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At Last.
BY JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER,

day of life the night is falling,
wl’i:.‘?'ﬁ r&{ wn’ud from unsanued places

I hn?l?.‘:l::viou out of darkness calling
My feot to paths unknown.

t made my home of i1fe 0 pleasant,
“l?e‘:\'v‘:‘nm its fouants when ius walls

decay ;
O lova divine, O Helper ever preseul,
Be Thou my strengtih and staj.
Be near me when all else 18 from me drift-
Ear&‘. 'k, home's ploture, days of shade
and shine,

And xinoiy (¢costo my own uplifting
The luve which answers mioe.
ve but Thee, O Father ! Let Thy Spirit
X 'l!!: with me vhen Lo comfort and npholp H
No gate of pesrl, no brapch of paim [ merit,
No sireet of shining gold.

affice it if, my good and 111 upreckoned,
" And both forgiving through Thy sbound-

KOS

1 ﬂnd":n'; Selt by hands familiar beckoned
Uato my fitting place.

#ome humble door among Thy many man-
Bol;oolu.l'wluring shade, where sin and

triviLg ceass,
And ;ﬂr"l lgnnr through heaven’s green
expansions

The river of Thy peaese,

There from the music round about me steal-

I ’lllllil‘{'l)lﬂd learn the new and holy sobng,
And find, at last, benestn L'hy trees of heal-

1ng,
The lite for which I long.

KNOCKNAGOW

OR,
THE HOMES OF TIiPPERARY.
BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XLIIL

TOM HOGAN BOASTS THAT HE NEVER
FIRED A SHOT.

M:. Isasec Pender and Attorney Hauly
got over the nlle sid walked towards
the place that Tom Hogan had jast left,
They luoked into the desp drzina as they
went on, and by the time they got to the
end of the fiold Tom Hogau Lad gone luto
hie own housa.

Attorney Hanly locked at bls wateh,
and seelng that the mall car would not
pass the cross for ecwie time, he thought
of returning home, but changed bls mind
on recollecting that if he d1d {t would be
necessary to show sowe civility to the
visttors from whom he bad just escaped.
) he walked with Mr, lsasc Pender up
and down by Tom Hogan's quick set
hedge, talklag about basiness,

“What fs that 7" ths agent asked, start
lng and looking terr!fied,

“It was not ashot,” replied theattorney.
“The report was not th:rp eascugh for a
shot from & gun or plstol.  Yet it ceemed
to bs an exploslon of come kind, I'll get
up on the diich aud eee”

“Better not,” replled the rgent, catch.
Ing hold of bim, *“Keep qulei, and don’t
let us beseen.”

“Whay, what is It you are afiald of ?”
the aitorney acked., “Your life must be
anything but pleasant if every sound half
frightens it cut of you at this zate, Lot
us go on to the stile.”

They walked by the qulck sat hedge till
they reached the etile that led Into the
next fieldl, What we have called the
qulck.get hedgs was not merely a hedge
planted on the ground, There was a
tolerably high embickment of earth—:
“ditch” 1n fact—and on the top of thlsthe
hedge. There were two or three long
stone slaba fixed In tho ‘‘ditch” sa steps,
and some two feet of wicker work woven
between etakes on the top. Mr. Isaac
Pender had one hand on the wicker.work
and & foot on each of the two stone slabe,
when he suddenly uttered a cry and fall
back {nto the arms of the aitorney. The
attorney looked up, and he, too, was so
startl:d that be let old Isasc fall to the
ground ; end, retreating a step backwards,
Attorney Haoly himself fell upon his back
foto one of Tom Hogan’s newly.made
dra'ns, The old sg nt had fallen upon
hls back too, but rateiug himself upon his
bands he locked up at the s:lle, while
every feature gave evidence of the most
Intense terror.

The attorney had disappeared altogether
in the drain, and ecemed 1o no hurry to
gat out of it.

