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diin his throat. He thought her|
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Afler Seven Longz:
~ Years

I

It was just seven o'clok o
the morning of the first Friday in
ﬁe when Mrs. Tom Dweyer and

T

the highroad, and, after aglan
back to see that all wasweﬂ
about their respective homes,
turned to the right and wended
their way along the white, tree-
ed road the old chap-
Kilfane,in which ¢he
been ba tized and confirmned,
their first holy commun
ion. and had offerrd u i
of their hearts to G
thirty years, They had been
reared within a stone s throw
each “other, beenn boso
friends always.had been merried
-within-a-month of -each - other to
two brothars 'I!om and Martin
Dwyer, and had been very,
happy, until seven yearsago,when|
some happened to snd-
den their hearts and catzse them|flarry
many an hour of troubled though
and many a restless night.
It was when the D?er s old
uncle, James Dwyer o Cloone.
died and bequeathed to Martin a
fow acm& hnd,andbcompletely
ignered the younger brother,
canse he~borea

bhnceto 3 relative w

th

one or two of those sympathiz
whoare always to the fore on
suchoccasions; had partakcen

er freely of the whiskey whi

was dispensed at the funeral, °W

and on his retum from the®

Martin Dwyer metat thel
wooden gate leading out upon,

hadlbot

T ———

iness in the h
ination of sights and sound

ibrought no message of good-will
‘to the hot hearts and stubborni; .. .yei fingers tightened,

minds of the brothers. Tom eom-

meneed to whistle, but he sud.
«denly remembered thatthe tune
iwhich came to his lips was a fa-! side of her.
Dyyorite one of Martin’s in theold.”
ldays and he cat it short. SomeHeart!” said little six year old,
time later Martin started tosing ajandin eaech of the hearts th
song, but the thought came tohad so long been barren of broth.[£3,000 an the work.
him that Tom used to sing thatlerly love there was breathed s
ery song as he followed thefervent *““‘Amen.”
longago, soit was given!

low,
up, and the two men worked
tree-|3WaY in silence. ]

They both stopped to listen and
th smiled,as Martin’s two littlechil
ns, Willle and Ji immy, and
Tom’s two golden-haired daugh-

rope with
square piece of board for a seat|

over arm of an ash tree

few perches fmm where th
men were working. 'Fhere was a
t deal of noise and fuss andisi
confusion when the loved spo
, but after a timethe

head could could be seen flomti
high up amid the lemvesof the
lars, while Annie, answered
ack a cuckeo in the grove with

and the fun wen

of thg little ones reng out Qver|
ewy meadows, an
echoad back from the dark pme

*‘Cuckoo! cuckool”’ Tom and
Martin werestanding still, listen-
ing tothe call whlch wcntfro

sud enly a tg
ud an alow’ ory,
ad them out of theirreverie

accused higlinto which they had lasped.They

urchyard had
brother of having broughtundue m;h starte

uence to bear upon the old.
man. The Dwyers were ull hot~
tempered, and stubborn into the
Jargin.and Was.no cxeep-{5€
tion. The charge made by Tom

ter in raaking of the breach. The
seed sown by the angry words o
that evening sent down its roots
deeply into the hearts and minds
of both men,and the two who had
®een almost inseparable always,q
until then, had ever since been as
widely sundered asif a continent#
mstead of a narrow boree and
two rows of trees, lay belween
their homes. They met on the
boreena dozen times each day,
they walked to Mass in each
sther's company and that of their|
meighbors, they stood shoulder)
o shoulder at fairand market
and mesting. but they never ad-
dressed a word to each other. A

miserable bit of land had dried|fear and sorrow in his voice.

up the love of their boyhood.

