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What is It All When All Is Told?
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or heaps of gold,
ot ars Uy &1l when ail 18 told #

in or & pleasure. & smile or a tear,
% ba! dou’n matter what we olaim ?
For we step from the cradle into the bier,
And a careless world goes on the same.
ours of gladnesa or hours of sorrow,
'hat does it matter to us to-morrow ¢

Trath of love or vow of friends,
Tender carenses or crusl sneers,
What do they matter to us in the end ?
For the brief day dies and the long night

P ln.“l: ;klllﬁ or Ltears of gall
The grave will opsn and cover them all.

Homeless vagrant, or hoaored guest,
Poor and humble, or rich and great,

All must meet with the common faie.
Life from childhood till we ars old,
What 1s 1t &.1 when all 1s told ?

—Klla Wheeler Wilcox.

KNOCKNAGOW

OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XLV.

TOM CUDDEHY BIDS HIS OLD SWEETHEART
GOOD BYE,

Beasy Morrls, too, had her reflections as
she walked round and round the little

den, Bat she had not much time to

dulge in them when Miss Kearney’s
return brought her back to the little room,
into which the sun was now shining so
brightly, that Mary seemed in its rosy
light a being too ethereally beautiful fora
mere mortal,

“Now 1 wonder what that girl on the
car la thiokiag of,” said Geace. “And
why bas she stopped there ?”’

It was a farmer's cart, well stuffsd with
straw, over which was spread a blue woolen
quilt, Theyoung woman who sat on the
quilt, with the eklrit of a rather showy

own spréad over the greater part of it,
gld turaed quickly round, and, laying her
haad on theehoulder cf the driver, desired
bim to stop. It was just at the part of
the road nearost to the house, and Grace
was able to see the young womau so dis.
tioctly, that the expression of her face sug
gested the remark she had just made.

“Reslly,” she contlaued, ““there Is some
thing awfully sullen about her. She cer-
talnly has about as unprepossessing s face
o8 over Isaw.”

“I know her, mis:,” sald Basy Morrls,
¢ 5o wis at oo weddiog ; and she’s to be
marrlad to ous of the richest men at the
mouaniaia foos”

*[ cau’t approve of kis taste,” returned
G ana,

+Bat ¢ho has four haodred pounds for-
tane, wive ”’

*1 supposs this fs the Intended,” G:ace
remarkod, pointing to 8 an who was jast
waikiog by the Baeh, with his horse’s
bidls haoging over his arm. “He s a
rathar good hmklng fellow.”

*That %2 not the man, miss,” returned
Bossy, “[ saw him pas with her father
a f2v m'uiaies ugo.”

‘The ynang woman in tha ear was now
ohierved ty bacome restless, and flound.
ered abont upon her qalls, as if trylog to
fig beiself io & more comfortable poeltion ;
nad opened her cloak and hooked it egaln ;
and knockel her bonmet back upon her
poll when intending to push it the other
way and fasten it on her head ; and pulled
from around her reck—and immediately
flavg 1t back agsin with a swing—that
particaler plece of fiaery which, even
more than the yellow gloves, sesmed to
hava exslied Peg Brady’s indignation when
“Indeed che ree her goln'” to Ned
Brophy’s wedding, and which Peg deslg
nated ber “boy-0.” And, after exbibiting
all these sy mptoms of unessiness, she bent
her head and piemed her gloved hand
over her eyes ; and then locked up,

“My goodness !” i ‘age exclaimed, ¢ Dld
ever any onos see such s metamorphoats ?
She i« postiively beautiful now,”

1t waaronily g0, Toe face that seemed
s m!suto beforeso dull and sullen was
now radlsnt end all a-glow with emlles.

“I pever thought Judy Laughlin was
20 haadsome a girl,” sald Bowsy Morrls,
wonderingly., “Look at her teeth, mlss,
and her eyes! I never saw such a change
all in a minute,”