It was ouly Tom Hogan, who had sud-
denly popped hia head over the stlle,

3at his face was blackened ; and a braver
man than M Isasc Pender might well
have been etartied by euch an apparition,

Attorney Hanly got upon h's hands and
knees in the draln, aud walted for the
shot, He thought Tom Hogan must have
overheard them plotting bis ruia, and
determined to wreak Instant vengeance
upon the plotters ; and ths thought was a
natural one enough under tho clrcam.
stances.

Mr, Hanly was not by any means a
coward, He would not have thrown him:
self deslgnedly into the draln at the sight
of Tom Hogan’s blackened face, But,
having fallen accldentally into it, he
thougat it wise to turn the accident to
advantage, e was safe under cover ;
and resolved to keep quiet till Tom
Hogan’s gun or blunderbuss had exploded
and riddled M=, Isanc Pender. Then Mr,
Hauly would start to his foot aud run or
fight for his life, He had no notlon of
staylog whero he was till Tom Hogan hed
gulllotined blm with hls epade, perbaps.

Bat why does be not fire?

The attornoy’s heart coased to beat as
he walted for the ehot, Seconde seemed
houre 83 he crouched there in the demp,
narrow draln, which was o like a grave!
He 1ol his flesh creep as, on turniog hls
head to lsten, his check toucked the cold
clay. And now the terrible thought oc
curred to him that the ageat had been
slain, not with a gun, but with a epade or

{ckaxe, and that the weapon, hot and
glnody, way in the very act of crashing
through his own braln, He felt, In that
brief moment, the agony of dying a vio-
lent death, Lt was only a moment; but
to him it was ap age. Ile tried to rise,
bat could not, Ua felt ae If the heavy
clay had been heaped upon him, and that
he was burled alive!

Tae sound of volees fell upon his ear.
Some persouns were speaking near him In
a qu'et, unexcited tone. The words
were : ;

“] hope you are not Injured 1”7

¢Begor, I don’ kaow, 1d tuck a start
cut uv me, et auy rate, An’ lock at the
way my haud s.” :

M:, Hanly tried agsin to stand up, and
gucceeded. Ile had not beem more thaa
& mlaute in the dralu; but he
looked about him as if he expected

to discover that the face of Nature
bad undergove some wonderful trans.
formation eloce last he looked upon it,
But the trees, and the fields, and the
moucteipe, us well as hls own bouse, and
the o'd caetle, and Koocknagow—{rom
Mast Dovovan’s to the cross; Phil Laby’s
olnted roof and thick chimineys, and the
guch-uea {nclusive—were precleely in
thelr old places. And Mr, Isaac Pender
waa still in & half sittiog position, propped
up by his two arme, with bls uoder-jaw
hangiog down, and his eyes as wide open
a8 it was possible for such eyes to be, He
was still atarlog up at the stile; but the
black feco was turned away, which seemed
some little rellef to bim, for his mouth
closed, and & slight movement about the
eyes indicated that, in course of time,
they, too, might recover the power of
shutting.

“Why, Mr, Hanly, what has happened 1"
Hugh Kearney asked, looking at the
attorney with unhigned astoniskment, as
he emerged from the drain, like a grave-
digger, Hogh thought, which ides was
probably suggested by Mzr. Ieaac Pender,
who, in his suit of rusty black, looked
very like a withered old sexton.

*I merely stumbled, by accldent, into
this drais,” replied the attorney, trying
to remove the yellow clay from his ehoul-
ders and arms,

“And Mr, Pender 1"

“l—I—I stumbled, too,” that gentle.
man replied, but showed no symptom of
any intevtion to rise.

{‘om Hogan looked over his shoulder
at the speakers, and his blackened face
seemed to astonish them as much as at
first, The surprise was mutual. Tom
Hogan wae quite as much puzzled to see
his agent stiing upon the ground and
staring at him as the sgent was to account
for Tom Hogaa’s black face,

Tom Hogan’s wife and davghter ap-
peared upon the ecene now.

