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both in the way it acts, and in the way it's
sold, is Dr, Pierce's Golden Medical Discov-
eri\ long procession of diseases start from a
torpid liver and impure blood. Take it, as
you ought, when you feel the first symp-
foms (ianguor, loss of appetite, dullness, de-
pression ). As an appelizing, r,»_\mmln's
1 tonie, to repel disease and
build up the needed flesh
and strength, there's noth-
ing to equal it, It rouses
every organ into healthful
aection, purifies and en-
riches the blood, braces up
the whole system, and re-
stores health and vigor.
Mrs, SUSAN GOEDERT, of
Rice, Benton County, Minn.,
writes: * | have taken three
bottles of your ‘Golden
Medical  Digcovery' and
> feel guite well and strong
% now, 8o that 1 am able to
o do my work without the
Mrs. GOEDERT. Jeast fatigue.”
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book is compiled from * Butier's Lives
the American
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Pope Leo XTI
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forty Archbishops and Bishops.
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AGHING
HEAD.

Dear Srs,— I had
y headache for
the past three years,
and was not free
from it a single day.
I used doctors’ medi

cines and all others
I could think of, but it did me no good.
My cousin said I must

TRY B.8.5.

becanse it ig the best medicine ever
made, and I took three bottles of it, with
the result that it has completely cured
me. I think Burdock Blood Bitters,
both for headaches and as a blood
purifier, is the

BEST IN THE WORLD,

and am glad to recommend it to all my
friends, Miss Frora McDoxarp,
Glen Norman, Ont.

TABLE and POCKET CUTLERY,
CARPET SWEEPERS,
WRINGERS,

BRASS FIRE IRONS.

28 Good stock of General Hardware,

ALTAR WINE.

Lave now on hand a good
Excellent Mass Wine,

PRICE REDUCED.
Write for particulars to

J. D. BURK, Amherstburg, Prop.
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The Pictorial Lives of the Saints contain:
The
and
other approved sources, to which are added
recently
{ﬂ;u'(-:l on the Calendar for the United States
yy special petition of the Third Plenary
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' THE SIEGE OF LIMERICK.

By AGNES M, STEWART,
Author of * Life in the Clolster,” * Grace
O'Halloran,” ete.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

GRACE WILMOT'S STORY,

1 was the only and beloved child of a
rich citizen ; he was a wealthy gold-
smith of Cheapside, and his name was
Edward Mayfield. Unfortunate for
my future welfare, my mother died
when I was but fourteen years of age.
Up to that time, I had been carefully
and religiously brought up in the
tenets of our proscribed faith.
Personally, I had no reason to be
proud. Asladvanced towards woman-
hood, I saw that my glass reflected only
the face of a girl, plain even to ugli-
ness, with large, hard features, and a
swarthy complexion.

1 had soon sense enough to discover,
when amongst the young beauties of
my sex and age, as years passed on,
that the more plainly I dressed the bet-
ter, so far a8 my personal appearance
was concerned. [ chose only dark
colors, and except a costly gold chain
which my dear father presented me
with on my sixteenth birthday, I
scrupulously abstained from wearing
any ornament beyond, perhaps, the
occasional use of a ring.

Jewels I might have had in abund-
ance ; the costliest gauds of fashion
might have been mine in profusion ;
satins, and velvets, and laces, and ex-
quisite scents. I abjured them all.
There was an inordinate pride in my
studied simplicity. I saw that I was
plain even to ugliness, and at last
Edward Mayfield's only daughter was
pronounced a devotee, because she
never dressed but in scmbre garments,
and ordered them to be made with ex-
treme simplicity.

Sometimes that inward voice which
speaks interiorly to all of us, seemed as
though calling me from a world for
which I was scarcely fitted, to bury
myself in the retirement of a religious
life ; well would it have been for me
had I followed the call.

I stifled it, saying to myself : *‘ My
father is growing aged ; for my sake,
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blessing to the publishers; and approved by

wealth, he has never contracted a
second marriage. When he dies, I
will leave the world. Alas ! an earthly
love soon filled my heart. I felt with-
in me an insatiable thirst for knowl-
edge ; my dear father helped me to
gratify it'at any cost. I devoted my-
self to the study of Latin and French.
I made myself mistress of the best
authors of our own country. I played
well on the guitar, and filled up my
time with various ornamental works.