"Twas all Tom Cuddehy's dolng ; though
he had not the least notlon such was the
cwe. He walked on with the bridle on
his arm, and hls eyes beat on the ground.
He was just consclous that there wasa
car on the road before him, and on look-
Ing carelessly up, was startied, and did
not know whether to be glui or sorry
when he saw Jady Laoghlan holding out
bor band to htm, laughing and blashing,
and on the very brink of crying. Well,
why should he not shake hands with ker 7
Why chould they mot be felends? Of
course there was no reason in life why
they ehould mot. 8o Tom Cuddeby
stepped up close to the tall-bcard and
shook hands very warmly with his old
sweotheart, And It was such a long,
long time slnce he had dome the same
thing before—though they were near
nelgbbours. Bat she had been forbldden
to epeak to him ; and her father wae
heard to say that Tom Cuddeby was mo
match for hls daughter; and Tom Cad-
dehy was not the sort of person to put
bimself in the way of belng insulted by
any purse-pound old biddagh. And so
the meadow between hla house and old
Paidy Langhlan’s might as well have
been the Geeat Zibara so far as his old
awoetheart were concerned. And now as
she was golug to bo marrled to a rich man
—the thought crossed his miad that she'd
be driviog in her jaunting car the next
time sgaln he'l see her—she wanted, he
supposed, to yart friends with him, And,
like & manly follow that he was, he shook
haods with ber In a manly and frlendly
nav

*Iknow bim now, m!ss,” Bessy Morrle
réwacked, “He ls the leader of the hurl-
ery at the otber slde of the river, the
eams az Mat Donovan is at this side.
Hus ha got #o stout slnce I saw him last I
did not kaow him till he smiled.” He
wilted, exoeciing that Judy Laughlan
waonld rpesk ; but she only smiled and
Wuened, and sept baek the tears as well
noshe conld, “Ob, go on!” sald she at
Yt 1o the men who drove the car, as if
phe ware really surprlsed, and could not
b oy weans understand wby he shonld
hava wiopped sud remained standiog there
tn sach a vidiculons manuer for nothlng
aiali! Anulwen she eald, “Good even-
fog,” witt suother smlile to Tom Caddehy,

snd turned ber head round 1-0{ quiekly,
a1 if she feared the horse was golng to run
sway. And while she wa every
the made, she was all the time feel-
in her ot for her bandkereblef,
drawicg 1t out in & slow, lhll::s
way, Judy Laoghblin bent ber hld
s good ery. Tom Ouddeby did mot
see this, as sbe was too far off. He onl);
saw the smile; end as he caught ho
of bis horse’s mane, and placed bis foot
{n the stirrup, Tom Caddeby muttered to
bimself, “God be wad ould times.”

A band was lald on his shoulder, and
on turniog round he saw Mat Donovan
ut his side,

“I'm glad I met you,” sald Mat. “We
can get the kiln field for the match on
Sanday.”

“All right Mat. I'll give notice to the
bo!l to morrow.”

‘[ was thinkin’ you might be at the
falr to-morrow.”

“No, I’'m not goin’, You may depend
on me for Sunday.”

He rode off, aad Mat Donovan turned
into the back gate.

“I should not have thought that he was
s leader, as you say, llke Mat,” an
obeerved, in reference to Besay Morris’s
laet remark, “He's not & powerul-look-
ing man like him.”

%Ob, he has the name of belng the best
hurler in the country ; but Mat was never
beaten at throwing the eledge and things
of that kind ; though I'm told some peo-

le are saying that Captain French will

at bim. Thaere Is & great deal of talk
about it ; and you'd think it was a great
battle thatis to be fought if you heard my
grandfather talking about it.”

“If Mat were beaten,” sald Mary, “Tom
Maher would surely die of a broken
heart.”

“And Billy Heffernan,” returned Bessy.

“As for that,” Mary observed, “he is
quite an {dol with them all, His defeat
would be looked on as & dreadful calam-
ity. But I have not the least fear but
that Mat will be victorlous in thisinstance,
88 he has always been.”

CHAPTER XLVIL
‘'MAT DONOVAN 18 KILLED!”

The whole family were assembled in
the parlour; and B“'i Morrls, with her
E“"y bonnet and cloak on, and her little

atket on her arm, was talking to Miss
Kearney near one of the windows, The
sun was jast setting, and the shadows of
the tzees on the graw were bsglnning to
disappear, when a flash of light through
the branches of a large elm tree out in the
Iswn made Mary start,

“Was 1t lightning 7" she asked.

“I thought so, miss,” Besay replied.

Bat, on looking In the direction from
which the flish seemed to bave come,
they glanced at each other and smiled.
They saw Mat Donovan near the top of
what remained of a large hay-rick in the
lawo. The rick bad been cut away till it
looked like a rectangular tower, and had
quite a picturesque effoct, its brown hue
contrasting sgreeably with the fir grove
bebind, “Oid hay is old gold,” was a
stereotyped phrase with Maurice Kearney’s
visitors when they stood at the hall-door
and looked around the handsome lawn.
Mat Donovan was about commeneling to
cut away auother elice of this old gold,
and it was the hay knife he held in his
hand, fiashing in the last rays of the elnk-
ing sun, that Mary and Beesy Morrls had
mistaken for lightning, As he burled the
sharp, broad blade lu the hay, and, band-
iog over it, commenced to cut away vigor-
onely, Bessy Morrls almost langhed out.
right ; for she caught a snatch of a well-
remembered alr, which rolled down from
the rick in the ssme old, mellow volcs she
often loitered to listen to on her way from
the schocl beyond the quarry loug ago.
Even then, child as she was, she used to
fancy it was of her Mat Donovan was
thinking whenever he sang—