“0 Tom !” exclalmed his wife, “what
bappened you 7

“Are you hurt, father " Nancy seked,
looking arxlously futo his facs,

“’Tisnowkin’, ’Tisnothin’,” hereplicd,
“"Twon’t signify » pin.”

“I tbiok it wou'd be a8 well if you run
up to Mr, Hanly’s and tell the doctor to
come aud res him,” sald Hugh Kearney,
turving to Naucy Hogan.

“L will, elr,” she replied eagerly, fling-
Ing back her suburn hair from her face,
and runuing with the flsetness of a fright.
ened faan towards the houso.

“I think, Mr, Pender, you had betier
get up,”’ Hugh suggested,

“I think 80 ; I think so; I think 80,”
replied old Issac, a0 he turned rourd upon
hie bands and kuees and etrogglod to get
upon hie feet, Bat bis joluts appeared to
bave become elther too siff or too weak,
aad Hugh, catehlog him by the collar
with oue hand, placed him on his legs, as
if he weroe a rickety old chalr.

The doctor and Mr. Lowe were soon
seen burrylng dowa the lawn, followed by
Naucy Hogan, She had first started off
in advance of them, but a feeling of
delicacy made her hold back and let them

a3,

“I don't think the eyes are injared,”
eald the doctor, as he examined Tom
Hogan. “Thereis a slight burn on the
left cheek, but it will not slgaify. Ha!
yea; the hand muat ba looked to. But
I'll have you all right {n a day or two,”
alded the doctor, ac he lsid his finger on
Tom Hogan’s wrlst and felt his pulse,

“The system seems to have sustained a
shock,” be contlnued gravely, *That is
the serlous festure in the case.” And
the doctor pulled out his watch and
counted Tum Hogan's pulse for a
minute,

The two Mies Hanlys, with Mary and
Grece, joined the group ; and Mary, taklvg
Hugh by the arm, questioned him about
what had happened. But before ha could
reply they were startled on seeing Jemmy
Hogan clearlug the hedge at a bound
close to where they stood. Hls eyes
flashed fire, as he demauded breathlessly
‘‘what happened his {ather?"”

“Dlid auyone do anything to him 7" he
continued, slmost choked with passion,
as he looked from one to avother of those
presaut,

“No, Jemmy, no,” hls slster exclaimed,
flloglng her arms round him. “No one
did anytblng to kim. It was an accl-
dent.”

His hands were clenched, and he looked
a8 if he woull have sprung like a tiger
upon anyone who would dare to hurt hls
father.

“No, Jemmy, no,” Tom Hogan re-
peated—wnd he laughed ia a strange
bysterical way., ¢No, Jemmy ; no wan
done auything to me.”

His eleter clung to him, and all present
were struck with thelr extreme beauty,
end the resemblance thay bore to each
otker, notwithstanding the pleading gen-
tleness of her look, and the pasetonate
defiance of his.

“O Mary,” Grace whlspered, “did you
ever Imaglue Jommy Hogan had such
fierceness iz him? But what has hap-
pened to his father 7 The poor man ls a
perfect fright, with his hair eioged aad his
face blackened. Perhaps he rushed iuto
a fire to eave kome one— but then there ls
no eign of a fire anywhere,”

“l was just asking Hugh,” Mary re
plled.

Mr. Lowe came also to Inquire of Hagh
what had happened.

¢l think I understand the matter,”
replied Huogh, ¢l was on my way to the
bottom of our farm, and on hearing a
noise I turned round, and observed a
thick pufl of smoke in tha middle of that
wheattield, 1 saw Tom Hogan stagger
back with his handa to hls face, and as it
was evident an accldent bad occurred, I
turned back. He hurried on In this
direction, and was just getting uver tha
stile when I came up to him, Those gen-
tlemen,” he continued, lowerlng his volce
and laughing, as he nodded his head
towards the agent saul Attorney Hanly,
“geem to have been rather startied, for 1
found Mr. Pender on the broad of his
back on the field there, and Mr, llanly
emerglug from that drain,”

Greace laughed, and even Mr, Lowe
could not help emilivg &s he tuened
quletly round and looked at old lseac,
who had ouly partially recovered from
his fright.

