brought
up, and +aving, and nice in her ways,
than one with a fortune that maybe
would waste more than she brings, and
be trapzing about in her fine clothes
before the neighbors; and besides,’
says she, ‘Willie have took an uncom
mon fancy to her) She’s a nice
woman,’’ continued Mrs. O'Hara ; “‘and
it she finds you pleasant in the house,
you'll flad her the same. She won't
be interfering, nor nagging, nor out
rageous in any way., Why don't ye
speak, Breda? You've had time
enough to think about it now."”

“ I—I'm frightened, '’ gasped Breda.

“Well, so was I frightened,’” ad-
witted Mrs. O'Hara, * and so are
many girls ; but you've known Willie
Sheridan so long, and you and him
such friends ; ' tis jumping for joy you
ought to be. But foralll think I'll
just tell Mrs. Sheridan you were
frightened,” she continued, reflective-
1y, *‘and not let them think you can be
had for the asking. We can bo going
on all the same about your clothes.”
i  Mother,”” Breds roused herself.

I don’t know that I want to get
married at all.”

“There, there,’* said Mrs. O'Hara,
soothingly ; ‘we won't talk about it

pleasant dreams to you.
them wait a bit for an avswer.
a boy no harm to keep him waiting, 80

We'll let
It doer

you don't keep him too long. And “Yon've known me long enough,” he
we'll just look over the hens tomorrow. declared.
and see which you can take ; for I “It isn't that,”” Breda stammered.