“H1!for L, hi ! for It, hi! for it st4ll,

Aud hi ! for the littls house nuder the hill
Aud what a world of drollery was in
Mat's face while he sang these words, and
tossed the cherrles over the hedge to her!
The recollection of this came back to
vividly now that Bessy could mot help
laoghing, She kuew he could see her
grandfather’s house from the hayrlck ;
and the consclonsness that he was think
ln.sol herself now, as of old, may have
had something to do with the laugh that
leaped up to her eyes as she turned to say
“Good evening !" to Mary Kearney. She
Intended to run away without speaking
to any one else, as the window at which
they were standing was near the door;
and Mary was just in the act of shaking
bands with her, when a cry from outslde
caused every one In the room to start, It
was the cry of a woman, and was followed
by the words, “Mat Donovan is killed !

Mary looked instinctively to the hay-
rick. Bat, to her utter amszement, it
was gone! There was the elm tree ; and
the grove beyond; and the blue moun.
taln ; and the sky. But the tower-lke
remnant of the hayrick, upon which, one
short minute before, she raw Mat Dono-
van standing, had vanished like a vislon!

Everything without seemed calm and
stlll ; and the last thing she notlced, as she
sank almost fainting lato a chalr, was that
the sheep were quietly croppling the grass.

*'Oh ! Mat Donovan {a killed !”

The cry was not very lond ; bat the
words were strangely distinct, and no one
could say from what particular direction
they bad come, or whether the person
who uttered them was near or far off,

Hugh leaped through the window, snd
Mary saw that he and Tom Maher rushed
againet each other mear the elm tree and
fell. Inan instant they wers on their
feet agaln, and wildly flinging the hay
about in armfalls. They were soon
jolned by others; and immediately the
whole place was alive with men, women,
and children, who seemed to have sprung
up as if by magle from the ground. They
were climblog over the gate, and over the
fences, and running wildly through the
lawo. Mrs. Kearney, who stood tremb
Itng at the window, burst into tears ; not
because she had, at the moment, any dls-
tinct iden of what had occurrel—but there
was that In the eager anxlous faces of the
erowd that might well have moved a
harder heart than hers, Yet Besty
Morris stood still, without moving =
mauscle, her Hps apart, and her eyes fixed
upon the mase of hay that now lay flung
along the field. The constant falling of a
drop of water wlil wear away a rock, and
the constant nibbling of a flack of sheep
will undermine a hayrick,

Hugh Kearney and a few othars con-

tioned to fling the hay from the hﬁ:-
where he judged Mat must have H
and bis volce was beard shouting to the
people to keep back,
Aftora while the bay was seen to move,
and the tall form of the Thrasher rose out
of 1t se from & heaving sea, w8
moment of breathiess silence, and then
with & wild cheer the crowd pressed upon
bim aod threstened to smother him s
second time, His slster Nelly flung ber
arms about him, and, with her face pressed
ot his bosom, sobbed violently, But

s motber, pushing her way back tiil she
got outslde the crowd, sat down under the
elm tree and rested her bead upon ber
koees, Pbil Lahy came close to Hugh
Kearney’s side and solemnly suggested &
“]ittle nournishment.” Aud Billy Heffer-
nan was seen running faster than ever he
was known to run before, to bring the
joyful news to Norah Laby that Mat Dov.
ovan was ¥iive and well,

Bat, notwithstanding that wild cheer,
there were many faces there as pale as Mat
Donovan’s own, and several woman were
seen wiping the tears from thelr eyes,

“] knew something was to happen,”
sald Phil Lahy—who, on the strength of

icking up Hugh Kearney’s hat that had
rlllon off, and saying to Barney Brod-
berick, “Bmuly. you arein the way,” was
pretty well satisfied that Mat the Thrasher
owed his life prioeipally to his, Phil
Lahy’s, individaal exertions to save him
~*“I knew something was to happen,” sald
Phil Lshy, vlglng |mlfnny drops of
sweat from his brow with hpookol-ﬂnd-
kerchief. “A mad bull bunting me all
night over ditches and hedges; till I
thought my heart was broke.” And Phil
bent down his head and finlshed off the
wiping with the skizt of his coat.