“But etlll,” eald Le, turning agaln to
Hugh, “I don't know what the nature of
the ascldent was.”

“Tom,” sald Hugh, “Mr, Lowe wishes
to know how the accldent occurred.”

“Frightenin’ the crows,” replled Tom

“How? I really don't understand,”

“Wud a grain of quazrry-powther ¢lr,”
returned Tom Hogan. “I put id into a
hole, aa’ in the way 'twould make s re-
port I was goln’ to lay & flat stone on 1d
before I'd set fire to the bit uv touch.
But some way my baud wasn't studdy
en' o spark fell on id, aw’, begor, id
blasted up into my face, An’ that's the
way {t happened, sir.”

“And why would you not frighten
the crows with a gun 1”

“Is id me sir! No, eofr,” sald Tom
Hogan, locklng reproachfully at Mr.
Lowe, as If he bad done him & great n-
juatice. “I'm not that eoart of & charac-
ter, an’ never was, I never fired a shot
in my life, an’ plase God I never will,
No, eir,” continued Tom Hogan proudly,
"no"vnn could ever say a bad word uv
me.

Mr. Lowe looked In astonishment at
Hugh Kearney, as if he wished him to
othln what all this meant.

Don’t you know it fs & crime to have
arms in Ireland ? eald Hugb, earcaatically.
“No one csa have arms without a license,
and men Jike Tom Hogan would not get
license. So poor Tom has come to look
upon never having fired a shot as & proof
oF bis honesty and respectabllity,”

“We met & man on the road,” eald Mr,
Lowe, “who had pistcls.”

“That was Wat Oorcoran the balliff,”
returned Hugh, “He {s a great man on
the strength of hls plstols, [nsuch a case
a8 his, arms are the marks of the gentle-
man, and the man in power,”

“Tom H-gan,” put in Mr. Isaac Pender,
“was always a qulet decent man. He
never had anythirg to do with firearms,”

‘Nor never will, slr,” sald Tom Hogsn.

But if Tom Hogan that very hour
provided himself with a good seavicesble
mutket and bayonet, or a rifls or carbine
—or even an old duck gun ltke that with
which Dr, Richard Kearney so distin-
gulshed bimself, 1t m:ght have been lucky
for Tcm Hogan, aad lucky, tco, for Mr,
Isaac Pender.

‘“Tom Hogan never bad anything to do
with fizearme,” reid Me Iimac Pepder
rgaln, “Nor bis son, Norhisssn. Nor
hie nor,” he repeated, glascing furtively
at Jemwy, who wes now quite calm,
except for a llttle flurry and confuslon,
which was perhaps less the result of his
late excltement than of the presenca of eo
maey youog ladles, ail of whom were
favouring bim with a good deal of notice,

“A very well-conducted, industrious
young man,” eald Mr. Issac Pander, ‘A
very well-conducted yourg man.”

Attorney Hanly scelug tbe mail.car
spproaching, moved away to meet it at
the croes roads,

“Pender was right,” he muttered to
bimeelf. “That yonug Hogan is a diffsr-
ent gort of character from what I thought,
There was a devil in his eye. That chap
would do anythiog if driven toit. 'Tis
true for old Isasc. The case Iz = diffisult
one. Bat that’s bls business, If bis part
was done I'd ba able to manage the affa'r
In such a way that it would ot appear
that I had arything to do it. Hallo |”

The driver pulled up, and Mr. Hanly
got upon the car; and was not seen or
heard of In that pa:t of tha country till he
jumped off the eame car at the same place
that day three wecks,

“Which way ehall we go back 17 Grace
asked,

“By the road,” replied the doctor, who
hoped Kathleen would accompany them
as far as the bridge,

“By the road,” sald Mary, who feared
that Norah Laby might feel disappolnted
If ehe returned home without caliling to
tee her,