Here Grace for a few moments
paused, and I expressed my astonish-
ment that a gentlewoman, highly edu-
cated, should fill the position she occu-
pied.

“You will not be surprised,” she
said, ‘‘ when you have heard my story
to the end.”

At length she continued :

Mixing but little with others of my
sex, more from an indomitable vanity
on account of my want of beauty than
for any other cause, I reached my
twenty fourth year, about the time that
all London was busy with preparations
for the marriage of the present queen
with the Prince of Orange.

One evening I was seated with my
dear father, when the arrival of a
gentleman from the palace was noti-
fied. His errand was to consult my
father about some jewels which the
king intended to give as a wedding
present to his niece. Charles Wilmot,
for such was the name of the messen-
Zer, was shown into the room where |
was seated ; the conversation betwixt
my father and himself was a long one.
He was offered refreshments, of which
he partook, and departed shortly after-
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wards, promising to call again the
next evening.

He came about the same hour, and
brought the order from the king for a
set of jewels composed of pearls and
diamonds.

On this evening he conversed much
with myself. He looked over my
books, spoke of his tastes as similar to
my own, and fascinated me with his
witty and animated conversation,
That visit was the prelude to many
others ; at last, we read, and sang, and
played together, and I had arrived at
that point at which a dead vacuum
seems to take place when the missing
friend is absent,

At length, from being merely a vis
itor in the evening, when my father
and myself shared one common apart-
ment, Wilmot not unfrequently called
when I was alone in the morning :
frequently, the pretext for these visits
would be to bring me a new book or a
piece of music.

Gradually the attachment sprung up
in my heart which sealed my future
life with misery.

He made me an offer of marriage.
What did I care for his poverty? I
knew I should have money, and I was
told he was a spendthrift, a gambler.
No matter, I could reform him, and for
the first time in my life, when he asked
me in marriage and was refused, I had
words with my father.

I have told you, Madam, that I made
a point of never entering into com-
pany. Alas for me, I overcome my re-
luctance ; female vanity even whis-
pered to me, that as my hand was
sought with such pertinacity, I was,
perhaps, less plain than I had consid-
ered myself to be.

During the Christmas festivities of
that year, there was to be a large
gathering at the house of John Gold-
ing, a rich citizen. I had fancied his
daughter Alice was my friend ; she
was one of the very few of my own sex
with whom I had been on terms of in
timacy.

On the night in question, I was
standing apart from the gay throng of
young people talking with Wilmot,
when, turning faint, he left me to
fetch a glass of water. I had drawn
aside, and had thrown myself on a
couch in a small ante-room opening
out of that which I had left, when I
heard the murmur of voices of persons
evidently standing by the spot I had
vacated.

“It is true, Elinor, quite true ; he
has proposed to that ugly woman
Grace, and they are going to be
married.”

The voice was that of my friend
Alice. I know not why I should have
wished to hear more that was painful,
for a deathly feeling had seized on my
heart. Ilay perfectly still, anxious to
hear the reply.

‘“ Grace Mayfield going to be mar-
ried, I do not believe it,"” ejaculated
another son in a tone of
ment.

‘‘Yes Elinor, and Grace Mayfield has
made me the most unhappy of women,
Wilmot's attentions to me before he met
her, have made me the talk of the
whole city, but I am not an heiress,”
and the words fell with great bitterness
from the lips of Alice, ‘‘ but one of a
large family. No one, however, can
imagine for a moment, that Grace,
ugly as she is, is married for anything
_but her father's money. She must be
one of the vainest of women if she
fancies, for a moment, that she is mar-
ried for love of herself.”

Scalding tears of wounded pride and
indignation fell from my eyes. At
that moment 1 heard the voice of Wil-
mot. My fair enemies addressed him,
I heard him say, *‘ Miss Mayfield has
been taken ill and has gone to the ante-
room, while I went to fetch her some
wine and water.”

