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lawyer stood to the missionary, nor ow the tidings had
affected Lini. Ile merely supposed that Mr. Morrison
had Dbeen touched by his account of missionaries in
general,

When Francis Morrison returned to the mansion
that night, the comfort of his library and the very
fire on the hearth secined Lo meck him. Nevertheless
he poked it vigorowsly, as i thus ta veul lis spleen,
and, sitting dowun, lie pondered. e had vaguely
imagined his ward the head of a fourishing pacish, very
lnrge as to extent, with such ordinary comforts as might
suBlice for a pastor, and a salacy =mall, hut enough to
keep him from waut, a church that supported itself, and
a congregation quile capable of paying for what it
wanted in the spiritual order. L facet, the guardian,
now growing old, had with bitter pain felt himself
crowded out, supertlizous, unable, bevond an oceasional
donation of money such as he might have put on s col-
lection plate, to contribute 1o his ward’s well-helug ar
happiness.
purpose in ik fixed uaze.

The Franci~ MMorrison  struele Father
Jolmson duwls with amazement and  jov. It meant
the redemption of hix miz<ton from poverty and fatlure.
That much Futber Jolinzon knew.  Marvison threw into

Theve was aovew five tn bis eves and a new

calttnge ol

‘the new interexts all that fiecry energy, that determina-

tion to suceced, which bhad marked the great lawver's
whole existence. Fer the first time he learned, thouph
not without paintul awd halting procress. the meanmng of
that contmand tn o leve the Lord with all thy heart,”
and to verve oo acecrdinely. For the first time in
manv a oy vear e dested appiness, profound and
lasting, which had come to o thoougel the roval voad
of suffering. 1le (_‘_\'l)('lil'llw't‘(l tiie jl‘!)‘ of that service
wherein s ward had found peace. As for the latter,
he rejoiced that he was at last able to pav his own and
Lhis mother’s debt of ocratitude, while sivine (o s
guardian the purest of oll pleasure. that of pourving
ferth ever new benefactions

To Franeis Maorrieon the old Bic and the new seemed
mysteriously blended : the eves mnd the volee of the
som still recalled ihe mother: in ihe ald sones he oeea-
sionally heavd, in the vory hvius of Mother Choreh, he
listened, with the old quiver of jov and pain, te the
sectied to b, that hiad charmned s

very volee, It
voutl.
’ But a Yew davs before his death, oo tin
of his mnd, he ihousht e was once Tinore in the olild
library at  Thirtv elchth  street, with  the
woman he Lad loved. To Lier e secined L he surren-
deving a sacved trust.

I give vou back vour sou.” he urmuared, Trrolien -

wingdernngs

‘w])%‘lll{‘lll“{

iv: * [ have Inought Wi up a vaod Cathelic”

Tn his conscious moments he praved with a touching
fervor, the teavs rolling down his rugged ehecks. 1t
was from Marv's son that he veceived the last rites of

the Church.  fu bis final farewell, which eould scarcely
he caught by the priest, weve revealesd to him the secret
of that life.  ° 8Son of a beloved mother” he murmured,
“Mary's son, favewell."-—R.clension.

THE VIRTUE OF CHARITY

Conor Gilligan had  taken home a wile to
Carcig-a-durrish, 2 town bred girl, who opened wide
eyes at the cusioms of the country, but whose H_vmputh_\'
wor all hearts to her.

The farm lay on the highwav, and at first the
coming and golug of the hegears had brokeu the mone-
tony of the long davs when Coner was out at work,
but when the spring time cane and the workhouse wards
ent out thelr winter inmates to “iravel” for the -
wer, Mrs, Gilligan began to tire of the [requent ealls
on her time and charity. .

‘There’s nothing for vou’ .

The applicant was the fifth sinee movimuy and mid-
day had not yet come.

‘ For God’s sake.’

Mrs. Galligan hesitated.

‘T'm sorry,’ she said, more gently, *but there are
su many coming——’

ew

. “Ame’t T in Carrig-a-durrish 7 asked the beggar
11l Surprise.