‘And dldn’t I know something was to
happen,” exclaimed Kit Cummins, *That
robber next doore to me to make off wnd
my fine new cloak while I was goin’ to the
well for a can uv wather.” And Kit
Cummins put her arms akimb> and poured
cutatorrent of invective against her next
door nelghbor for stealing her “fine new
cloak,” ’'Twas only a dream to be sure,
and the cloak was at the time hangln
safely over the wash-tub where she b
ﬂung it before golng to bed, with the bood
in the suds ; but that made no difference
fo life to Kit €ummine, and, with srms
akimbo, she continued her harangue tiil
her breath and her vocabalary seemed to
be exhausted at the same moment, and
the stopped ehort. Then from the out-
skirts of the crowd eame the shrill responss,
“Qir-r-r-r-r out, you bla’gaard !"” and Kit
Cummins turned round with a boance,
aud was beginaing agsin, when she was
struck damb with surprise on hearlog &
volce,from the clouds right over her head.

“Mat,” sald the voice, “‘will I throw
down your coat 7"

| eyes were turned upwards; and
Honor Lahy was seen to ralse her hands as
if imploring Providence to take pity cn
her ; for there was our friend Tommy as
much at his ease on one of the highest
boughs of the elm tree as if he lived in the
old magple’sinest, into which he was jast
after peepln%,) and had run out merey to
throw Mat Donovaa his coat, which he
had hung upon a brancb of the tree befcra
he commenced cutting the hay.

This little eplsode recmed to some ex-
tent to remove the gloom that huug over
the crowd. Aud when Barney Broduerick
walked round and round the Thrsmber,
surveying him from bis ehoes to the erown
of his head, aud from every possible polnt
of vlew, with a 1nok of the profoandest
wonder ; and pushiag back bia hat on his
poll, exclalmed sulemaly—1sif the miracle
he hud jaet witnessed wes toc great for
his c>mprehenston—"Bagob, Donovan !
you'll never ba Kkillel ! —be a cick uv
bay ;" there was a shout of imugnter, in
which Mat himself jolaed ; and all was
gladness and congiatulasioa ms the people
dispursed and moved toward home—3oms
returniog se they bad come through the
fields, aad other golcg out by the gate
near the Bash and on by the road to the
hamlet.

“Did you remack Bessy Morrls 1"’ Grace
asked,

“Yes; and it has cccurred to me she
must be cold hearted,” replled Mary,
“'She was not in tha lcast moved,”

“That was becauce zbhe was siunved,”
returned Grace.

“Idon’t thinkeo, Shesald ‘Good even
{ng’ quite calmly.”

“Remark what I say,” sald Grace, with
a knowlog nod of the head. *I was wateh-
ing her. She can control her feellngs.
Anud you see she has forgotten her basket,”

To msome extent Grace was right,
When the fiash of the hay. knife called ber
sttention to Mat Donovan, and she canght
the words of the well-remembered song,
Bessy’s thoughts flaw back to the old
bappy times. He was the hero of the
district, Wherever she turned she heard
his name mentloned with praise, The
old people who smoked thelr pipes round
her grandfather's fire, and the boys
and girls at school, were e\}ully proud of
bim. And when he bad accepted the
challenge of some renowned champlon
from another parish, or even another
county—for Mat Donovan’s fame had
gone far beyond the boundaries of his
native dlstrict—with what nervous anxi-
ety the result of the contest was looked
for! Aud with what a thrill of joy the
news of their hero's victory was wel
comed ! And then he was such a warm
hearted, good-natured fellow—so gentle
and so strong—without an atom of the
bully or the braggert in him, Yes, Bessy
Morrls remembered the time when she
was very proud and happy to think that
she was one of Mat Donovan’s first
favourites, And how soon ehe came to
think that she was a greater favourite
than anybody else. Though how she
arrived at this concluslon she wounld have
found it difficult to explain, He never
spoke of love to her, except In jeet ; just
a3 he was accustomed to do with every
lively glrl who wae willing to carry on the
joke. But somehow Boesv Morrls was
satlefied that In her casa M-<t Donovan's
palaveriog was “half j kiug acd whole
esraest,” He certalnly aid slngle har out at
the dance, and escorted her frum M 4ss, and
dropped in with his “God sive ail hare !”
to the llttle house under tha hill pretiy
often. But her winning weys, sud their
mutual relationship to Ned B ophy, and
her grandfather’s storles of '03, oughs to
have been emough to mccouut for vhis,
without jaimpiag to the conclusion that
Mat Donovan was “gona” about her, To
thls concluslon, however, Bessy Morris

