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Let go or die. ‘That's the alternative
of the shipwrecked man with the money

bags. If there was only some one to
throw him a life preserver, he might
save both life and money Without
help it is let go or dic A great many

people have a like alternative before
them. Business men come to a point
where the doctor tells them that they
must “ let go or die.” Probably he ad-
vised a sea voyage or mountain  air,
There's an obstinate cough that won't be
shaken off. The lungs are weak and per-
haps bleeding, There is emaciation and
other symptoms of disease, which if un-
skillfully orimproperly treated terminate
in consumption.

Thousands of men and women in alike
condition have found complete healing
by the use of Dr, Pierce's Golden Medi-
cal Disovery. It purifies the blood. It
carries off from the system all refuse and
poisonous matter, It gives the infected
organs the strength to throw off disease,
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Given away. The People's Common
Sense Medical Adviser is sent free on re-
ceipt of stamps to pay customs and mail-
ing only. ‘The book contains 1008 pages
and 700 illustratiors,  Send 31 one-cent
stamps for the paper bound edition, or
50 stamps for the cloth bound Address
R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.

wch T
of both medi
¥ lungs do
I am

not hurt me
stout now and

mgh

Preserve Your « Teeth

And teach the children to do 80 by using
CALVERT'S
CARBOLIC TOOTH POWDER
6d., 1-, 1'6, & 1 1b, 5- Tins, or
CARBOLIC TOOTH PASTE
6d., 1'-, and 1/6 Pota.

They have the largest sale of any Dentifrices

AVOID IMITATIONS, which are
NUMEROUS & UNRELIABLE.
F. C. CALVERT & CO.. Manchester

We guarantee that these
Plasters will relieve
pain quicker than any
other, Put up only in
25¢. tin boxes and $1.00
yard rolls, ‘The latter
allows you to cut the
Plaster any size.

Every family
should have one
ready for an emer=
gency.

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO.,
uMiTeD, MOMTREAL
Beware of Imitations
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OKEEFE'S
Liquid Extract of Malt

Is the best made,

During the last few
months a great many
so-cailed Liquid Ex.
tracts of Malt have been
placed on the market
and sold at prices for
which it would be im
postible to :
ine Liguid Extract of
Malt, If you want the
best ask lor O’ Keefe's,”
and insist upon wetting
“O'Keefe's,"”

Price 250, per bottle;
S0e, per doz-n allowea
for ety hottles when
returned

W. LLOYD WOOD, Whole
Generar Agent,

ale Drugglst,
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50c. & $1 per Bottle.

DAVIS & LAWRENCE
(

0., Limited, M "u‘.I‘

SACRED PICTURES.

We have now in stock some really nice
colored crayons of the Sacred Heart of Jesus
and of the Sacred Heart of Mary —size, 12x
22, Price, 00 cents each. Good value at
that figure. Same size, steel engravings, 75
cents each, Extra large size, (steel engrav-
ing), $1.00 each,

ST, ANTHONY OF PADUA

(Colored pictures of St. Anthony of Padua
—gize, 12{x164—at 20 cents aach,

Cash to accompany orders.
Thos. Coffey, CATHOLIC
London, Ontario Canada

;‘? 3399339 a ‘
Pyny-Peetnralﬂ%
A QUICK CURE FOR

& COUGHS AND COLDS ¥
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Address :
RruCORD Office,

2393

Very valuable Remedy in all “w’
affections of the \

O
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Large Bottles, 25¢.
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO,, Kimited

Prop's. of Perry Davis' Pain.Killer |
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JOHN FERGUSON & SONS,

180 King Street,’

The Leading Undertakers and Embalmers
Open Night and Day.
Telephone—House 578 ; Factory 641,

GLENCOONOGE.

BRINSLEY SHERIDAN
KNOWLES.

By RICHARD

CHAPTER XVIIL—coNTINUED,

« He should be like a fencer, sir, alert,
prompt, ready for every twist and turn,
prepared to parry, and quick to see his
opportunity to longe. Adroitness with
us is of more importance than learning;
thongh the more learninga man possesees
in adJition to the qualities I have already
pamed,” added the littls man, glancing
at bis well-filled book-shelves, pressing
the points of his collar together, measur
ing a finger's-length from their tips, and
pushing up his chin by that attitnde,
“the better. But then,” he continued,
almost immediately, forgetting his dig-
nity and 1elapsing into eage again, * what
knowledge a man has, he should have at
his fingers’ ends. It should not be packed
and stowed away 8o that he cannot get
at it without time and trouble; nor
should it lie 8o heavily as to produce a
torpid brooding habit of mind; but it
should pervade him, like food well-digest-
ed, moving him without effort to accom-
plish his task with easy and unconscious
strength. Such a man will be able to
shift his ground with facility and to paes
lightly from subject to another. I re-
member once, before I had been long
practiging—"'

And then Mr. Jardine launched into a
long story of his own professional skill,
rather prosy in the telling and not worth
repeating. This he followed up with a
familiar anecdote about O'Conrell, I
liked him better when he got away from
the secure ground of his profession, and
displayed himself as he sometimes ap-
peared in circumstances outside the nar-
row groove of his everyday life. Don't
you find that there are certain people who
tonch the sympathies of others more
effectually by appearing at a disadvant-
age? I saw a rough soldier once who
didn’t know a note of music, bestride a
piano stool and blunder terribly in trying
to pick out the notes of a very simple
tune on the piano. The girl he afterwards
warried was looking on, and she feil in
love with him there and then and there-
fore. Oa the same principle I can’t help
thinking that Mr. Jardine’s bitterest
enemy hearing him recount one or other
of his adventurcs abroad, would have feil
his hard opinion of the lawyer gralually
me.ting.

