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Mrs.Finiston was inreceiptof a small pension, and possessed
also a triflingannuity of her own. Butall this little income would
vanish when she died. No wonder, then, that she prayed to be
spared; that she stintedand saved with the hopeof being enabled
togiveher sona profession. She had determined against making
him a soldier;as such he would be alwayspoor;and in poverty,
there was that danger of the longing for the riches of the misers
of Tobereevil. She wouldhedge around his future from that r.sk.

Her high sitting-room window wasbowedout towards the river,
and thenarrow panes betweenits ancient pilasters affordeda view
over the bridge into the sunshine. The dome of the Four Courts
shone finely in the distance above themasts, through the soft amber
haze of a summer's day. She had resolved that, under its shelter,
her Paul should yet win fame andgold

—
honorable fame, whichhe

would prefer to wealth: gold, honestly earned, which he would
generously share and spend. There were many greatmen even in
her own little day who nad grown up out of smaller beginnings.
Themother on the sofarecalleda dozensuch.

With a view to all this she haddeprivedherself of comfort that
he might be taught by the best tutors in Dublin. He was now
seventeen, a student of Trinity, and had taken a fair share
of honours for his time. He was not a genius, nor over-fond of
books;buthe loved his mother, and appreciatedthe sacrifices she
was making for his sake. And, though he smiled a little at her
anxiety about the curse,his horror ot it waseven greater than her
own.

Thus Paul Finiston, sitting among his books in the rude old
window, would oftenalso raise his eyesand hopes to that dome of
promise against the clouds. He would stifle in his heart certain
yearnings foranopen-airlife; for travel,for change,for the ownership
of country acres,and thepower of mastership ina dominionof his
own. He would determine within him to letno weakness of purpose
throw him in the way of temptation. He. would become a learned,
hard-handedmanof business,who shouldfounda newhouse to redeem
the honour of his name, and,above all, should have no leisure for
baddreams'."Paul,"said hiemother one evening, as he camein andsettled
down tohis books. "Ihavehada letter from theWest.""From the West?

"
echoed Paul, startled, thinking of the

miser."' From dear oldMartha Mourne. She is comingto Dublin on
business with her lawyer; and she says;

"Iwill bring poor
Timothy's childto seeyou,'"

The factthat Carter and Co., of George Street, are the only
Drapers in Dunedin doing a strictly CashTrade who import their
ownGoods direct from Home Markets, is the one cause of their
being able to sell cheaper than any other firm. Carter and Co.
have just opened,ex S.S. Copticand Kaikoura, 16 cases Men's and
Boys' Clothing, and in consequence of the desperate scarcit of
Beady Money,they havedecided to offer the whole lot, for a few
weeksatLandedCost. Therefore call, inspect, and judgefouryour-
self. Carter andCo., 60 and 62 George t reet,Diraedin.

When the blood is impure, or when itis thinand cold,good
healthis impossible. Under such conditions, boils, pimples, head-
aches, neuralgia, rheumatism, and one disease after another is de-
veloped. TakeAyer'sSarsaparilla andit willmake the blood pure,
rich and warm.

The RepubliqiieFmngai&e(Paris) warnsItaly thatnogoodcan
possibly arise out of analliance between a Latin people with per~
fidious andselfish Islanders. M. Mancini's bold metaphor, compar-
ingEngland to a wealthymatron who wouldnot grudge her bloom-
ing young friend(Jtety)someof her superfluous colonial jewellery,
in,itsays,no longer suited to the existing situation. The Bepub-
lights warns thePeninsnlar Government that "England is fighting
for the veryexistence of her Empire,shaken to its foundations by
the victory of the Mahdi,and Italyin taking up a position on the
shores of the Red Sea runs the riskof being suddenly dragged into
the vortox of the barbarism of the desert. TheBritishPress itadds,
having thrownoff themask,it is the duty of Fiance to make Eng-
landunderstandthat, with theSoudan orwithout it, the Egyptian
questionhas notceased tobe aEuropeanone.

Friday,Jtay 1,1885, NEW ZEALAND TABLET.
claimed thatthepeace ofEuropewas secure just before a loan was
coming oat. Vast massesof the stock, then,are held by means of
borrowed money by the capitalists and financial institutions <tf
Germany,and they would topplelike a house of cards if a serious
war weretobreakout." If a war does break out, nevertheless, we
maybeconfident thatitwillnot be tothe interest of theEmperorand
PnnceBismarck to takesuch apartinconnection withitastorainthe
German capitalists whom they have themselves encouraged to
speculate. Their influence under the circumstancesmight naturally
havebeen looked for as exercised ia favour of the preservation of
peace,butof that wehave as yet heardnothing, the only utterance
onthe subject credibly reportedashaving beenmade by either of
the greatmenalluded to being that in which the Emperor William
hoped that England might be induced tomake some concessions,
and which also tended to show a disposition inclining towards the
Bussian side. Failing their efforts, then, to maintain peace, it
may be very rationally supposed that the Emperor and Prince
Bismarck aredesirousof a war that shall resultin favour of Russia-
Thisarticleinthe Saturday Jtevi&iv weconfess go:8 also tostrengthen
our opinions. '
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CHAPTER V.

"Who is poor Timothy's child ?
"

asked Paul. "Her niece? Ihopeshe is not grownup." For he was veryshy of women,having
been accustomed tospeaktononebuthismother."She is achild ofabout twelve yearsold, if Iremember. And
yonmust bekind toher,Paul. You must meet them at the coach,
andbring them here."

Paul pulled a face over his book, asign of dhmay which he
wonldnot haveshownhis mother for the world. He tried tobeglad
that she shouldsee a friend;bat,forhimself, behada dread ofold
womenandchildren. Still be would be kind tothem, andcivil to
them, if he conld. He would meet them at the coach office, of
course, andcarry all their band-boxes ifneed be. He would pour
out the teaashe was accustomed to do, and help little

'
Missy and

old madame to cake. But after all these things were resolved
upon, itcould surely neverhurt any onethat he shouldkick his old
boots abouthis own littleroom, and wish the good people safely
back where theycame from.

At four o'clocknext day thecoach camein. Itwasalong,rose-
colouredevening towards thespring full of soft promises of sweet
months yet to.come:bars of redfell across thebridge, andspikes of
burnished gold tippedthe clusteringspars, whilemasses of lightand
shade rolled up and down the shifting shrouds, gambolling like
living things.
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