dfd jomp ; and ehe was certsinly very
proud of Mat Donovan'’s regard for her,

But she was ot slow in discovering the
power of her attractions elsewbere ; and
e S waiond e e
show symptoms o )y

hought to ooccur to her that
Mat Donovan, in spite of all his good
qualities, and notwi! ing the esteem
i which be was held, was only & poor
labourer, Buat as time rolled on, and
even the most ardent of her wealthier ad-
mirers dropped off one by one and took
unto themselves wives, the unpleasant
conviction forced itself upon her that,
however easy she found it to catch a rich

different affalr altogether. And at the
time she left the country to reside with
ber aunt in Dablln she was begloning un-
consclounsly to lean more and more upon
the sffection of her old lover—as she be-
loved bim to be—than she had done since

change, when she found berself in the
midst of the city, with all its wonders and
attractions, and the d!fferent sort of
people with whom she came in contact,
all but completely obliterated her rustic
admirer from ber thoughts, For a while
she was quite intoxicated by the pleasures
of the cttx. She was brought to the
theatre, and the different places of Sunday
and holidsy resort, and flattered and
courted, till the simple, but at the same
time keen.witted and ambitious peasant
girl had ber head turned by the brilliancy
of this new world. Tae value of money,
too, became more ap, t than ever;
and she felt a strong desire, not only to
be able to afford to dress well, but to be
beyond the danger of want—to be inde.
ndent. Butead experience soon taught
er that making a fortune in the city was
just as diffisult as catebiog a rich husband
in the country. And an “odd time,” as
the told Mary Kearney, when left alone
with her own thoughts, she would think
of her native place and the friends of her
childhood. And, on returniog to her old
home after an absence of two years, and
meeting Mat Donovan sgain, his fine,
mauly, honest face revived in a great de-
gree the admiration she used to regard
bim with when she was little more than a
child ; and her heart did warm to him that
“night at Mrs. Murphy’s,” as she reminded
him of the time he used to throw the
cherrles over the hedge to ber—though
well she knew he did not réquire to be
reminded of it! There was another con.
elderation which helped to ralse bim in her
esteem, She had seen some instances of
misery and suffering in homes where there
were moze of the comforts and luxurles
that money can procure than ever she
herself dared to hope for. Ia fact, Beesy
Morrls was beginning to see thal a poor
man’s wife might be very happy, snd a
rich man’s very wretched.

The soldler's wisit had greatly
disturbed ber; &nd she wished,
though she scarcsly knew why, that
Mat Donovan should never kaow it
No light matter, vhe was sare, couli
weaken his love for ber. He would go
on loving, withcut a hope thst bis love
would ever be re.urned, Bat if ha orce
thought her unwortby, she felt he wouid
tear her from bls heart for ever. Aud
sluce her return from Dablin the feeling
that she could not afford to loee his regard
was dally growiog etronger. Aud when
the cry, ‘‘Mat Donovan is killed !” struck
upon her heart, and for some minutes ehe
thought kis was atliled for ever, a sense
of desolation fell vpon her, and she felt
as If she were alone In the world, She
was really stunned, as Grace sald. And
when that wild cheer snnounced to her
that be was safe, ehe feit like one juat
rercaed from drownlog, aod too exbassced
to experience the full sense of joy and
gratitude which one ought naturally to fsel
on being eratched, asit were, from the dark
grave back to the hiight world, with all
its life and sunshlne—neverso bright, never
o) full of iife, and light, end glsdues, ay
whea it ie on the polut of balog lcet to us
for ever, Gace, then, was mistaken in
suppeeiog that only self control had any-
thing to do with Bewy Morria's calmness
when she mechanicaily bade them “Good
evening’ and lefi the parlour to go home.

He wzs tbloklog of her while he sang
the old refraln-<witen Was it be was pot
thinking ¢f her?~-and when he felt the
rick comiug down with him, and «xected
In axother second to be flang lifsless on
the ground below, the lawt thought that
swelied his heart was a “God be with
you,” to Besey Morrls. He then became
insenalble. Consclousness, however, soon
returned, and he felt that he was belng
suffocated to death, Then he thought of
his gray-haired mother and his slster, and
how desolate their little home wounld be
when he was gone ; and, feeling that he
was relapsing into unconscloumess, he
prayed fervently that God wogyld bave
mercy on his soul. At this moment he
fancied that the weight that was crashin
him became lighter, and, exerting sll b
strength, he raised himself upon his hands
and knees; and pulling the bay from
about his mouth he found that he could
breathe. But the weight of those who
were pulling away the hay, when they
happened to stand directly over him
threatened to crush him down again ; and
selzlog a moment when they had stepped
atlde, and the pressure was lightest, he
made a vigorous effort, and emerged into
the light Itke & lusty swimmer through
the breakers.