“Were you ever in London ?" asked
Mr. Jardine, during a pause.

I bad been there several times.

“ Now, isn't a terrible place? Wait till
I tell you what bappened to myself. Do
you know St. Gles's 2

I had heard of ii.

« I had heard of it, too,” continued the
attorney, * and I was curious to see the
place ; and down I strolled among it one
afternoon like a fool, all alone by myself.
Oh ! the villanous faces you’d see there !
Not a man that you’d mest but bad the
look of muder on him. As for the
women ! and the children! Sare ’tis no
wonder that London is the wickedest
city in the world. But wait till Itell you.
There was one villiap, if possible, more
repulsive in his appearance than the rest.
He was standing at the corner of & narrow
street, and he had his eye fixed on me as
1camealong. Will you believe me when
I say that though I perceived that man
looking at me with an unmistakeable ex-
pression in his eye, I had the stout heart
—for I can call it by no other name—not
to stop ; but on I walked till I passed him.
Then, sir, what do you think he did ?
Why with all the impuc ence in the world
he turns quietly round, first to look at me,
and then walk after me. I had my
watch on, and all the money I had in the
country about me at the time, and 8o you
may imagine I mended my pace. What
did he do but begin to walk quicker too.
Seeing that, I set-to to run ; 8o did he. 1
ran faster, he did the same ; and I give
you my word of honor, [ was nearly out
of breath when intuming a corner, whom
ghould I run into buat a policeman. Sare

[ was out of breath, but for all that I
turned nd to ut th kguard
behind me, but divil a bit of him was to
be seen anywhere. I told the policeman
all. He was a countryman of my own,
and he said : * You may think yourself
Incky, said he, ‘ you ran into me just in
the nick of time. You don’t know these
people, says he, ‘I do. Now listen to
me, said he, * and take a word of advice.
Don’t stay another twenty-four hours in
this town, If you do, I wouldn’t give a
fig for your life,” said he. ‘There’s a plot
agin vou, eaid he. ‘ You're watched.
And if you let twenty-four hours go by
and you in London, you're a dead man.'
* Bat yon don’t mean to teil me, police-
man,” says I—‘Oh very well, says he,
turning to walk away, ‘if you don’t like
to believe me I can’t help it. But if any-
thing happens to you, don’t say [ didn’t
give you fair warning.’ Iizad I took the
night mail for Dablin that same evening,
and 8o I'm here to tell the tale, DBut
wasn't that an adventure now.”

And then, without leaving me time to
give him an answer, he caught up, in
quite a different tone, the thread of a
topic he had started and dropped an hour
before.

“And so 1
well 7’

I said she had been ailing for some
time past, and was being daily visited by
the doctor.

“('Leary told me as much,” he re.
turned. *“Between ourselves, 1 don't
think he's aliogeihier easy aboul lien
She's not getting young, you see. A for-
tunate woman ! and an excellent woman,"”
continued Mr. Jardine, musingly. *“With
that little inn of hers, she has done won-
ders for the place. She will be a great
loss whenever she goes.”

“ What a pity she has no child to leave
her money to!"”

“ Humph ! 'm not so sure that she
has much money to leave. That nephew
of hers, or rather of her husband's, has
drained her pretty effectually, I'm atraid.
A hopeless young blackguard ! He has
run through her savings and mortgaged
his own reversion. Igzad, the best thing
he could do for all parties would be to die
off, Then everything would go to his
brother. What a sell it would be for the
money-lenc ers who have entangled him,
the fool!"—and then it was I learned for
the first time some of the facts with
which I have supplemented in an earlier
chapter the account of Mr. Jardinc's visit
to* The Harp " shortly after my azrival.

“ Ah 1" exclaimed Mr, Jardine, when
he hed finished, * it was a mistake of
Mrs. Ennis trying to make gentlemen of
her nephews. One of them, to be sure,
has turped out well enough according to

hear Mrs. linnis is not

all accounts, But it's the way with us

Irish ! to be always wanting to place our
children in positions superior to their
birth ; and when, after all the strivings,
they are made lawyers and doctors and
the rest of it, not being, a8 one may say,
to the manner born, they haven’t the
heads to bear it, but launch outinto ex-
travagance, and recklessness, and infamy
of ll kinds."'

“ ] don't know,” said I, thinking of
instances within my knowledge, * that
that tendency is peculiar to young Irish-
men educated. above their original
giation, nor indeed am I certain that the
question of social position has much to
with it. Given youth, and tbe inclina-
tions of youth unbridled by strong prin-
ciple, and unhindered by want of means
to gratify them, and excess in many
shapes is sure to follow. Have yon
never heard of the scions of old families
sowing wild oats, getting into debt, falling
into the hands of sharpers, forming illicit
connections, making mesalliances ?"