won't have you go empty banded. 'Tis
a deal a better match that we could
have expected for you, not that I told
Mrs. Sheridan so."
She talked on, while Breda went to
bed, but mot to dream of Willie.
“They can’t bear courtivg, and if they
can't bresk it off any other way they kill
the man,”’ she murmured to herself
again and again, as she lay sleepless.
Eviiently no comfort was to be had
from Mrs. Hartigan; but Mrs.
O'Rourke was a wise woman of an-
other description, and as scon as the
morning’s work was over Breds had
thrown her grey shawl over her head,
and was crossing the fleld to Mrs.
O'Rourke’'s cottage. The old woman
was sitting by the fire knitting. She
looked up pleasantly in response to
Breda's greeting.
“] thought I'd look in and ask how
was the little bonniv getting on,’ said
the girl, timidly.
¢ Oh, he’'s mending finely,"” Mrs.
O'Rourke answered. ‘Sit down by
the fire, and tell me what news have
you."
Breda sat down and took off her
ghaw! ; but if <he had news she did not
care to tell it. She sat still and let
Mrs. O'Rourke talk.
“'Piy a fine autumn,’’ said Mrs.
O Rourke, “'and the sea is wonderivl
quiet. All the sawe there's a great
voice in it around by the ecliffs, and a
strange sound sometimes in among the
caves,”’
“You don't think 'tis anything else
but the sea, do you?' Breda asked,
eagerly.
“Well, you know,” Mrs. O'Rourke
looked hard at her knitting : ' they
say the Quern is within there.”
“But you don’t think it's any h.rm,
do you 7" asked Breda. *I mean, I—] |
heard it myself yesterday, and then
Mrs., Hartigan——"" she broke of,
falteringly
“‘Mrs., Hartigan has a deal of storles,
but those that heard the Quern and
dicd hsd their own reasons for dying.
KEveryone knew Johnny Sullivan's
heart was weak and 'twas the leap he
gave, or maybe the fright he got, that
killed him. And Michael Shea used
to drink ; that was why old Pat
Dooney broke off the match. Don’t
you be uneasy, wy darling ; it wasn't
hearing the Quern that ailed them,
and whether or mno, I never heard of
any harm coming through it to a girl."”
“Oh, but——'" Breda broke off, con-
fusedly. ‘‘Did you ever hear it your
gelf 2"’ she asked.
« I did so,”” Mrs. O'Rourke laughed.
¢ [ was courting when I heard it,"”’ she
added.
“Oh, then, it was all right that time,”
Breda cried. ‘* You married all the
same,"’
] married sure enough.” Mrs.
O'Rour'e rested her knitting on her
knees, and gazed through the «pen
door with a smile on her lips. ‘' He
was & nice boy, after all, she said.
sAnd suore , ill-lnck couldn’t come
except it was the will of the Al-
mighty,” continuned Breda.
“Well, I don't know, my dear,’ said
Mrs. O'Rourke. *‘Sometimes I think
there's more wills than the Almighty’s
in the world ; and besides, it isn't one
thing that does the good or the harm
straight away, but one thing touches
‘nother, and that touches something
else, and so on—like it won't be be-
cause I saw a bunch of pink heather,
and I going into Dingle, that you'll
maybe marry Willie Sheridan, and yet
you mightn’t oaiy for I seeing it.”
Breda jumped as probably Mrs,
O'Rourke had intended she should.
It was Willie Sheridan I was walking
with on the cliff ,”’ she confessed. ‘“‘We
weren't courting, you know, only talk-
ing ; but what would the pink heather
have to do with it?"’
“It was last July twelvemonth,” be-
gan Mre. O'Rourke. “ 1 was going
into Dingle on a Saturday, and your
mother says, ‘Hannah,’ says she, *will
you -hring me the makings ot a blouse
for Breda, and please yoursell about
tne color.’” Well, presently I saw on
the bank ab~ve me a bunch of heather,
very bright and rosy, and what should
I see in Dingle but a piece of
print the very same, rosy pink, with
little markings on it that were like the
sprigs of heather themselves. ‘Give
me two and a hall yards of that,’ says
I. Well, my dear, you made the
blouse, and yon wore it one fine Sun-
day. *‘Who's the girl in the pink
blouse?’ says Willie Sheridan. ‘‘Don’t
you know Breda O'Hara?’ says L ‘I
didn't see her face,’ says he. ‘I only
thought 'twas a pretty color.’ Now
I'm not saying,’’ continued Mrs.
O'Rcnrke impressively, "¢ that he
wightn't have noticed you in a blue
blouse, or in a white one ; or that if he
hadn’t npoticed you that day he
mightn't have another, but he never
took his eyes off that pink blouse all
the time you were coming along the
road, and 'twas from that day out he
seemed to take a fanoy to you.”
*'His mother came over yesterday to
krow would I marry him,” whispered
Breda, blushing furiously.
1t did not seem to be news to Mrs.
0O'Rourke.
¢Good luck, and the blessings of
God to you,' she said in Gaelic.
“But I'm frightened.” Breda whis-
pered, ‘‘suppose any harm should come
to him.”
“Willie Sheridan's a good, steady
boy,” sald Mrse. O'Rourke. ‘‘You've
no call to be frightened.’
“He says 'tis all just nonsense,”
said Breda, ** that the noise is nothing
but the sea."
“Well, I wouldn't say that,”’ said
Mrs, O'Rourke. ‘“‘It’s as well not to
call things nonsense ; but there's
pothing can hurt you except you give
it a handle, like if he was unsteady or
quarrelsome, or given to drink, and
he's none of that. I wouldn't be
afraid with Willie Sheridan at all.”
Breda came away only halt com-
forted. Crossing the fleld she met
Willie himself.
¢ Have you got my answer for me?’’

knew meant shyness turned the wrong

way about.
**Not vet, Willie,”’” she faltered.

¢ 'Pis because of what you and
heard. Itmay be nothing at all, but all
the same il anything were to happen
to you I'd never—never——she broke
off sobbing.

Willie scolded and coaxed to po pur-
pose. Then he appealed to Breda’s
mother and to his own, and found to
his disgust that they would not sup-
port him in denying the possibility of
the Qaern's existence. It might be
there or it might not, and they did
not believe it need hinder him and
Breda from marrying. But Breda
shook ber head, and went about so
white and sad that Willie's heart sank
lower every day.

Ose wornirg, however, he woke
bright and purposeful. After breakfast
he walked out to the cliffs, and having
tried varions experiments in jumping
and stamping on the ground, avd re
mained for some time lying flat and
listening hard, he secured a large red
handkerchief to the end of a short stick
which he ecarried, acd inserted the
other end of the stick firmly in a crack,
just below the edge of the cliff. That
done he walked home, and presently
caught Breda's young brother Mike
coming out of school.