Beasy Morris’s first impulee was to get
home without meetlng Mat Ponovan,
She was hurryiog through the kitchen in
order to get out to the road by the back

ate, when she almost knocked against

elly Donovan who was running Into the
house for a drink of water for her brother.
Thelr eyes met, and the 120ks of surprise
and foquiry with which they regarded
each other, seemed to have something of
distruet or suspiclon in it, Thelr looks
were not alike, however, for while Nelly’s
expressed reproach, Bessy’s seemed to
indlcate a dread of being detected. If
Nelly Donovan hed epoken what she
thought, she wonld have sald, “Is that all
vou care about him, you heartless thing 77
Aad if Bussy Morris gave nttera :ceto her
tooughts ebe would have sald, “{ wonder
Lm #ns foand out huw wush I care for

dm ¢’

sald she,  “Thask Grd he 1w s
[ wh be a great shock to
wother”

“Aun’ what rai:on a‘e vou runnin’

s

of candour,

admirer, catching s rich husband was a | be.

ber girlhood. But the movelty of the|b

Bosev, however, recavered qnickly from
her eurprive, aud at cnce declded upon
meking the bust of the stieariva

‘L eaw all from the wintow, Noliv,” |

our poor |

away 2" logquired Nelly, who was the soul l sell it,

“Well? od Bassy—who was pot
qulu:lol' —4] thought it would be
only troublesome to you and your mthgl
if I wont to talk to him, I knew ye'd
ratber have bim all to {olllld'ﬂ. b
besides, poor Mst bimself might rather be
loft q';iol after such s shock, 8o I sald
to myself I'd elip out by the back q’lo
snd run home, when I saw he was safe.

Tals seemed natural enough to Nelly
Donovan, and she was satlefi

“Well, maybe you're right,” ssld she,
“But, for all that, I belleve he'd be gll'd
to see you, no matther what way he'd

»

“Well, Nelly,” rveturned Beasy, after
some hesitation, “I'd rather meet him
when there would not be 80 many people
about him.”

“Cll in when you're passin’,” rejolned
Nally, “an’ my mother an’ all uv us will

] 'lld to see you., Though they
say,” she added, shaking her head, “‘you’re
too proud now for your ould friends.”

“That's not trae, Nelly,”

“Waell, I don’t say it {s. Bat I must
run out wud the dhrink of wather to him ;
an’ as you don’t like to get into the
crowd, I hope I'll find you sittin’ in the
little chalr you wor so fond uv long ago.”

The allusion to lorg ago bad a decidedly
softening effoct upon Besy's heart ; which,

erhaps, wanted sofiening s little, Baut
g{n Donovan’s heart— which did not want
softening at all, but rather the contrary—
felt very heavy indeed, when he cn:fht 'y
glimpee of her as she ui;l)pod lightly by
the gate, seeming not to glve a thought to
himeelf.

He ralsed the cup of water to his lips,
and as he looked into his sleter’s face, and
glanced at bis mother sitting at the foot
of the tree, the pain which the thought of
Beaey’s indifference had caused left his
heart ; and the old smile came back into
Mat Donovan’s face, as he looked from
one to another of the friends who stlil
lingered about bhim. There was Phil
Lahy, holding the coat which Tommy bad
dropped from the tree with an expression
of countenance suggestive of woolaacks,
and benches of bishops, and colleges of
cardinals, and holy fathers, and martyrs
snd confessors in general, all rolled into
one. Aud there was Honor, such a plc-
ture of hearty, homely good nature, that
It did bim good to look at her, thinking,
io her own mind, whether she could by
any means take forclble possession of him,
and bring bim home with her to rouse
him, after bis smothering, with & cup of
tea of fabulous strength, out of the little
black tea pat. And there was Mary
Kearney, as besutiful as an angel, comlog
from the house, and glving him her band,
with such & heavenly tmile, and teliing
him how g'ad tha was ba had escsped un-
burt, Aod there was Geace following her
examole in her cwn way ; and, strange to
say, Mat beli (irace’s hand a2 tightly and
80 long, that eho at firet folt pleased snd

snd almost anatched away her baad ; for
there was romething about Grace that
reminded Mat f throwing cherrles overa
hedgs end other little locldents of by-gone
daye—and so, unconeciously, he held ber
hand and eqne-z.d it ; and Grace laugh-
ing'y submitted. Pcrbaps Grace would
bave frow=ed and thougat it no e mopli-
ment at all if ehe koew he was thisking
all the time of Besay Morrls. And yet to
Mst’s mlad the grestest compliment a
human beiog cou'd be pald was to be
thought like Besay Morrls.