“To be sure. There is some truth in
what vou say. I have heard of such
things."”’

“ Aye, and seen them too, if you have
been in the way of it. But does Mrs.
Eonis know the extent to which her
nephew is invclved ?”

“No, I think not. And there is no
reason why she should know, The
young man i8 not a blood-relation ; but
her association with him dates from his
childhood, and of course it would be very
painful for ber to know that her death
had been discounted. No, I don’t think
she can know.”

“You speak doubtingly.”

“She would surely have spoken to me
of it, if she had known. Yet it isstrange,
too, that the partners in that rascally firm
should have passed through the inn with-
out her having gained an inkling of what
their business was, especially as I am
told they were most savagely ill-treated,”

“What! How? When?”

“(Oh, that fellow Conn Hoolahan
wasn'tit? Sure,'m told you were there ;
you must have seen it all.”

“Do you mean to say those were the
people who have got young Ennis in their
toils ?”

“] do indeed. Goble & Lend — the
firm of solicitors againet whom 1 myself
put Mrs. Ennis on her guard months ago.
I tell you they were at that very time
taking stock—judging of the valae of
‘The Harp’ and of how long Mrs. Ennis
was likely to live.”

“Good God! ¥ a scoundre! young
Fonis must be tosend such vipers into
our paradise; and as for them, they got
off too easily; they deserved all Conn
gave them, and more,”’

But the lawyer shook his head

“These peopls, my dear sir, may have
the powers to be revenged on Conn some
day. It was a pity he let his heat get
the better of him ; but 'tis the unfortunate
way with us Irish.”

“(Conn’s bravery won him his wife,” I
said definantly.

Mr. Jardine shrugged his shoulders.
“That may be; but don’t forget that a
man with a wife is an easier mark to hit
than one without, and easier still if he
happens to have children, But come,
what's this? We are getting eerious.
Ah, young gentleman! a man of my age
and of my experience, living the quiet
life T lead, is apt sometimes to forecast
gloomily. Never mind me. Till your
glass. Not another? Sare thedaylight's
all gone, the night won’t be darker than
it is; you needn't start for half an hour
yet. Welj, if you will. T'll walk with
you to the stables, see you mounted, and
gend you out of Lisheen with a God-
speed, anyhow.”

CHAPTER XIX.
A BURST OF SPRING.

On our way to the stables where I had
put up my horse, Mr. Jardine discoursed
upon a variety of topics started in every
instance by this or that which happaned
to mest his eye on the way. Now 1t was
a member of the constabulary force who
galuted him as he pasecd, now some chil-
dren squabbling over an upset barrow, cr
now a shop with a thriving appearance.
As matters of this kind met us at every
stap, oue subject was rapidly dislodged in
his monologue by the next. He was ex-
patiating, for instance, upon a certain
haberdasher’s shop which was a curiosity
inasmuch as it had passed from father to
son for three generations, though during
each period it had been a source of con-
siderable revenue to its proprietor; and
he was proceeding to expiain that in
other hands the business would have
been inevitably sold long ago, in which
case the Caraws would by this time have
gone to swell the class of decaying gen-
tilities, when he pulled upsharply, cocked
his ears, and opened his eye3 at the sight
of a coach laden with luggage which was
drawing up at that moment in frout of
the hotel.

“That,” said hLe, “is a coach from the
station at Daonmagee. 1 know that
vehicle and the horses right well. Buat
who can be travelling in thisstyle at this
time of year? It isn’t Murphy, a car is
always good enough for him; and it isn’t
Carew, for I saw him in his shop only
this afiernoon."”

Some one in the hotel had by this time
run out and opened the door of the coach,
from which alighted a young lady cf
slight appearance, then another of about
the same age, then a third and a fourth,
the last two being a pair of hoydenish
girlsin short dresses. As they descended,
they one after the other disappeared into
the hotel.

“As I'm alive,”
*“tis the O Doher
And alone, too!”

The carriage was empty as we Liurried
past into the hotel.

“Welcome, welcome home, my dear
young ladies ! said Mr. Jardine, follow-
ing them into the parlor with both hands
outstretched. “'Tis the first blush of
spring returning,”’ he continued, shaking
hands with each in turn; “it isn't for
nothing the violets, and the primroses,
and the crocuses white and yellow, are
raising thoir heads and opening their
eyes on every bank and bray; they knew
what was coming, egad. And how's
your good father and his—ahem—and his
lovely daughters, how are yourselves, my
dears? But why do I ask? Sure the
roses of health are on your cheeks, and
yuluu’l and beauty tell their wondrous
tale.’'