*Tell your mother that you're com-
ing along with me,”” he said, ‘‘and that
you won't be baek till late.”’

Jdike ran off obediently, and returned
quickly

Willie produced a big piece of home-
wade cake and an apple.

“You can eat those while we go
along,”” he said, * We're going to get
out the hoat."

The boat was of tarred canvas on a

skeleton of laths, Lying face down-
wards, it looked like an enormons
mussel shell. Lika the thatch, it was
tied down with heavy stones. These
were quickly unfastened, and the boat

was soon tossing as light as a cork
onder the two lads

¢ Those heavy swells do no harm,"
said Willie, ‘ bat we'll have to keep ber
off the rocks."’

“ Where are we going?'’' Mike asked
eagerly.

“ Ne're going to find out what the
Quern that's frightened Breda is made
of,”’ said Willie. *I'm going in with a
torch and matehes, and you'll stop out
side and mind the neavogue.'’

Mike stared with wide open eyes.
“ Won'c you be in dread 2"’ he asked.
“] won’t have Breda be fretting any
longer,”’ said Willie stoutly.

“ Mightr’t I go in with you just a
litt'e bit of the way?'"’ asked Mike,
divided between a longing for adven-
ture and a dread of the supernatural.

' No,"” Willie decreed, ** you stay in
the neavogue, and just keep paddling
about till I come to you. The tide is
going out, so don't come in too near,
but don't go too far away or you won't
be able to get her in by yourseif.”
They were near the cliff by this time.
Willie's red handkerchief hong down
and marked the exact spot they wanted,
but Willie felt a momentary disappoint
ment for there was no cave directly
underneath.

“There's a cave a little bit to the
east,’” suggested Mike, but Willie had
rec llected something.

“No,"” he said, * the cave's mostly
hollow into the east. We'll try round
the little bit of a corner here.”

They rowed carefully for there were
many rocks to threaten the neavogue,
but a few yards to the left, and hidden,
as Willie had su-pected, by the corner
of the ecliff, they found what they
wanted—a Jow, dark opening in the
rock. There were a few feet of shingley
beach between them and it. Willie
took cfl his shoes and stockings, and
turned up his trousers before stepping
over the side.

¢ What will T do if you don’t come
back ?'* asked Mike anxiously.

«If I don't come back you may call
me a fool,”” answered Willie, as he
stooped low to enter the cave. It was
very wet and slippery. He had to
kneel as he struck a match and lit his
torch. The light revealed a cave like
many others he had been in. There
was solid rock all round, and it was
evident that at foll tide it was very
nearly, if not completely, filled with
water. It was no great height any-
where, and at the opposite end to that
by which he had entered it sank and
parrowed, at the same time apparently
turning & little towards the right.
Willie had brought some candles with
him as well as his torch. He lit one
and fixed it, not without difficulty, on
the wet rock. The additional light
showed him that he was now at the
entrance to a narrow tunnel. It was
too low to enter except on hands and
knees, and it sloped gradually inwards
and downwards. Holding his torch
within at arm’s length Willie could only
discern that it seemed to continue at
the same height for some distance, and
that it was very wet—in fact a little
stream of water, partly dropping from
the roof, partly, perhaps, left by the
time, was constantly trickling down.
And now something made his heart first
stand still, and then began to thump
violently. So far there had been in-
tense silence, but now suddenly the
sounds which he had heard before from
above began again. The grinding and
rumbling were louder, and mingled
with them was what sounded like a
splash—not the cheerful splash of oars,
but a dull, sullen splash, such as waves
sometimes give when they are held in
by a stern rock.

Willie almost expested to see some
hideous creature issue from the tunnel.
A wild desire to rush back to Mike and
the neavogue seized him. He set his
teeth hard and thought of Breda, re-
sisting the temptation even to turn and
look at the daylight. Then another
thought struck him. The sea was not
entering through this cave, but possibly
there might be an entrance somewhere
else, and on a lower level, through
which the waves were rushing. The
idea gave him courage, and he cautious-
ly prepared to enter the tunnnel. He