Then Mres. Kearney herself came out,
and, wipiog tne tears fram her e:es,
daclared tha: her heart tha tnought had
broken, the shock sha got was so great—
particoiariy as iz rewiuded ber of the day
the horse ran away with her nncle Dan
aad hroke his collar bone—and ioslsted
that Mat should come in and take some-
thlog ; a request waich Maarlce Kearney
seconded by sefz'ng Mat by the collar,
which he was faduced to let go when Mat
requested permissfon to put on his coat.
Apd as Mat Donovan put on his coat, he
looked round bim egain, and wondered
that there was one particular face which
he cruld not see anywhere. He looked
again and again, and tried to think of a
plausible reason for the absence cf this
Emlcuht fece as he walked towards the

ouse, And turnlog round on reaching
the door step, he took another look all
round, and rabbing his poll with his open
hand, Mat Donovan calied out ;

“Do any uv ye know where is Billy
Heffernan 1”

No one could tell where Billy Heffernan
was, Aud as he had been teen watering
bis mule at the “lough” balf-an bour be-
fore, everyone wandered what had become
of him. And, in spite of all the kindness
snd congratulations showered upon him,
Mat Donovan felt as if a screw were loose
somewhere, when Billy Heffernan's face
was nowhere visible,

TO BE CONTINUED,
—— P es

WOULDN'T DO IN AUSTRALIA.

Me. John Deasy, Irhh anomllq
member of Parllament for East Mayo,
who has been in Australla recently with
Jobn Dillon, made a speech at Oork, on
Sunday, May 25, in which, referring to
the attempt to suppress Me. Dillon's re
colpdtlon on the same day at Tipperary, he
sald

In Adelaide (Australia), instead of
being dogged by detectives, Mr. Cox, M.
P.,, and himselt (Mr, Deasy) were
escorted through the streets by the
police, who kept order amongst fifteen or
sixteen thousand processionists, while
their meeting was attended by the
officers of the Orown and the Governor-
General of the colony, and almosat all the
colonies placed free passes at the dis
possl of the delegates, enabling them to
travel free over the railways, If a min.
ister attempted to suppress free speech

there he would be evicted in forty-eight
hours,

Uatll the blood {e cleansed of impurlties,
It is useless to attempt the care of any
dizcase, . Rheumatfem, which {s traceable
to an acid in the blood, has been cured,
In nnmerons cages, by the use of Ayer’s

Sareaparilia, externs] treatment being of
Lo avall,

What oy They?

In popnlarity it reasing. In reliabity

{ the stn . Iumerit the first, In fact,

| the bert remedy for all summer complaints,
diarrboo

¢ N n{_)suu_tc—ry cramps, colie, cholera
| ]ufil!bll‘lu, ete., is Dr. Fowler's Kxtract of
| Wi Strawberry, All medicine dealers

Minard's Liniment cures Dandcufr,

amus:d, and tuen, locked up in sueprlae, |

THE OFFENCE OF AN ARCHBISHOP ,

—
Leavenworth (Kansas) ‘l‘llm"-J .

For a good many years the nameof J obn
Iulnd'llu-bun s bousshold word in Min.
nesota and & power for ls:od throughout
the North west. He holdss place in the
popular estesm and sffection of the people
un der his direct eplecopal charge as well as
outelde of it, second omly to that occu.

ted by bis eplecopal neighorbor, Henry

5. Whipple, the remarkable apostle of
the Indians,
Well, this good man the other ds
reached by luvitation in St, Augustine’s
burch, Washington, District of Columbla
to » cogregation of ‘“colored Roman'
Catholics. In the sourse of the sermon
Archblshop Ireland urged his hearers to
be orderly sud law-ablding citizens, to
be temperate and Industrious, to own and
love and beautify thelr homes, to educate
thelr cbildren, and to steadily inslst upon
their rights, Ho sald the existing pre.
judice sgainst men because of thelz colox
made him ashamed as » man, & cltizen,
and o Chrlstlan. Hoe sald farther :
“Every prejadice entertalned, every
breach of justice and charity agalnst a
follow-clitizen because of color {s & staln
flang on the banner of our liberty that
floats over us. No ball, mo parlor s
worthy of exlitence where a man s ex.
elud-{ or driven to a corner because of
his color, No church is a fit temple of
God where & man, becanse of his color, 1s
excluded or made to occupy & corner,
Religlon teaches us that we cannot be
pleasing to God unless we look upon all
mankiod as the children of the Father in
Heaven, and tho{ who order and compel
s man, beosuse he is colored, to betake
bimself to a corner marked off for his
race practically contradlet the rrl:&plu
of justice and equal rights established by
the God of mercy, who lives on the altar.
This prejudice and exclusion in the Church
is a scandal and a shame. Lot Chrlstiane
act out thelr religion and then there is no
more race prejudice. The color line must
go, and soon, too. Tae line willbe drawn
st personal merit, The shame and
tcandal of puttiog colored people in cor-
ners and lofts in Cathollc churchss must
be wiped out, The doors of all Catholic
foetitutions must be opened to colored
Oatholics,”