. Astouishment prevented me from hear-
ing any more of Mr. Jardine's palaver.
What a change was here—the gilent
work of two short years! For only so
long was it since I had last seen these
girls, But for Mr. Jardine, I believe I
might have sat in the room with them for
gome time before discovering that these
were Alicia, Bell, Flora and Katie O'Doher-

cried Mr. Jardine,
a !

ren eome h

I ty. Alicia and Bell, how much improved! .

they must he nearing the end of their
teens. And could those two stupid-look-
ing gawky hoydens, who were shyly eye-
ing me uskance, be really and truly
Flossie and Fluffy, who only yesterday
were noisy romping little girle? 1 was
looking thus in blank amazement from
one to the other, when I heard my own
name uttered, and met Alicia's eyee
bright with recognition. It was she who
bad spoken. Her livelier sister catching
her words, stopped in what she was say-
ing, and looking at me steadily, cried ont:
“So it is! Mr. Shipley, I declare! Mr.
Jardine, why didn't yon tell us?”

“Why, sir!"" said Mr. Jardine, turning
round and addressing me with mock in-
dignation, “do you mean to tell me you
have been standing there all this time
without making yourself known to the
young ladies? Bat, my dear children,
you have just come from England, and
know how bashful the young men are in
that country. Let me introduce Mr,Ship-
ley, & shy young gentleman from KEog-
land, sadly in want of a little Irish im-
pudence.”

“Can’t you spare him some, sir?”
asked Bell.

“Egad, no,” said the lawyer;“I find
it too useful to part with., What is it?"
to a waiter who entered.

“ Would the ladies be after having any
refreshment while the fresh horses is
being put to,” eays the waiter, a sletternly
fellow not at all up to the mark of ours at
Glencoonoge.

“Tea,” cried the ready Bell, “and be
quick, or we shall go without it The
waiter was gone like a shot.

Mr. Jardine looked round in smiling
admiration. * Egzad, I never heard an
order more promptly given, or more
quickly obeyed,”

I sat down by Alicia, “And so you
remember me, Miss O'Doherty. 1 have
not changed for the better then so much
a8 to be beyond recognition ?”’

“You have not changed a bit, Mr. Ship-
ley,” said Alicia, brightly. *I should
have known you anywhere. Didn't you
know us? Oh, Bell! listen to that! Mr.
Shipley thinks we are so much altered.
Well, you know, we have been to Harro-
gate, and Leamington, and London, and
Paris, and so we have seen a great deal
of the world lately.”

All the time she was speaking I was
thinking, what a pretty quiet grace of
manner | neither too fast nor too slow;
not sharply alert, yet ready enough in an
offsrtless way., Oh! what claar hrown
eyes ! large, soft, and deep; and she has
black bair, wavy black hair! and her
face—hiow creamy white! Oh, shame !
Oh, gross stupidity! How could 1 ever
have said she was a fright! Alas, say it
I did, mea culpa! and what was worse, 1
thought it, mea maxima culpa!

Already it seemed to methat Alicia had
far outatripped Bell in the race for beauty —
Bell, who with her blue eyes and black
hair and florid complexion was always
considered to have the advantage. Some
night think eo still. Some might even
prefer her manner, which was more
animated. An horest out-spoken girl!
She did most of the talking, and answered
Mr. Jardine's greetings and compliments
for the reet with aplomb. Waeil after all
she was only the complement of the
saucy, high-spirited, ready-tongued Bell,
regarding whom my ordinary condition
of mind had always been one of uncer-
tainty as to what she would be likely to
do or say next. But Alicia! What a
revelation ! What a vision !

“Are you staying here, Mr. Shipley ?”
she asked.

“No, at Glencoonoge, where I have
been some months expecting every day
you would all come home” —that was a
compliment if Alicia had only known.
«1 am riding back to-night, and shall be
happy to escort you.”

“How nice!" cried Bell from the other
gide of the room, where she was talking
with Mr. Jardine. “Then if any one
tries to shoot us we shall be all right.”’

“Bat how is it you are traveliing
alone?” inquired Mr. Jardine. ‘ Where
is your father and yonr—a—and his—a—
where is your father?"'

“He has gone to the south of France
with—a—"" and Alicia turned away with
a migh,

“With Madame O Doherty,” said beii,
addressing Mr. Jardine. * You kuow
papa is married, of course. They
wouldn’t take us with them—at least
papk wouldn’t have minded, but Madame
O'Doberty—well, 1 suppose she thinks
she’ll have enough of us when ghe comes
home. I am sure we shall have more
than we want of her. They neadn’t
hurry themselves on our account—at
least she needn’t. I hate artful people.”

*But, my dear!” said Mr. Jardine, in
a shocked tone of reproof, “ remember she
is now your mother.”

“She isn't mine!”
usually quiet Alicia.

“She 18 not mine, I'm sure,” said Bell,
tossing her head.

The two youngest girls put their heads
together, whispered in each other’s ears,
and shook their heads.

“ What's that?” cried Mr. Jardine,
turning sharp round on the little things.
“ No rebellion here, I hope ?”

“She's not ours,” said Flossie boidly,
pursing up her lips after she had said it
and shaking her head violently, while
Fluffy imitated her gesture, though she
said nothing.

