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‘ You know how weak I am, Gerald.
;1;3‘: fgggi:g:t Iiatmll gorry, gi'a.teful, loving. I will win

3 ess can, K:11 i :
you never regretted—Laurg ? ' me just one thing : have

‘Laura ? = She is my sister. After mother's death
she lived with an aunt in Paris, and did not know ot my
marriage until it had taken place and father had cast
me off, as he had threatened.” She is coming here to-
night ; so dry those eyes, love.'
. But when Laura did come it was to find her brother
in the delirium of fever, and Isahel in a hali-distracted
state. She had neither eyes nor ears nor thought for
any oune but him, and she answered Laura’s questtons
at random.

* Oh, if only the doctor would come ! * she cried. ‘I
have sent for himn. Why isn't he here ? '

‘T will send again for him,’ said Laura, soothingly ;
and there was another for whom she also would scnd.

The unhappy wife pleaded with all the fervor of her
heart that this one dear life might be spared, that the
possibility of reparation might still be left to her ; and
was so0 praying when a tall old gentleman entered, and,
approaching the bedside, uttered an inarticulate sound
of pity and dismay,

* Oh, doctor ! * she cried,
die ? He must get better !

* You—you are hig wife ? *

‘ Yes ; and his illness is all my fault.
himsell working for me. He has gone without neces-
saries lest 1 should want. Do you know, Doctor, we
had a little child—a dear little girl—and she died. Oh,
I cannot lose him too ! Oh, don't tell me that ihe only
one in the world who loves me—who truly loves me—will
be taken from me !’

‘ Hush, hush ! You will be ill yourseli next,” he
said, answering with difficulty. And Laura, who had
reentered, and down whose checks the tears were nun-
ning, gently laid her hand on the woman’'s arm.

‘ Come with me,” she said. But Isabel resisted.

‘No; I must watch him, I must nurse him ; she
angwered wildly.

‘It wyou wish to help him you must be calm and
composed. Come with me, and when we return the doc-
tor will tell us what is to be done.’

She hali forced the girl from the room, and then,
smoothed her hair and bathed her face, and muade her
swallow some soup, speaking all the while hopeiully and
reassuringiy.

‘' Now be brave, Isabel ! ' she urged.
recovery may depend on vour fortitude.’ .

The fairy gloaming crept over the hills, and a wind,
soft and faint as & humah sigh, rippled the waters and
jost itself amid the grass and clover ; a single star hung

But I will

‘vou don't think he will
You must save him !’

He has killed

‘ Perhaps his

high above Cloughmore. The birds came and went
without & sound.” One almost seemed to hear the ‘Deace
be still.’

When they returned to the stieck room, a  dark,

wiry hitle man with eyeglasses was talking in a low
voice to the grey-haired gentleman who had comwe flirst

‘T am Doctor Power,’ he observed, addressing Isabel,
‘1 thi’nk, yvou had better have a trained nurse, Mrs
are the doctor? Then who iz this? she

T am CGerald’s father,” said the elder gentleman, ' [
came fo Killowen to meet my daughter and her hushand,
and from her 1 learned of Gerald's state.”

Isahel’s head dropped in pathetic humility.
Tower, glancing from one to the other. withdrew

‘ He has suffered much,” said TIsabel, sadly. ‘T oam
the cause of the cuarrel—the coldness between you, sir
Say what you wish to me: T deserve it I was never
worthy of your son’ ]

“ Ah, my poor girl, vou have enoupgh te bear without
harsh words ! 1 have been hard, unjusl—hew terrmbly
=g I did not realise until Laura told me of my boy's al-
tered looks. May God spare him to us !’

Then hegan for Isabel the long anxiety that attends
the sick-bed of a dear one—now hope, now fear in the
ascendant : with thoughts ever rushing back to the davs
of old when ihe great DPhysician walked on earth, and
health and healing followed His gracious footsteps.

Slowly Gerald’s consciousness returned and the fever
left him, but wasted to a skeleton and weak as a child.
One day Isabel was sitting in her usual place heside hun,
when his dark eves unclesed to recognise the s:rey—ha'-.rpd
old man who had shared many of his young wife’'s vigils
and all of her =uspense.

“ Father 1 7 he faltered. ]

* Yes, it is T. Will von come hack Lo me, CGerald,
my son, and let the past be forgotten? Will vou bring
your wife to the old home ?’7 , .

With an effort Gerald drew TIsabel’s head «down 1o his
shoulder, and then cxtended his _hund 1o his father.
Strong and warm was the retuining clasp. fl_ho_y reall—
isoth, at length. each heart through its own Tritterness,
that life is too short and death too sure npd cternitv too
near for anything save loving kindness.— Ave Maria