Of course, they well knew I had
overheard their conversation, and had
the good sense rather to be condemned
for unkindness by him, than to insult
me by following him into the ante-
room.

I made my adieus early. I wasill;
anything, in short, to get home. Why
was I made so ugly, asked I, in the
bitterness of my soul, for the barbed
arrow had entered very deeply. I
would not hear of Wilmot accompany-
ing me ; he saw me safe in my chair,
and I cried the whole way home.

Wilmot never came again after the
quarrel with my father. Well would it
have been for me had I never seen
him after that night.

The old, old happy days had forever
fled ; my books had lost their charm :
my music its melody ; my father his
love : rather ought I not to say, I had
lost my love for him.

On one of these days, Father Law-
son, an old friend of my father’s,
called at the house in Cheapside. He
was vested as a clergyman of the
Church of England as a disguise.

Poor father, he opened his whole
heart to his early friend. At length I
was summoned : my father had gone
to his shop : 1 found the priest alone.

‘* Grace, my child,” he said, ‘‘ your
father is unhappy, it is in your power

astonish-

to restore peace to his heart and
home. "
‘“ How, " said I, ‘‘ has he complained

that I have robbed him of it ?"
‘“‘Listen to me, Grace.” Priest
though he was, I yielded but a sullen
compliance. *‘ For yoursake, to make
you, child as you were when your
mother died, the entire mistress of his
home, your doting father remained a
widower : for you, to leave you the
heiress of his wealth. He put no
woman in your dead mother’s place ;
he does not wish to forbid you to
marry subject to his better sense and
oxperience, he only forbids you to
marry this man Wilmot. Your old
father loves you, Grace, and knows
that man unworthy of your love, and

that he seeks you only for what you

will inherit. Tell me child, you will
do your father's will."”

Here Grace paused, and covered her
face with her hands ; I saw the tears
trickle through her fingers. She then
continued : I exclaimed with bitter-
ness of tone and manner :

“Oh yes, I see and understand it
all. Edward Mayfield's daughter is so
ugly, so repulsively ugly, that she has
no single attraction beyond that of her
father's money bags."”

“You shock ime, child,” said the
priest ; ** God made you what you are,
thank Him that He made you not blind
and deformed ; thank Him that He
gave you fine mental powers, a plente-
ous home, a loving father. How dare
you hurl the gifts of your Creator in
His face ?"

For a moment I was awed, and I
burs! into tears.

The good Father fancied my heart
was touched. Ah mno, it had to be
purfied in the furnace of long years of
tribulation and suffering, ere that
heart of adament was softened.

“You will break off this match,
Grace ?"

““No, I will not break it off ; my
father is unjust and cruel; I will
marry Charles Wilmot."

Father Lawson rose from his seat.

‘“ And you will live to rue the day
you lay your hand in his. Misguided
girl, your father loves you; you are
breaking his heart: it is because he
loves you with a matchless love, that
he forbids this union.”

‘“Then is he selfish,” I dared to say,
‘‘and he would keep me ever with
him, forgetting that the old have to
die, the young to live.”

Ah, shall I ever forgot that day.
Father Lawson drew aside for a
moment, too shocked to speak. I
buried my face in my hands, but I
heart him say :

““Oh my God, just and merciful,
why is it that parental love flows
downwards with so strong a current,
and oftentimes returns in so thin a
stream ; visit Thou this soul with
suffering in Thy mercy. Lord, purify
it in the furuace of tribulation, so that
Thou call it back to Thee at last.”

He turned to leave the room ; I
called him back, awed by the words he
had uttered ; but no, what more could
he do? He left me to myself and went
to seek my injured father. To me,
Wilmot only showed the fair side of his
character ; if he spoke of my dear
father it was not with contempt or
anger, but rather with a feigned for-
bearance.

He met me the evening after my in-
terview with Father Lawson, asked
me if it was in vain to hope for my
father's permission to marry, and, on
my replying in the affirmative, sug-
gested marriage in spite of his refusal.

In an evil hour I acceded to his
wish. There was a small annual in-
come to which I had suceeeded in
right of my deceased mother, of which
my father could not deprive me. We
agreed to lend to time to heal the
breach that was sure to ensue, and be
married at once,

I packed up the ffine trinckets my
dear iather had, from time to time,
forced on my acceptance, together
with my wearing apparel, and sent
it away privately the night before I
left my home.