Mrs. Tom and Mrs, Martin felt/Xchanged s word in seven long|

it keenly. It -was so-urdike the)
eld relatxonshxp. so different to

easted "hety
exis een them
early days of t.heir wedded life. [aD

Three years before this glor-
ious June morning they had made
a resolution,one day, to practlce
the devotion of the Nine First
¥Fridays,and toask the Sscred
Heart to soften toward each
other the hearts of their hus-
bands. They had been true to
their promise ever since, and on
this morning—the ending of the
—thifd year—as they went along
towards the old chapel and fel

tiful summer time all sbout
them,and in their hearts, they re-|
mewed their holy resolution, and
told each other that if the Sacred
Heart heard their petition they
wotld continue throughout their,
liYes,as a token of thanksgiving
tFxh'? devotion of the Nine First

idays.
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An hour later that brigrht June
mormng, Tom Dwyer and Martin
were,at work in the fields

the two rows of ash an
ar trees and the rarrow lane
hy between them, and, yet how
widely and completely were
sundered. The sunshine
about them, the sky was fai
bine above their heads, &eﬁ
sang of loveand peace mnd

tarted running to
swing-swong and b
rough thehedge into the boreen
the same moment, with the
self-same g{ uestion bearingupon
‘the brain o

at

It was little six-year old Annie.
She had lost her grip on the rope
and had fell face downwards on
the grassy edge of the boreen,
where she lay without a stir,
while grouped about her were
the other children, pale. terrified
and in tears.

“My God! she'sdead!” cried
Tom Dwyer, ina wild voice, as
he stooped to lift her inhis arms.,

*‘Give me your hand, and we'll
carry her in betweden us, Tom,"’
said elartin;"she'll be easier that|
way."”

*‘Oh, do you think she’s dead,
Martin?’’ cried the other, wij:h

It was the first time they had

‘‘She’'ll come to, with God's

help,”’ said Martin, as he tumedl" "’“‘g
intercourse th:ﬁ\ 'ﬁ‘,‘i the poor Hittle girl on her back Aﬁgust% ecould

d slidhishands genﬂ
her and the ground. %

d - “W . -
the grove, hut_the glo‘rﬁusuéonlﬁ a}way:.x:izdgs?“’l Won'?;g?sﬂgglezﬂews me lrelandimpem - ‘;‘,Q

ters, Annie and Mairin,came racqwhen it was_found. that Anniel
ing down the boreen to the swing-had only got a glight shock md

—which was suspended from theicould not be

w%hcry.n she swayed toandgos

encame Mairin's tumn,|j

n, unlbated while the lnughmgmh

he swing-swongto’ thc*i'gmve »
rath- nnd»vns sent-back again;- w“ Ra
Ol=

{

eath>*Ts it one ofjof
was unjust,but that did not matjmme" Is it one of mine?”’

o .

Martin?"
Their eyes met again, amLthl )

“We will, Annje.” . e reservoir..at nnyl. A prees
_Theanswer came from eachipromoted by the Portadown and|fhy8;—TH&
nbridge Joint water board is! v

now comaplete, the undertaking!n®
Sacred having cost some £-30,000. Mz?
Graham, the contractor, lost over tai

*'Thanks be to the

at pxelim 0

e e
noxiou e :
of ;fagllﬁonnglz ns%h%{‘}h}es 3
minatin i is]a
ravigomos of oo,

liare.

n W Redmond. M. P
When Mrs. Tom and Mrs. Man-ksned 4 ﬂ[:e“;.tiblic &

tin returned they found theiy islsand
husbands s:t:tmg by Annie’s bed-je
side, tell ta% erf and the othg(>f

es of swing-swon

tbxt had been in that same bor-lm
een over thirty years before.And| .

- The strikei; .
the railway employes has beenl;
progmes for some waeks, :

tiny bruise on
two women gave th

reased . in 'words

to the Sacred I eartnt..lg_gus. tha the

F‘rxdlys hx% brought such a bles-
sing upon their homes. —Brian
0’ Higgins, in the Irish Messen:
ger.

m‘”“‘"""w

A manuscriptcodex of the fouririct uylum.

pels,Matthew.Mark Lukeand Dows . -
ultxg in a recent salest  on Sepbem-
Sotheby’s in London. It is writ bcrllu:)lin Victoria Loug ,
benqnlﬁeiuvesouﬁoubvellum Abbeyyard; N ur.y

. - Gy

mne mciees. It
bardi

century. Tremis
by the Inte Mr, Walsh,So~
ciety mseet,at n ﬂzure of£880

.

bert Hervey to provide.a pealls Thiﬂiith‘hqﬁéﬁ&ea
of bolis for thelr new charch Patrisk—0 m«y “gj'fnl

The report turns out to be unM °§£,

true that Leonardo da_ Vinci's]

"Monna - Lisa™ -was nof atolen
tmm the Louvre in Paris and re-
placed by a copy.