It 1s the public ntterance of these eenti-
ments that has made the Archbishop of
St. Paul a dangerous man and a pulpit
firebrand in the eyes of our Southern
contemporaries, A promlnent Southern
newspaper, the New Ozleans Times.
Dem:crat, & journal which, by the way,
has been most active in urgiog the Logia-
lature of i State to mccept the huge
bribe offered to it by the Loulsiana Lot-
tery Oompany, holds bim up to public
reprobation in solemn leading editorials
a3 a holder of dangerous oplnions and &
wmischief msker, It replles to him on the

jert‘of the color line as follows :

“With us in the South there has always
been recogaizid, and will to the end of
time ba recognized, a llne which divides
the Caucasslan from the megro in soclal
conditlon as impassible as the gulf which
separates Father Abraham's abode in bliss
from Dive's home in Hades in the Srclp-
taral narrative. Southern Oathollec and
southern Pzotestant and southern agnostic
are allke agreed on that point, as are
southern laymen aad sonthern ecclesias-
ties. Tae color line in the matler of
eoclal interconrse 12 as inexorably drawn
smong Soutbern people as if it had been
fixred by a fiat of the Almighty or lald
down by a law of nature.”

Here are two corflicting theories of the
proper and zizhtfal attitude of white men
and Chrisilans towarde their fellowmen,
Which of the two shall ultimately prevall 1
That which is born of the love that Christ
teaches, or that which la stalued with
prejadice and hatred 1

CARDINAL NEWMAN AT NINETY,

From the London Dally News.

Cardinal Newmsan, who is now in his
ninetieth year, was able on Wait Monday
to attend Maes at the Ocatory, Brom})wn,
the ocsasion being the Feast of 8,
Philip Neri. By 8¢. Pailip Neri the ficst
O:ratory was established, and the society
known as the Oongregation of the Oratory
was organized under the permission of a
Bull dated July 15, 1675. The English
house was founded in 1847, and owes its
celebrity to its being the place selected
by Cardinal Newmsn for his abode after
his submission to the Roman Catholic
Church, The crowded attendance at the
Oratory on Whit Monday is in part
attributed to the keen desire to see the
venerable Cardinal, Relics of the patron
saint are in the possession of the com.
munity at Edgbaston, and it is stated in
& local acoount of Monday’s service that
these were “exposed for veneration at
the bottom of the chancel steps, and
were surrounded by choice flowers and
candles,” Banners of yellow and white
satin bearing the words “St. Philip, ser.
vant of God, pray for us!” were sus.
pended from the pillars of the church,
Oardinal Newman had to be supported by
two of the clergy, and required several
minutes to walk a few yards, His genu.
flaxion at the altar was accomplished
with great difficulty ; but, notwithstand.
ing these painfully manifest infirmities
of age, it was observed that the Cardi.
nal looked well, At the close of the
servica he was led to the centre of the
chancel, from which he imparted his
blessing to the congregation. ¢When
decending the altar ateps,” says the
account from which we quote, ‘‘he was
compelled to halt several times, and
without the assistance of the accompany-
ing priests it would have been a physical
impoesibility for His Eminence to have
g0t to or from the church, At the
bottom of the sanctusary steps those
present had an excellent view of the
Cardinal’s thoughtful face, upon which
time and care have plowed so many
farrows; and here he lifted up his
:_rembling hand once again in benedic-
ion,

strictly True

In every respect and attested by the testi-
mony of thousands that Putnam's Painless
Corn Kxtractor is a sure and painless cure
for corns, The claim that it is just as good
made by those endeavoring to palm off
imitatious for the genuine only proves the
superiority of “Patuam’s ¥ Use only Pat-
nam's Painless Corn Extractor, Sure,
safe, painless,

Minard's Liniment cures Burms, eto.