CHAPTER XLIV,

HUGH KEARNEY THINKS HE WILL GET HIS
FISHING RUCD REPAIRED,

Hugh Kearney changed his mind, He
sald to himself, Insteal of going to the
lower part of the farm, he would go look
at the hoggets on the hill above the fort.
Somehow he found that white jacket
which had so ciught his fancy at the
wedding running very much in his mind.
But thle, o eome degree, might be
accounted for by the fact that Grace had
just been telling him the flatterlng things
Bessy Morzis bad sald of hlm, Aud as he
had to paes close to the house on his way,
he began to think of some excuse for run-
ning up to his slster’s room and haviag a
laugh and a few words of conversation
with his agreeable partner In the dance at
at Ned Brophy's weddlng. It zequired a
good deal of reasoning to satlafy him that
there was nothlng objectionable in the
step he was about taking ; and the mere
fact that it did take such an amount of
argumentation to eatisfy him ought of
itaelf to have been enough to convince so
steady a young msn as Mr. Hugh Kear-
ney that 1t might bo jaet as weil to go up
the hill, and not mind that curtous little
room up in the pointed roof In the oldest
portion of the old cottage, for the present.

“She 1s & remarkably intelligent girl,”
thought Mr, Hugh Kearney, “If she
were a benuty, lilke Nancy Hoganm, I
shouldn’t be surpriced at the admiration
she lpspires. And surely Intellect can
have nothing to do with it; for what do
those young fellows I saw crowding about
her know about intellect? Aud sure she
attracted my own nvtice before I spoke a
word to her, or even knew who she was,
It would be quite an interesting study to
dlscover the secret of her attraction.”
And he got over the stile behind the
laurels with the intention of commencing
the Interesting study at once.

Ho started on entering the garden, for
while his eyes were turned to the window
in the lvied gable, he found himself face
to face with Bessy Morrls, who was juast
passing the laurels with her head bent
over her sewing. DPoeslbly she had seen
him coming, from the window,

Hogh Kearney made a few common.
place remarks, and asked one or two
commonplace questions as he walked by
Bessy Morrle’s slde towards the house.
But when she turned rouad at the end of
the walk, somehow he could not brivg
bim-e f to turn round with her. Perbaps
1t was pride that prevented him, and ho
wanted au evouse,  So far, he was merely
on his way to the house, He fouund an
excuse, however, for delayiag her a
minute at the lttle gate to inquire whether
her grandfather ever went to fish now ?
There was a little trout stream not far
fzcm Phil Morrie’s house, and the old man,
notwithetauding his lameness, was an ex
pert angler S)me years before Hugh

Hogan, turning to Me. Lowe,

o

cast of flles, when the contents of his own
fisbiog-book falled to lure the trout to rise
and get themselves hooked, Sometimes,
too, the rain would drive him from the
stream for shelter to the little houss
smong the hawthorns; and he would
lsten for hours to the old “croppy’s re-
minlscences of ‘08, while the shuttle was
allowed to rest as he shouldered bis crutch
to show how fields were won, Mr, Hugh
Kearney uted not to be quite oblivi-
ous of the presence of old Phil
Morrle’s lively lttle grand daughter ;
e¢ now he wondered why he
ad not tsken more notice of her at that
time, ard began to admire her retrospec-
tively, as she moved about the house or
sat readiog or sewing near the window
while the old man talked, and the rsin
poured down till the young ducks swam
up to the very threshold, sud seemed to
consult among themselves whether they
would have long to walt before they could
sall into the kitchen and explore every
nook and corner without setting foot on
dry land, And the glances—for Besty
Morrls was a coquette before ever she saw
a bold dragoon—that went for notbing at
that time, strange to say, began now to
produce the desired effect on Mr. Hugh
Kearney's heart, as memory brought them
back agaln, while he leant over the little
gate to ask Bossy Morrls whether her
grandfather ever went to fish now.