Mr. Jardine, quite taken aback, was
drawing himself up in order to deliver
some remarks with a dignity appropriate
to the solemn occasion, when the waiter's
entrance with the tea-tray caused the
oration to be postponed to that more fit-
ting opportunity which, so far as [ am
aware, never arrived. The tea revived
the travellers and caused what was happy
in their recent experiences tocome upper-
most. The lowering cloud dispersed, and
we became the brightest, cheeriest, merri-
est, and, if the whole truth must be told,
the noisiest party imaginable. Flossie
and Fluffy lost theirshyness and screamed
witn delight when the latter spilt a cup of
tea over her frock. Bell was ag bright as
even she could be, and Alicia laughed
heartily either with or at Mr. Jardine,
who, as if overjoyed at having escaped the
commission of & piece of ill-timed solemn-
ity, excelled himself in sprightliness. In
fact he proved himse!lf 8o eminently soci-
able that I kept wondering how he man-
aged to live so much the life of a recluse
as he did. When the coach started from
the hotel and four girlish handsout of the
window waved adieux to him standing
in the middle of the roadway with hat in
hand and bowing with antique profuse-
ness, I could not but feel sorry for the old

flashed out the

coach slackend and began to crawl uphill,
pnt their heads out of the window to ask
all sorts of questions about home, and
Mrs. Mackenzie, and Mrs., Ennis, and
others, concerning whom they seemed to
grow more curious the nearer they ap-
proached the Castle, Imagine Mrs. Mac-
kenzie's surprise at seeing thewm ! for with
a thoughtlessness which was to be ex-
pected from a pack of children, they had
gent no word that they were coming.
Sull the housekeeper was delighted as
well as surprised, and while she bewailed
her unpreparedness, hugged her dear
young mistreeses and received with joy
their embraces, I rode away, leaving
them thus occupied, and promising to
call some time on the morrow.

Why was I 8o elated at this prospect?
What was it that had put ennui to flight
as by a magic touch? that made the dark
road seem Iiuminous, and familiar sar-
roundings interesting once more? Its
wonted quiet rested on the inn, yet I
thonghtits lights most hospitable. ‘There
was a group of loungers on the road as on
most evenings, but to-night the pipes
glowed warmly out of the darkness, and
the voices sounded as cheerily as of old.
As I dismounted, Jeremiah Hoolahan
darted forward, and taking my horse, led
it away towards the stables. Within the
inn everything was much as usual, and
yet everything seemed renewed and fresh,
and wearisome no longer. The door of
Mrs. Ennis’s room was 8jar, the old lady
dozing in her big arm-chair, the book-
keeg.er stitching eilently in a low seat on
the opposite side of the fire-place. From
the distant kitchen came the faint wail of
Conn’s violin,that coy mistress from whose
tones all the inconstant fellew’s efforts
would never now win new favors, 1 stood
and listened, touched once more as I had
been formerly at those sounds; glad, too,
to think that, discordant and nalting as
they were, they had not lost for him their
power to please and soothe and color
happily his vacant moments. Some in-
stinct never failed to draw Conn in the
direction in which news was to be had.
I had given up waiting for him to begin
again, and was just about to go upstairs,
when he appeared at the end of the pass-
age stretching his lanky form, and yawn-
ing with a heartiness which told that the
day’s work was over and bed-time near.
He brightened as he approached, and as 1
told him what a jolly day I'd had, and of
the arrival of wne young people at the
Castle. A minute later he had preceded
me into Mrs. Ennis’s parlor, which was
presently all alive with the news, Mre.
Eanis roused herself and was very eager
to hear everything; exclaimed, wondered,
speculate], and enlarged on every fact
supplied her to such an extent, that after
she had retired I congratulated the book-
keeper on the success which had re-
warded her care, for Mrs, Eanis seemed
more like her old eelf than she had been
for many a day.

“It was only just now that she became
80,"" returned the book-keeper, *BShe
has been very lethargic all day."

“Want of little change and excitement,
nothing more,”” said L. * You see how
she brightened up. The fact is, at her
age it becomes all the more difficult to
tnrow off even theslightestailment, when
existence is 8o monotonous, 8o entirely
uneventful as it 18, necessarily, in a quiet
out-of-the-way place like (lencoonoge.
We must try and enliven her somehow.”

“Monotoous ?"’ inquired the book-keep-
er, a little surprised.

“Uneventful!"” cried Conn. ‘Gad, I
never knew a winter like tnis for being
fall of excitement. The days fly away so
hﬁt’ 1 don’t know where they go to at
all’

Allvery well for Conn and the book-keep-
er to talk like that, I thought. But before
very long I began to know how right, from
their point of view, they were. The days
were now lengthening; but to me they be-
came shorter than any [ had knownthat
winter. Naturally hours pass moreslowly
when you are drifting alonein a boat on an
inland sea, watching the light changing on
the mountains, or the clouds flitting across
the blue waters, or killing time in such-
like ways with ail theeffort it had cost me
lately,than if your boat happens to be fuil of
merry children,or you ride along the road
beside the a wagonette full of the same
company taade buoyaul Ly heif owa
youtbfuinese, fresh as thesigns of coming
spring,startiug mirth out ofeverything and
finding it even in the motley, chilly,
hungry peasant boys and girls who fol-
lowed us, struggling and scrambling for the
pence thrown to them. Sometimes when
the days were too wet or cold for outdoor
pastimes, l would walk across to the Castle.
I'he girls had unpacked their trunks and
were renewing tdeir delight over their pur-
chases in ISnogland; or we looked over old
volumes of photographs which recalled for
us old times, half-remembered faces, and
gone-out fashions ; or we wandered loiter-
ingly over the house. The painted birds
in the cages bad never been thought much
oftill now, when I described Conn’s com-
ments on them ; but I did not repeat my
own, when called upon to say what I

thought of the picture lately painted of |

Alicia and Bell.