‘Can’t you see that for yourself?’ replied Mrs.
Giiligan, and she glanced proudly over the fields that
fell away beyoud the road to the little bog lake in the
distance.

There were no other fields in the parish to be coni-
pared with these.

S Emodark,” said the woman, ‘bhut God's will bLe
done,” and she {apped the Hag-stone before the door
witly her knotted thorn stick,

“1Us sorry, I am,’ eried Mrs. Gilligon quickly, this
time really meaning it ; “may God help you. 1 didn’L
notice you were blind.”  She threw open tlhe half door
and led the woman te ihe fireside, putting ber on the
low seat that Conor had made for herself, and biddine
her rest unti! the dinner was served

"Thaunks be to God for this,” said the beggar, F
was afeaved swhen von spoke that {he luek was woing
from Chorig-a-durrish.”

“The Tuck?  What's that at 2l 2>

Everything was prepaved for the midday meal, and,
watting for the polatoes and the baeon and cabhave (o
borl, Mrs, Gilligan drew forward a =tool and sat facny
the begaar, her fingers busied with a vrev wonl sock.

“Tlasy't Conor told you of the Lk of Carrig-a-
durrish 2 asked the woman ineredulously.

*Never a word,” said
voursedr’

And thus s the ~tory Mavoeen Gillican heand from
the Blind beopar on the hearth

Caonor’s wilel STell o,

Yoeurs and vears ago, long before the Great Fume
wis sent to Ireland. there used to be times of poverty
and ]1;11‘{_1\11”) that, not knowimyg what was to come, the
peopte thought of very badly. There was huncer in
the farmers’ hovses ond an the poor aman s cottage, want
aud fever, stavvation and death s snd manv an hopest
Finsidy that straveled along for vencvations i the 1t
homne  were frave! il their
these more fortunate, 1l Httle

Toreed 1o vis . Deored
bread Tor (God s sake from
less poor, than

The ('.thun, who was o E5trrie a-rharr=h 1 those
({;l_\'\; Wik au honest, poor mau, hut times were b, the
Tamtly at fioome was bis and weak, aad there was blight
ulmn-tlw corn and the potatnes.

Morning ad all day fone they cane bere to the
door, askine food Tor God's sake, avd when might fell
still thew
root nver themselves and the hedpless chitldren an

themselves.

cae, bt uow begeing for the shelter of the
harn
el arms

And the Gilligans cave what they conid, ot lrsb
with all their heavts, then the man beonn to grudge Lhe
viving of what thev Tiad =0 1Hile themselves. and be'd
crivible tone and ‘;If_::lin. s that it was snestlvy when
he was ont that the woman vave Do Goll's sake

Oune night himaelr and the eldess Lo oot heen ond
all (he dav, trving to =ave the Httle crop o ey that
lav fate and rveltine in fields=, and his Lieart was
l]t:n\"\' secing the poor the Tarvest, and
coming in there was o charity wan Lefove fthem ot the
dm»r.

“Where caoe bosleep asked the chavity man, and
his beard was whifte upen his Bt
Gilligan, for it was a Uenor that was an ot
sow, Conor Gilligan, after thinking ail dayv of the want
that was waiting for his own, turned on the stranger

Cla the back of the ditel and bad to vou,” he
eried in sudden passien. s iU bacdginge fiomse you
think P'm keeping for every idle varabond in lreland
to sleep 10?7 But the mistress il come oul and now
she spoke softly. .

“There's fwn in the barn alecady. Conor.” she said.
“What harm will it do us to give shelier to anether 2

FTwo, 8 there! then ihere’s two fon many, had
huek .’ 3ut his wife checked hine.

Sy o re hungry and Lired, avick,” she saud, as she
pulled him by ihe sleeve.  ‘Go o o your supper andd
1°11 see to this man.’

Coner, grumbling still, did her ll'idding. and tha
stranger, too, obeyed her when she signed Lo hun Lo

follow.
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