Rev Father E'phrem 0. F.M,
St Anthony’s Forést ~Gaté
London, is at work on mmntmg -

*“The Last Supper,”’

rove a masterplece. He will
gms' h it by next spring. 0% U
Dr. P. McDexiutt, 8 native offmar

Mexico City, ~ Word has reach. Manorhamﬂbon. whoe has filledity:
ed here of the death of Bmhoplz::w mpommt. itxon's in j)ub. th
in, O

-'c’mia

On September 19; the inteb gh%m
ment took place of Mother Bar=igroy
Dow Presenta "Coni=leap

beﬂrﬂn

Jaime Anasagasti, of the diocess
of Campeche, from yellow faver. been 1
Four deaths from yellow feveru-im&mm
are reported from that section. |of Dr.
-——tﬂ———

Washirgton, —Brother Marian:| -

us McLarren, who had been sta-
tioned at the door of the Francis-
can Monasterydied Monday,in hisi¢
B T m,,,,
native o: Rsgow, AN ‘
joined the Franciscan order m‘s%%nedy&?ﬁ%en

ew York a little more thsn ten) s - H
years ago.
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Father wewe,
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100 o
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ean|WEite

lmhs Burmm; Ghm
the two

orean dialects.

ped his brothers ﬁng'ers. and to-
gether they lifted her slowly and
started for the house, the child-
ren following, still weeping, and

moments, to decide how . they,

|
could enter without lmrtmz Ther,
4 A Ihulergﬁfﬁ.ns, at a meet-

Wwhil
little form stirred in their hands

a sigh escaped the lips that had
e peace and sunshine ff "hagone pale theblue eyes openid decided to send the

wide an ced wonderi
first at Tom and thenat Martin. j;
The former was beside himgelf ]
with joy, as he stooped to kiss
the white forehead, ¢n which
there was atiny bruise. Annie
smiled as he did so, and then she
saw her position, and that of her
uncle and her father.

“Oh daddy!”’ she said then,

ars m the blue eyes. ‘“I'm
glad ell. It was the Sae

{Heart that made me fall.”

“What makes youaay that,
Annie?’ asked Tom, with & sob

mind was wandering.
‘“‘Because mammy told-me to,
ray to the Sacred
you and uncle Martinshake
g %’:om““’“"‘m:’i’.’a b
8 eac)
sther. 'L‘hekeyeﬂﬁ.

filled with sorrow at the thoughtbeen appointed to
that-Annie was dead. At Tow’sMangsiore, to succeed the la
door they had to pause for 8 few|Dr. Cavadini.

Rév- P.dPerlﬂm,ls 'fIStF." %‘U&, e

rector and principle o: 07 fagre, Tramm
gius’ College, Mangslore, - has/ ="

to the See off: % ®

argaret!;e

ing held recently under the- ~preu- da Igiltale,mlmuun,m jys
idency of Arc blshﬂl Amette,led into the Order of Poor (lires
a telegram thanking * ho}g g;ﬂtllfz Colletines. nouncaﬂ "

e, j
decree on Holy Communion. The M;f,’ﬁﬁe,dﬁ*;‘m‘; ::umn‘! a2

telegram havingbeen dispatehedyohaunia. Ho was in his:

The larger portion' of the es]
tate of Mra, Anna H. Bailey, of] -
St. Louis, is willed to Cathohc
charmes‘ The exact value of theli:
estateis not krown, but is said

redto bebetween¢250 1.4.1] dssm’

(000, Mrs. Bailey wasconverted N
to the fa1th gbhouc fiveyesrs ago.
She was a daughter of the late wmm.

Judge Alexander Hamilton and| Mr, Dwyer; 1
the widow of & Bodton capitalist Wgtzrf ;{m N‘ﬁ% ”m
on. to

er at Killo
ty Kerry: - -
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