But it was not always wet. There
came days, such as 1 have never known
before, days which henceforth 1 shall
always associate with the first balmy
burst of spring when Hope is in the air,
and sometimes visibly appears in the
shape of a fine green mist brooding over
sylvan scenery. I well remember the
first time I became aware of their delic-
ious peculiarity. It was in going to the
Castle, and having somehow got out of
the beaten track, I happened in the most
unexpected way to come upon Alicia
0'Doherty pacing the shady turf alone in
a gecluded spot. A bench was near, and
after we had walked a little, we sat down
and continued talking. It wasdelightful.
An hour flew by like a minute. How
grudgingiy did I see the waning of the
day ! As we rose I asked Alicia whether
she often came there of an afternoon. It
was a favorite walk of hers, she said. The
trees were 8o tall and old, the grass so
thick and soft and mossy. It was quiet
too, no one ever came that way,and could
be assured of being quite undisturbed if
one wanted to read or—or think or any-
thing. Often as we walked back we
stopped to listen to two answering black-
birds who seemed to be before and
behind us all the way, or to ad-
mire the peeping forth of the young buds,
declaring it was a shame to go home and
leave them all alone,

“ A day like this,”’ said Alicia, " is 80
inspiriting. There is a freshness some-

how over everything.  You feel the win-
ter is gone, and all the year before you.

fellow, knowing that he would presently | Vexation 18 softened and melts almost
turn away and bend his steps to that ' uite away.”

cold, trim, silent home of his, where c{x{il- %
My

dren’s laughter never sounded.

charges kept up their mirthfulness all the
way to Glencoonoge, and whenever the

« Vexation !"' I cried, looking on that
fair young brow and face without a line
in it; “ you do not kmow what the word
means.”

But when she told me, in all their de-
tails, her annoyances during many
months caused by the prospect of her
father's marriage, I was both touched by
her confidence, andsaw and sympathized
with the magnitude of the misfortune, as
it seemed in her eyes, of being deposed
from her position of mistress of her fath.
er’e house, That catastrophe was clearly
the cause of the subdued quietness which
was part of her charm, and which yet, 1
thought, it would be delightful to put'u.
flight.

It seldom rained for long together after
that. Next day we met at thesame spot:
and again the next. Presently Aliciga
said she must find ont some new place
where she could take exercise alone, and
would not let me stay with her. But ]
grew less and less content unless we sat
and talked for a long stretch. And
every time I knew more surely that the
recent days had become transformed be.
cause I loved Alicia. An interval of tor-
turing doubt lest my confession should be
the death-kneli of our friendship,a dawn-
ing belief developing into conﬁ‘ﬁince that
1 might hope, our simultaneouns discovery
of the secret of each other, and the ex-
changing of eternal vows—these were the
all-sufficing incidents that next followed
these the events that banished every:
thing else from our minds, as the stream-
ing sun risen out of morning mists
makes the beholders blind to everything
but its own glory. I cannot define, no
words of mine shall ever try to paint the
happiness of that time. So full of mutua
confidence were we, 80 strong in hope,
that we almost rejoiced at the prospect of
obstacles and difficulties, and used to
heighten our bliss by trying to conjure up
terrors. Would not Alicia's father refuse
to sanction his daughter’'s marriage with
the son of a parvenu, however rich ? |
had heard Irish gentlemen have often 8o
much pride of race, thev sometimes do
not think money a sufficient counter-
poise to low birth, however much ven-
eered by education. That was my bogus.
Buat Alicia lightly set it at nought, and
almoet persuaded me by her reasoning
when she spoke of her father’s impover-
ishment during the bad seasons and th
agitation, and when she said that it
would sureiy be her step-mother’s de-
sire to clear the house of daughters, that
her reign as mistress of the Castle might
be nndisputed.

Bat if Alicia proved my fears to be nn-
substantial, hers were not worth argning
with, being only fit to make anybody
laugh. How loveable was her alarm’
How childlike her forebodings! Was I
quite sure, she said, that my people
would be pleased that I should marry a
country girl with little or no money—an
Irish girl, aboveall. Whenthey all went
to Leamington she felt how countrified
her manners were. But they were bet-
ter already, didn’t I think so, and a very
short time in Liverpool— ’