any more to-night. Go to sleep, and

he asked,

with a flerceness which she

took a moment to decide whether to go
head or leet foremost, and chose the

to carry his torch before him, but,
though the downward slops of the
ground was not great, it wae possible
that it might increase, and render re
treat difficult, snd turning roand was
clearly an impossibility. His clothes
were very wot—not that that troubled
him greatly, but he was anxious about
his torch and matches. The candle he
had lighted was extinguished by the
droppings from the roof, and in his
efforts to relight it he fell flat on his
face on the slippery floor, scattering
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The parable, where he compares the
kingdom of heaven to a net cast into
the sea proves the same. The net con
tained all kind: of fishes, and of these
the fishermen chose out the good into
vessels, but the bad they cas! forth. |
So shall it be at the end of the W rid,
I'he angels shall go out, and sh Wl sop
arate the wicked from among the
penitents from the
f heaven

So the neighbors around, and the
parishes behind, and the districtz be-
yond, all came to the weddivg, and
they danced steps and reels, and last
of all, the Rince Fada and the red-
hsired man sang *‘Palsdin Fionn,” and
they all joined in the chorus —Isabelia
D. Tuckey in the Freeman's Jcurnal,
Dablin. ARGy

———— i e impenitents,

MEMBERS OF CHRIST'S CHURCH
Editor Intermountain Catholic: 1
was present and listened to an argu-
ment of a Protestant and a Catholic on
the subject of ** Who Are Members of
Christ's Charch ?"* Oae, the Protest-
ant, maintained that only the elect, or
those who were free from all worldly
contamination, could claim membership
in the Church of Christ ; the other, |
the Catholie, claimed that both the
good and the bad were recognized as
members of the Catholic Charzh. I
said I would write to your paper for in-
formation on the subject, I was entire-
ly incompetent to take part in the dis-
cussion, being as I am,

AN UNBELIEVER,
Salt Lake, Sept. 16, 1907.
The question propounded by ‘' Un
believer '’ is an old one, that has been
frequently discussed. The Cburch of
Christ is defined the congregation, or |
society of all the true followers of
Jesus Ohrist throughout the whole
world, united together in one body,
under one head. St. Paul virtually
gives this definition : ** We being
many are one body in Christ, and
every one members one of another.’
St. John also wrote ; ‘‘ There shall be

i 1 1 be
v
the kingdor all unde
stand Christ’'s Ci
gathered into the net are mankind who

urche The fishes
are gathered together In the Charen of
Christ, i. e., they are members ol the
Church. Bat, as among the fish, they |
were some good which they chose into |
vessels, and bad which they cast forth,
50 also among the members of Christ's
Chureh, of whom tho fish are & type are
to be found the good and the bad, who
mingle together on earth awaiting the
final separation which takes piace allet
the judgment of God is pronounced.
| From these parables intended as an
objeet lesson to impress practical
truths the coneclusion is inevitable, viz.,
that among the members of the Church
of Christ are to be found both the good
and the bad. — Intermountain Catholie,

NO TIME TO THINK.

We read in a current magazine that
Dr. Woodrow Wilson, the president of
Princeton College, declares that in the
Kast men have no opinions of their
own, because they have no time to
think. Dr. Wilson goes on to say :

¢ people who have their heads bur-
jed in the morning paper in the morn
ing and in the evening paper in the

one fold, and one Shepherd.” 0
In discussing the question at the | afternoon, have no ideas except those
| which the newspapers give them. This

Couneil of Constance, John Huss main: |’ . 5
tained that there was one holy church ‘ is the kind of people that are found in
vhose members were confined to those | the l:mst, where the people think ab.»r‘n
predestined to glory. Others taught | nothing else except wgmt they 800 in
that none, save those who are perfeot, | the newspapers and their business.