Trotor

A SAD PROBLEM

inr home from late Mass the other F?\u‘mln_\f. 1
ohqga]}‘cil rif young man in front of me, well (}rekspci bt
with a s'ight stoop, and carrying his ham]r{ in 18]19 1;?‘_(;
Lets—a hahit which is odious to mec. I’u:is_(l’n f_vr O
voung girls, also well dressed hut too gaudily o1 lof
old woman of my conservative tastes, pnsse'd nh('né "
me. As T walked along behind them 1 overhear a

tollowing conversation. i

us ,; Madleline, do you see that young fellow in front ol

: g;gs ; dIo gou tknow him ?°*
. on’t care to know hij i .
foolpd me nicely last Sunday.’ him. cither But he
else ?How was that ? Did you mistake him for some one
"No ; I mistook him for a gentleman.’
: {"‘rlrlld isn‘té he1 oneg ? ' g '
¥, certainly not. Can’t vou tell it by the wa
he shufiles along with his hands in his pochetss?; ! Y
‘Eel.ll, h}l(s Wa.:ic is really not very graceful, Bertha.’
¢ looks well sitting down
«!;'réat.lerL e el o n, though. it makes the
. Does it 2 Where did you see him sitting down 7 *
In church last Sunday, I came late, gnd thought
1 would go to the side aisle. You know those two funny
little pews against the wall® | suppose you would call
them at right angles to each other.'

: Yes, well 27

I slipped into one of them, knelt a moment, and
then, as the sermon had hegun, 1 sat down. When I
wot Setlled in my place T saw that young man almost
facing me in the other pew. 1 was struck by the heau-
tiful shapo of his head and the short crisp curls. I like
that kind of hair, there is something so romantic about
it. An'd ke had such a fine complexion, and such a
lovely tie——blue, with while polka dots ; just like the
one [ gave Arthur for Christmas. Mean thing | I
wish I had it back ! I'll never spend another 50 cents
on him, I can tell you. He's such g flirt !’
beﬁé‘};eﬂ, }1_‘13('5 ghot his Ima.t]clh now n Kitty Hayden., I

e likes her real well. He gave her ngle,’

‘How do you know ? ' & a bangle

o1 saw it—she showed it to me.”

Well, I'm not jealous of her. T wish them joy of
cach other. Dut to go on with my story.’

‘ Yes, po on.’

t'f Mlyt;riinltli v;f‘as all right till he stood up.
noticedt that he kept his hands in hi
thai habit? Dot AR
least.”

VWhy ?°

" At the last Gospel he made the Sign of the Cross—
ﬁt tdhc,bjlcssmg. I mean—and—well, I can’t describe those

ands !

‘ Weren't they clean ?’

* Yes, they were clean ; but so big and coarse and
rough !  They were simply disgusting. I know he's a
drayvnian or mavbe a blacksmith.’

‘A blacksmith wouldn't slouch along like that.’

* Probably he works at some lrade, though.’

¢ Tradesmen make good money.”

‘ Dut they're so common !’

fYes, that's 507

T don't see how anv voung fellow with & bit of
pride would want to work at a trade, do you ?°’

S Some one has got Lo do things, vou know,' rejoined
Madeline, who scemed to be less silly than her compan-
101

The girls began to walk briskly, and that was all T
heard, At some distance farther on they were stopped
v an old woman. poor-logkine but neatlv clad in black,
After exchanging o few words with her they passed on.
She walked very slowly, and when I reached her she bade
me a kindly © Good morning.’

“Lsaw yor on church, ma’am,' she said, * and took
vou 1o he a stranger.’

“Those are very pretly girls to whom you have just
been speaking,” T remiarked.

“Yes, they're pretty enough,” she replied. ‘ But
thev're  just as empiy-headed as they're good-looking.
‘They te neighbering givls of mine—colusins—hut they have
foolish parents.  Instead of putting them to good trades
they et them take places in one of those big cheap
stores. 1 declare, ma'am. the way they do be chewing
pum all the day long in those places, and then standing
talking to customers wilth their mouths full of it, is
sichening—just sickening. And, then, the foolish airs
they put on! Mary and Dridget they were christened,
Lut its Madeline and Dertha they call themselves now,’

‘ Probably they will end by being ashamed of their
parents,’ gajd T

* Thev're ashamed of them already, ma’am, in a way.
Da vou think those girls ever take their whippersnapper
company to the house? WNever !’

‘ Where do they take them, then? '’

‘ They tmecet them 1n the parks and at the corners.
I1t’s a wonder that more of them don't come to grief.

‘ Perhaps they have no place where they can enter-
tain their friends,’

‘Maybe some of them haven’t, hut these have a neat
Iitile sitting-room, where they needn’t he ashamed to take
any young man, Dut thev woulda’t have him hear the
Insh ' hrogue,”’ ag they call 1t, from the lips of their
poor old father and mother.’

‘T wender they po to Mass

‘And so do I, ma’am. It’s habit with them ; and
they meet people and show their fine clothes, What tl'}e
children of Trish Catholic parents are coming to in this
country T don’t know—that is, some of them., ‘They're
not all like that. And vet those two would he verw
sweet and good girls, if they'd had training, Glory to
Coad. but it's a sad thing !’

And so it is — Ave Maria.”

Then 1
i 1 despise
afterwards I didn’t wonder in the

Il

The very worst cough or cold succumbs to Tusslcura.
Obtainable from all chemists and storekeeperas.—*te

In cases of attacks of Colic, Cramp, or Spesms,
Evans’s WITCH'S OIL will be found invaluablp.—%**

BROPHY & Co

MAIN STREET, PALMERSTON NORTH.—LAND, INSURANCE AND
FINARQCE AGENTS, DProperty List gratis,