I put my hand before her mouth ; told
her now she was raising nightmares that
were horrible indeed ; assurad her that if
I could imagine the manners of Liver-
pool would ever be hers, or that she
would cease to have the wavs and
speech of Irish girls, the thought would
make me miserable. As for money, I
imparted to Alicia the conclusions my
experience had led me to about that
namely, that it was wonderful everybody
should be so eager to be rich; because
rich people were either very discontented,
or owed their cheerfulness to the prac-
tice of working hard. I told Alicia what
a dreary place my home was, where
money was plentiful enough ; and all
about my sister Clementina and her fine
match wnich was such a wretched aflair:
and of her grand house which everything
was 80 stiff; and about her ceremonious-
ness and cheerless grandeur. And that
it was because I was so miserable at
home, though we knew none but rich
people, that I constantly took refunge in
(ilencoonoge, where nearly every onc was
poor, and where I seemed to become in-
fected with the prevailing cheerfulness ;
that even here tedinm had at last over-
taken me—me who had never known tte
want ¢f money, me alone of all the
people about—and had oppressed me
almost beyond bearing until her coming.
1 said that on the whole I was satistied
tuat wealth was a caures and had been m}
bane. Bat for it [ might have done some
usefal work in the world ; avd the test
fortuna which could happen to us woald
be that her father and my father should
forbid our marriage and disinherit us
both, and that we should marry and be-
gin Iifs with only a little. Bat of this I
feared there was no chance, my father
having long been anxious I should marry ;
and I knew he would only be too glad to
hear what I was going to tell him. To
this and more of a similar nature Alicia
list2ned with great intcrest, and after a
charming interval of reflection, pro-
nounced the advantages of wealth to b
much exaggerated; declared herself cer-
tain that my father was the dearest and
hest creature in the world, and that she
liked him ever so much already; asked
whether Clementina was much taller than
herself, and very, very clever ; whether
she gave many parties—dances ; because
she (Alicia) was—oh ! 8o fond of dancing.
Of such thin substance were the fears
which possessed each of us in turn, that
the other had only to puff a little, and
away they floated brightly out of sight,
like bubbles reflecting rainbow hues.

Not many days went by before I was
abletoshow Alicia a letter from my father
inanswer to mine announcing the step I
had taken,and the hopes Alicia bade me
have of being favorably received by The
O'Dobherty.

“Tt is not an unqualified consent,”’ said
Alicia, thoughtfally.

TO BE CONTINUED.

Catarrh.

Statistics prove that 97 per cent. of our

pulation is affected with some form of
Jatarrh, but since Catarrhozone, the new
medicated air treatment for Catarrh and
kindred diseases, has been introduced, this
percentage has decreased. Catarrhozone
never fails to cure Catarrh, Bronchitis,
Asthma and Hay Fever, and is warranted to
cure the most chronic cases of these diseases,
even after all else has failed. It cures by
inhalation, No danger, no risk, pleasant to
use, For sale at all druggists or direct by
mail, price $1.00. For trial outfit send 10¢
in stamps to N, C. POLSON & CO., Box
568, Kingston, Oat,

They Are Not Violent in Action.—Some
persous, when they wish to cleanse the
stomach, resort to Epsom and purgative
salts, These are speedy in their action, but
serve no psrmanent good. Their use pro
duces incipient chills, and if persisted 10
they injure the stomach. Nor do they act
upon tne intestines in a beneficial way.
Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills answer all pur
poses in this respsct, and have no superior,

“‘He plays well that wins.” Hood’s Sar-
saparilla wins the victory over disease be:
cause it possesses genuine curative power. 4
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BLISSIDEABDEUE.

From the Irish Messenger.

1, |

In the month of September, 1806, the Pied- |
montese city of Ivrea, at the foot of the Alps

was 4 reend of unusual rejoicings and festiv- |

ity. The representatives of distant nations ‘
and peoples gathered within its ancient

wslls to share in a celebration seldom vouch. i
gafed to apy city outside Kome, the great

centre of Christendom, l

It was not the investiture of an (~;mhlyl

|

potentate with the diadem of staie, neither
was it the blessing of trophied standards
about to be boruve aloft at the head of invad-
ing armies, nor again, was it the unveiling
of some memorial reccrding bloud stained
vietories—tor, none of these the jubilant
erowds had come to witness. No! Widely
different was the pageant ot which we write,
for, in it once again the vivas of earth and
the alle/uias of heaven seemed to blend in |
joyous harmony in nec laiming the blessed-
pess of & servant of God, a soldier of Christ,
the latest victor inseribed on the bead roll ot
Ireland’s saints—Thaddeus of Ross, Cork,
and Cloyne,

As we look in fancy towards that sunny
sonthern land, and picture to oursslves the
splendor of the ecclestastical  ceremony
which had its scene on that autumn day
within the walls of Ivrea's cathedral, years
and years of darkness and sorrow seem to
tade and vanish from the pages ot Ireland’s
story. :

Six centuries have come and gone since
the voice of the Church proclaimed the sanc
tity and glories of the last canunised Saint of
Holy Ireland. Since that far-off evenivg,
when the bells ot Normandy's fair cathedral
chimed their last peal of gladness for the
canomsation of St, Lawrence of Dublin, no
holy one ot onr nation had been rased to the
altars of the Church,

Grateful then should we ba that for our
generation has been resery ed the joy and
consolation of being privileged to lift up our
oyes and bearts 1 praise and petition to an
other of onr countrymen, whom the voice of
Christ’s Viear on Earth proclaims to be 4
Saint in the Chareh of God,  Blending wi
this thonght cowe other brigh cherist
hopes, that y hiy
nawes of many others whose sanctity,
ity, and sufferings are written on the an
of our country, inscribed on the glorious r
of canonized saints in Paradise

to see th

At the present time, when the Suprems
Poutifi—in the plenitude of his « @
guided powar, and in his turther evidence o
his paternal action for the suffering ai

scattered children of our nation—has con
ferred this new honor on the Irigh Church
the story of our Saint must needs be intere:!
fog to our readers at bome and abroad,

In order to realiza the circumstince
which destived the Blessed Thaddeus
his grave as 4 lonely pilgrim, friendless an
unknown, in a foreign land, it 18 necessar
torevert a little to the history of the perio
at the close of which he lived.