i. e., free from sin, are or could be | It is evidently the opinion of the |
members of the Church of Christ. The | learned doctor that the newspapers do |
Oatholic Chnrch teaches that the | the thinking and serve the opinions, |
Church of Christ consists not only of | warm and woll-baked as the baker |
the just and perfect, but also of the | does the rolls for the breakfast table. |
unjust and imperfect. This is in ac We agree with him that the busy men |
cordance with the parable of the sower | of affairs in our day have little time |
and the cockle, where the husbandmaan | for gpeculative thinking. "Naey read as |
found in his fleld the cockle growing | they eat in a hurry and their mental |
with the good seed and to which he l digestion is often as much out of gear |
compared the “vineyard of the Lord. | as their bodily. But where do the |
“ The kingdom of heaven is likened to a | newspapers get time to think ? Ts it |
man that sowed good seed in his field. | not the blind leading the blind ? Who ‘
His enemy oversowed cockle,”” The|is more pushed than the tireless |
cockle did not grow separately or dis- | writers of daily papers ? They have
tinotly from the good seed, but among acquired a wonderful fluency of com- |
the wheat. The danger, too, in weed- position and they must grind out uo“
ing the cockle, *‘lest perhaps gather- | many columns in 80 many honrs on var- |
ing up the cockle, they root up the jed topics—often within earshot of the |
wheat also,”” shows how closely both | hungry pressos, who roar for copy. |
the wheat and noxious plants grew up | How could men be expected to think in |
together. Finally it was to ba tho these circumstances ? Where is the
work of the angels *‘to gather out constant  reference to competent
oi his kingdom all scandals, and them | juthority ? Where are the calm :(tlld ‘
that work iniquity.’’ Then according | poise 80 Necessary for straight think
to the plain and simple meaning of the | ing ? The fact is that our age 1s los
parable in its application the unjost as | ing the art of thinking. Tue writers
woll a8 the just are members of Christ’s ‘ just write and the rest just read.—The
Chuarch and remain so till the final sep \ Monitor, Newark.
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A New Orleans woman was thin.

<

Because she did not extract sufficient
nourishment from her food.

She took Scoft’s Emulsion.
Result:
She gained a pound 2 day in weight.

ALL DRUGGISTS: 50c. AND $1.00

latter, He would much have preferred
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J.W.Johnson,F C A,
0.8.C,
BELLEVILLE, Ont

$15 LADIES SUITS, $6.50
Suits to $15.
cloth samples

Canada

<and for fall style book and
Southoott Suiv Co., London,

The Kyriaitaf::g

Or Crdinary of the Mass

i e :'-\‘r VATICAN
ra ribed int Modern
M Rhyth-
ot ()
Price, 25¢. post-paid L
Kyriale Seu Ordinarium Missa
w Cum Cantu Gregoriano ad
exemplar editionis Vaticanae
{ aturr
il Price 256¢ t-pal
f,\ rice c. post-pald
h .
iy Caiholic Kecoxrd

JNDON, CANADA

h
-4 AT OO O

How Christ Said
the First Mass..

or, The Lord’s Last Supper.

The Rites and Ceremonies,

i L

the Ritual and Liturgy,
the forms of Divine worship
Christ observed when he
changed the Passover into
the Mass.

, By REV, JAMES L. MEAGHER,

Price $1.25, post paid.
THE CATHOLIC RECORD
LONDON, CANADA
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BREVIARIES
The Pocket Edition

4

-

—]

8 mo.; very clear and bold

references; 4 vol, 4§x2}
hes; thickness §-inch; real Indla
paper ; red border; flexible, black
morocco, round corners, red L[\'ier
gold edges. Post-paid $5.40

i DIURNALS

Horae Diurnae—No. 39-—4§x3 ins.;
on real India paper; weight,
) only 5 ounces In black,
flexible morocco, round corners, red
under gold edges. Post-paid $1.60.
THE CATHOLIC RECORD
London, Canada
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New Books.

By Father

Hugh Benson.

THE MIRRQR OF SHALOTH — Being a
ollecti f tales told at an unprofessional
k bound in solid
with an elaborate side and back
colors, Price $1,3

mposium, A 12n

| stamp in delivered.
THE SENTIMENTALISTS—A most amus-
ing and interesting novel, 12mo. bound in

N

l

\ solid cloth, with blue and gol:back stamps.
Price $1.35, delivered. The ** Dally Mall™
of London, England. says of Father B:n-
son: ‘' He is a pr ctical ma'ter-of-fact
man ; he is a good priest before the altar;

\ he is a writer of great skill and of premi-
nent inward fire. 1f you look at him and
| talk with nim you cannot very well under-

l stand how he came to ‘go over'; if you

read his work you understand it in a flash."
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