My father scarcely spoke to me that
memorable evening ; he was ill and
care-worn ; he was in delicate health,
and | felt a pang as I stole a glance at
him when in the act of handing him
a silver cup containing his evening
draught of hot spiced wine.

Tears stood in his eyes ; they looked
dim and bloodshot, and his hand
trembled as he took the cup from mine,
as if he had the palsy.

‘* Read to me from some good book,
Grace, before you go to bed,” he said,
speaking as he used to do before we
gquarrelled. ‘‘ Ah yes, here is my
favorite, The Following of Christ ;
let it be that chapter—*‘ True comfort
is to be sought in God alone."’

I did as he desired, and read cn till
I came to the verse: ‘‘All human
comfort is vain and short.” He re-
peated these words after me twice,
as though he pondered over them.

I had constituted all his human
comfort. I did not think of it at the
time, but later those words remained
indelibly engraved on my memory.

*“ God bless you, my child,” he said,
as I pressed my lips to his forehead,
and drawing down my face to his he
kissed me long and passionately.

Had he a presage of what was about
to take place, or a foreshadowing of
personal misfortune, to he brought on
by the cruelty of his own child ?

Fond, indulgent, betrayed father !

I had left the house before the ser-
vants were down in the morning.

A hour later I was the wife of Charles
Wilmot.

After we were married we went to
Soho, there we engaged a lodging com-
mensurate with our present position,
till, as he jestingly remarked,

‘“ Your father shall have come to his
senses. "

These words were the first which
annoyed me ; it was not so much the
words themselves as the tone and
manner in which they were uttered.

The following morning I wrote to
my father petitioning for his forgive-
ness.

I had no reply.

Weeks passed on and lengthened
into months. 1 had become a mother.
Again and again I wrote ; no answer
ever came.

I had long become used to cruel
insult from the lips of my husband.
At first I rebelled, and repaid insult
with insult, scorn with scorn. “‘Fool,”

hold duties on my part. Thus 1 was
ignorant of many things which I
should have known had my mother
lived. This was a source of Dbitter
invective on my husband's part. I
quickly found that I must leapn many
things of which I was ignorant, and,
moreover, that I must work hard, and
save, and economize, that he might
spend, and gamble, and drink. I had
united myself to one who added the
grossest brutality to his other vices.
When the birth of my first child
occurred, it brought the expenses
incidental to my situation, deteriorat-
ing from the comforts I had managed
to procure him. My pretty babe was
but two months old — pretty as its
wretched mother was the reverse—
when I received the greatest indignity
a man can inflict on a woman, a heavy
blow on the face. )

*“That blow cannot well make your
face darker than nature has made it,"”
he said. My eyes filled with water,
my old spirit had died out, I said not a

word. I was beginning to see that
I was about to pass through the

ordeal of tribulation Father
had spoken of.

A few days later I passed down
Cheapside in a sedan chair. 1 had
not dared to seek my father's face
from the time of my shameful flight.
I drew aside the curtain of the chair
to look again at the old house. It
was shut up ; the shop was closed, the
business then had not been sold.

A sickening dread seized on my
heart. My father, was he dead?
Ah, my God, grant that I may see him
once again !

I ordered the men to enquire of the
neighbors if Mr. Mayfield were yet
alive, and if so, if they could tell
where he lived.

He had suddenly vacated the house ;
they believed he had retired to High-
gate with one servant, who was to
keep house for him. He had become
imbecile the neighbors said, after his
daughter left him.

1 hurried to the village of Highgate,
and from enquiries I made 1 ascer-
tained that my dear father rented a
small house, insignificant for a man of
his ample means, the direction of which
I obtained. The cottage stood a little
way back from the high road: a
trimly kept garden, gaily adorned
with flowers, stretched in front of the
house.

I knocked at the door, predeter-
mined to trust no longer to letters. It
was answered by a middle-aged
woman, who had been cook in my
father's house at the time of my mar-
riage.