She had seen him looking over his files
and tackle a fow days before, snd Hugh
resolved to send his rod to Mat Donovan
to be repalred, and sald to himeelf that he
would pay an occasional visit to the river
during the spring and summer. It would
be very pleasant, O'd Pall was as enter
taining as ever, and told him some capital
storios at Ned Brophy’s wedding !

Hugh Kearney, as he walked alone up
the bill, scknowledged to bimsclf that he
would rather have remained in the garden
with Baesy Morris than with any glrl ke
koew—!f he bad an excusa,

It was generally sald and bellevad
among his frlends that Hugh had never
been in love, Yet be had a tirga of
romance in him, after a fashion, He was
o capltal bullder of castles in the air;
but be his castle never 8o stately,
never eo gorgeous and glitterlog, it
waz to him c.ld and unettractive tlil
love shed 1:s rosy light upon it. Bot in
epite of all this, he never was In love in
downright earnest. He had met some—
one or two, perhaps—whom, under favor
able clrcumstances, he might have loved.
Bat be had got a hebit of welghing pos-
sible consequences, and looking very far
before bim, which made him keep claar
of ectual danger, and content himse!f
with castles in the alr, His solitary ram-
bles over tha moors and mountalns were
very favorable to castle-bulldlng ; while
his close atteation to the management of
the farm—with which hia rambles did not
Interfere &t all—was calsulated to give a
practlcal business like turn to his micd.
He found health and relaxation among the
moors and mountains, and never thought
the tlme lost which was spent with hls dogs
and his gun, or upon horseback, clearing
stone walls and double ditches, afier the
foxhounds or the harlers, He read more,
and derlved more pleasure from books,
than his acquaintances suspected, and was
far better informed than he himeelf knew.
He did not parade his knowledge, and con-
sequently got credit for knowlog nothing
No day passed that he did not add to his
store. But he rend solely for the sake of
the pleasura it afforded hlm ; and ye: he
almost shrank from opering & new
volume uuless he had some previous
knowledge of the author or the sutjact.
He felt no cravig for novelty, and
liked so well to return agsin and again to
some cherlshed favorites that he often
thought it would scarcely be & matter for
regret If the art of book-making were lost,
and he wers henceforth obliged to limit
kis reading to the contents of his own
shelves, the greater part of which he owed
to that paragon of uncles, his mother’s
uncle Dan.  So that Mre, Kearney could
credit hor uncle Dan with Hugh’s taste
for reading as well as with Richard’s taste
for musle,

After walklng among the sheep and
counting them, and even catcblrg one
and feeling its ribs, he put bis hands ia
his pockets and looked about him. He
could see two figures leanlog over the
little bridge ; and supposing them to be
the doctor and the beauty of Castleview,
Hugh smiled. He consldered Kathleen,
too, siogularly handeome; and he
thought Ross an exceedlngly pleasant glrl
to spend an hour with. Yet ha turmed
back at T)m Hogan’s bouudary a while
ago, and had determined to do so from
the first—though Mlis Grace was quite
troubled to thiuk that it was because he
was “‘huffed” by the way she “treated him”
that he left them so abruptly. In fact he
felt inclined to keep aloof from the house
on the hill ; and there can scarcely be a
doubt that the habit of looking before
him had & good deal to do with producing
this somewhat odd frame of mind for a
young man Who admired besuty and
sympathized with lovers in general, and
was 80 given to bullding castles in the alr,
Yet he mnuver thought of looking
before him in the case of the little
bouse among the hawthorns. Was
It because it wes so humble a little
house ? or was It because there was more
attactive metal in 1t7 Perhaps both these
conslderations helped to make Mr, Hugh
Kearney forget his usual hablt of looking
to possible consequences in thls Instance,
And beeides, he had an excuse, He would
certalnly send bils fishing-rod to Mat
Donovan to bave {t-repalred. And poor
Mat Donovan!—had /e mnothing to do
with the affale? Was he 1a no way con
cerned 7  Was It nothing to him who
came or went to and from that llttle
house ip the whitethorns ?