Fram tha aarly records ot ths
cupation of Ireland we learn that a4 cor
siderable portion of Munster was cor
ferred on two of the first band of Norman a
venturers, Robert Fitzstephiens and Miles d
Cogap. Both were connected by ties of re
lationship ard fellowship in arms wi
Strongbow, Earl of Pembroke, leader cf 11
anterprise. What the patents of Royal b
stowal tailed to secure on their behalf tl
sword and treachery finally accomplishe
This territory, known in latter-day histo
a8 the Desmond country, in Celtic tim
comprised the kingdom of the rc yal gept
MacCarthy. Within it lay the three eccle
astical divisions or dioceses—Ross, Cork, ar
Cloyne.

From the very cutset the policy of t
Plantagenet rule in_Ireland was, wherev
Norman power obtained foothold, to, if 1
may eo speak, Normanize the Celiic Churc
Thus, whenever an Episcopal See f
vacant, every nerve was strained to i flict,
it the appointment of prelates of the ali
race. The system gra'ed harshly on
pational sympathies of the native clans, a
here perhaps more than elsewhere in I
land, was fruitful of diesensions embarra
ing to the acclesiastical administration of |
country. Thus we tiod in the list of Epis
pal succeerion for the dioceee of Cork, d
tinctively Norman names—with three exc
tions— fill the roll from 1172 till 1450, On |
death ot Miles Fitz John in 1430 the dioce
of Cork and Cloyne were canonically uni
by Pope Martia V.. whence the appoin!m
successively of Bishops Jordan, Fitz Ric
ard, and Des Rochee, under the Patron«
of the King, brings the calendar of the !
down to the date in which we are interest

The hittle diocese of Roes, founded 1n
sixth century by St. Fachnan, would se
from the list of its occupants, 10 have w
stood the innovation of alien appointme
more than either of its sister dioceses. If
are to judge by the goodly eprinkling
Mac's and O's that appear on the list,
representatives of the tribal eepts hel
firm grasp of the Crozier of Ross down to
days of and lopg after the brief Epizcop
of ?ﬁ sed 'I‘lmddnlm *lc('arlhy.

aviod | of which we

" sra now traat

Norman o

was one in which an important pait
played by the chic ftainages of the old 1
and the representatives of the Norman
tlers, o

The history ot the country at this tin
but a dreary record of discontent and st
Leaders of the contending parties were
tiring and unceasing in provoking w
fighting, plundering, and betraying—for
sake of gain, Among the native Irish
slder families had many branches and
connectiong, but, as the aggressive sw:
the English settlers extended, they I
themselves excluded from cffice in
church, as well as in the administrati
public affairs. With a natural desire |
tain some semblance of their olden inder
ence, there were many who chose to thre
their lot, by alliance, with the strang
pclicy which led to a further perplexi
Irish affairs, and added fresh fury t
flames of civil war. '3

This bapless state of affairs was not
out its effects on the fortunes of the
Church. The pages of our history, in
centuries over which we glance, leave ¢
pression scarcely less lamentable the
dreary recital of Treland’s eivil discord

At 2 time when one Faith alone pre
throughout Christendom, and when :
heresy and schism had not begun to sp:
livks which bourd most of the civ
peoples of Europe in the uvity of the
See, a cankering sorrow bad already
mark on our Island Church. The firs
drops had begun to fallinto the cupofn
and woe, which soon growing brimfu
to be her bitter portion for three lon
taries.

From the day when Henry Planta
ttths C af Cashal, ordered the B
of Ireland to conform to the rules ai
cipline of the English Church, ther
two parties in the Irish Ul_vurqh separa
racial rather than ecclesiastical diffe
'he old Celtic Church and the Ang
man Constitution never coalesced. Al
professing the same doctrines, practis
same rites, acknowledging the same S
Head, the followers of each party 9
distinet from one another, and as div
mutual sympathy, almost, as if th
been worshippers at rival altars.

As the petwork of the Norman Ce
spread, the heel of the conqueror |
more Leavily, and drew more tightly
ling chain which fettered the relig
well as the civil liberties of the nativ
Successive kings of England, as tin
on, became more and more imperious
claims 1o interfere in the appointn
Bishops,in the pominations of Abbots
recommending lesser dignitaries for
in the Church. Under such a syste:
eigh usurpation it was, indeed, dif
not impossible, to_preserve a ferver
voted ministry within the sanctuary
Ecclesiastical functions and bene
came gradually the gpoil and traflic ¢
princes, and even the liberty of cor
was but too often violated, Prela
chosen, not called by God, but for
tke Church by secular influence;