She started when she beheld me.
“*Mrs. Wilmot !" she exclaimed, with
an accent of surprise.

‘‘ How is my father, Deborah?” 1
said ; ‘I must see him at once.”

‘It is impossible, ma’am ; the sight
of you would make him worse than he
already is.”

““ Woman, stand aside,” I exclaimed;
and pushing past her, I entered the
parlor. What a sight met my eyes !
My beloved father, attenuated, worn
almost to a shadow, was seated on a
couch, taiking incoherently to himselif.

* Father, father,” 1 said, ‘“do you
not know me ; I am Grace, your daugh-
ter Grace.”

*“Grace, Grace,” he repeated ;
‘‘yes, I had a daughter of that name
once, long years ago: but she died,
and then I was left all alone.”

*“Do you not know me, father ?” 1
said, and I kissed the thin, shrivelled
hand ; and then, bending down my
head, I laid his hand upon it. Alas !
alas ! he was not conscious of the act.

Then he rambled on again, but of
me he took no heed. It was another
phase in the punishment I so well de-
served. What should I do was then
the question. To leave the house was
madness. Deborah looked daggers at
me, and I involuntarily trembled at
hearing the voice of a man below
stairs.

I had noticed, too, a wedding ring
ou her finger, and nothing doubted
but that the sudden disappearance of
my father from the city was owing to
the machinations of this woman.

I was standing at the window, and
seeing a boy asking an alms, I beck-
oned him to me.

Ishowed him half a crown.
you earn this?"” 1 said.
sparkled with delight.

Lawson

‘Wil
His eyes

I tore out a leaf from my pocket-
book, and scrawled in pencil these
words :

‘“Come to me directly ; I am with
Inv t“:'lther: for pity's sake do not de-
ay.

I gave the boy a shilling, told him
to seek the address written on the card,
and to bring the gentleman back with
him, when I would give him eighteen
pence more.

I then sat down as patiently as
might be to await his arrival, ever and
again trying to awaken in my father's
darkened mind some memory of the
past. A signal failure attended my
exertions.

At length I sang the first stanza of
a song which had been a favorite of
his in the dear old times.

He started, pressed his forehead
with his hand, and exclaimed :

‘‘Sing it again ; my dead daughter,
Grace, used to sing that song."”

T amGrace,” I said. *‘ Now bless
me, father. I have come back to live
with you and take care of you.”
Alas ! alas ! his last blessing was be-
stowed on me the night betore I left
him to the mercy of hirelings. And
why should I speak thus; were they
more merciless than his own child ?

I drove back my tears because I
found it pleased him to hear me sing.

he would oftentimes say, ‘‘to fancy
such a gorilla-like face was acceptable
except for money.” The staff of well-
paid servants in my father's home

had prevented the necessity of house-

One after another I sang all the old
i songs which I knew he had liked the
i best.

] ‘‘Stay with me,” he said : *‘ do not
80 away again ;I like to hear you

sing,” and he put up his dear aged
face and kissed me, and I felt won-
drously happy, though he knew not [
was his own Grace.

And so we sat hand in hand, and |
sang the time away, I never thinking
of the woman Deborah, but looking for
my husband, because I should not fear
confronting her when he was with me,
I saw a man leave the house, and
then return with a coach, into which
many parcels and boxes were placed,
and the man getting in, the coach
drove away.

I had my suspicions, and as I sat by
the window 1 marked down the num-
ber of the coach

At last I saw my husband and the
boy hasten up the garden. I flew to
the door and admitted him, detaining
the boy till I should see if we wanted
him.

To my infinite pain, my husband
looked coolly at my dear father,

TO BE CONTINUED,

—  —
THE QUIET LIFE.

‘1 suppose people would call me a
fortunate woman. I have health,
every comfort, the best of friends —
and yet I am wretched ;: for my life is
one in which nothing ever happens."—
Extract from a letter.

If this were a single voice only, it
might be passed by in silence ; but it
is a chorus. From town and country,
from rich and poor, comes the same
complaint—‘* nothing ever happens.”
The unrestful spirit of this steam-
engine age is everywhere filling the
insane asylums and making nervous
wrecks. We do not even have linger-
ing diseases any more. Old fashioned
consumption is as extinet as the spin-
ning-wheel, and heart-failure and ap-
pendictis have come in with the limited
express and the long-distance tele
phone.

This protest against the quiet life
is as strange as it is universal. It is
as if the pebbly bed of a brook should
long to be the wreck-strewn bottom of
the ocean ; as if its limpid waters
should weary of their gentle flow, and
wish to be tossed by storms and in-
habited by man-eating monsters ; as
it the zephyr should have a desire to
be a cyclone, and be off to see the
world ; as if the trailing arbutus
should be seized with an ambition to
be a prize pumpkin at a country fair
or as if the meadow-lark should sud-
denly long to be changed into a bird
of prey.

“‘Nothing ever happens.” Believe
me, you who say this, you are blessed
indeed ; for you have then been
mercifully spared the agony of tortur-
ing illness, of betrayed trust; the
sight of your beloved straying into
paths which lead to death ; the pangs
of hunger, ambitions disappointed, the
wrench which comes when death
crosses the threshold : ‘‘ plague, pestil-
ence and famine;” the malice of
enemies, — all, in short, which is
poured from the cornucopia of disaster
upon those who are in the thick of this
world's bitter fight.

“Nothing ever happens.” Does it
not? Does not the sun rise in regal
splendor each purple dawn? Do the
robins and bluebitds ever fail to come
with the spring? Do not the clouds
weep upon the thirsting earth? Do
the wild flowers ever forgot to bloom ?
Is there ever a May — dear Month of
Mary !—when the trees do not put on
the dress which isalways so beautitul ?
Are there not, along the way of cur
life, kind words strewn thick as jewels
in a queen’s crown? Can you not
always have at your bidding the smile
of a friend, the gratitude of the poor,
the laugh of a little child you have
made happy, and the time for a prayer
in supplication or thanksgiving ?

Individuals, writes Louisa Mary
Dalton in the Ave Maria, with no his-
tory are as happy as nations in like
case. Livents in the life of a country
mean disaster and tumult, and the
blood-stained garments of war. Per-
sons with conspicuous careers usually
find that the anxiety outweighs the
pleasure. You have, you say, health,
friends, and a modest competence.
Then for you every good thing may
happen — does happen, and you will
not see it. But some day, if your
life be spared, you will believe
these words; for the old Ilearn
wisdom and content. They never
mourn that existence is stagna-
tion : they husband the fleeting days,
grown so sadly few. They sitin sweet
peace, happy and waiting ; content to
go, glad to stay yet a little while —
resting for a peace before the long
journey. Some day you, too, will sit
in the lengthening shadows ; and then
you will realize that the happiest life
may be one in which ‘‘nothing ever
happens.”

Few medicines have held their
ground so successfully as Ayer'sCherry
Pectoral. During the past fifty years,
it has been the most popular of all
cough-cures and the demand for it to-
day is greater than ever before.
Prompt to act aud sure to cure.

It may be only a trifling cold, but neglect
it and it will fasten its fangs in your lungs,
and you will soon be carriel to an untimely
grave. In_this country we have sudden
changes and must expect to have coughs
and colds, We cannot avoid them, but we
can effect a cure by using Bickle’s Anti-
Consumptive Syrup, the medicine that has
never been known to fail in curing coughs,
colds, bronchitis, and all atfections of the
throat, lungs and chest,

How to Get a ‘‘Sunlight" Plcture.

Send 25 ‘'Sunlight” Soap wrappers (wrappers
bedaring the word‘é w Whproes‘:tpWox(nnn gﬂ)uk
Old Sooner Than a Man) to LEVER BRos.,
Ltd., 48 Scott street, Toronto, and you will re-
ceive by post a Yretty picture, free from adver-
tising, and well worth framing. This is an
easy way to decorate your home, The soap i3
the best in the market, and it will only cost 1c
postage to send in the wrappers, if you leave
the ends open. Write your address caretully.

A Puny and Fretful Baby.
Like

This 18 now quite unnecessarYE
many others, you may have your baby fat,
happy, if you give it Scott's

laughing and
Emulsion, Babies take it like cream.