At the present moment, however,
nothing sublunary ssems to be troubling
Mat Donovan bat how best to convey,
with the greatest certalnty and expedition,
to Tom Caddeby, of the Rath, the im-
portant intelligence that the long dizputed
huriing match could be declded to the
satisfactlon of all concerned In Maurice
Kearney’s kiln.field on the followlug
Sunday,

“Maybe,” eald Mat to himself, as he
trudged homeward after finlshing the
seed-sowing, “maybe I might meet soms
wan from that slde at the forge, If not
I don’ kuow how I’'m best mauage ; an’
Tom s llkely to be at tha falr to-morrow.”

He saw two horsemen riding towards him,
and on looking more closely he obssrved

cultivated the gentle craft, and the old | that there bad been a funeral In the little
weaver occaslonally supplied him with a ' graveyard near the castle, for, bestdes the

two horsemen, there were two or three
cara on the rosd, and a group of people,
moetly women, standing fo the church-

ard.
g 4] dida’t hear of any wan beln' dead
sbout this place,” said Mat Donovan to
bimeelf, “e0 I suppose it must be some
stranger. Begor, I’'m sll right,” be ex-
claimed, quickening his pace; ‘“that’s
ould Paddy Laughlan, an' he'll bring
word uv the huriin’ to Tom Cuddehy.”
He harried on and came out upon the
maln road before the horseman had

passed.

“A fine evenin’, Mat,” eald old Paddy
Lavghlan ; “what way are you afther the
weddin’? The divil a betther bout uv
dancin’ I see these fifty years than that
Iasst bout ye danced. Ave you any
news "

“Not a word strange, Is id a faneral
ye're at 1"

“Tis,” was the reply; “s son uv
Willlam Maher's,”

“Wishs, now,” exclalmed Mst in as-
tonishment., *“I didn’t hear & word uv

»

‘Oh, "tls on’y the yourge:t little by,
I b'lleve he wasn’t more than about
fifteen months ould, Where are you
comin’ from ?”

“Well, we wor finlshin’ the seed.sowln’
at Rabeen ; and I'm goln’ to give some
directions to Jack Dealany about the
plough.irons, as we're goin’ to bresk a
fisld. An' now as I'm ofther meetin’
you, maybe you'’d—"" Here Mat Dono-
van ttopped short, The second borseman,
who had loltered b:hind, rode up; snd
as soon a8 Mat Donovan recognlsed him
he ceased speaking, and looked as If he
hed made a mistake. The horseman was
the young man from the mountain, who
kept gaddlog after a certaln white jacket
at Ned Brophy’s wedding, when his
allegisnce was lawfully due elsewkere.
Was Mat Donovan jealous of the young
man from the mountaln? On the con-
trary, his dlscelmination {a the matter of
the white jacket made Mat Donovan feel
a8 If he were the sworn frlend of the
yourg mai from the mountain, Yet
Mat Donovan looked grave, and stopped
thort fa the middle ¢f a sentence, the
momant he recognleed the young man
frem the mountan {n the horseman who
now rode up and resumed his place at old
Paddy Langhlan’s side,

“What’s that you wor sayln’, Mat?’
old Paddy Laughlan asked,

“Nothin’ uv any account,” Mat replied.
“I was thinkin’ uv eendin’ 8 message to a
friend up In that direcilon ; but I won't
mind {4.”

“I’ll bedn’ a message, an’ welcome, for
you,” returned the old farmer. “Maybe
’tia to Ned Brophy? 1If is is, I won’t
mind turnin’ down an’ telilz’ him, if I
don't happen to meet sny wen on the
road to send Id by. He's a cousln uv
Ned Brophy’s,” ke added, turnlng to the
young man who rode by his eide, a3 {f he
thought it necessary to explaln why he
was 8) clvil to a poor man like Mt Doa.
ovan.

The young man only locked at his
rpurs, which were very large aud very
bright—fizst at one and then at the other
—and eeemed to thick that old Paddy
Laughlan was on the whole too coude-
ecanding—Ned Brophy’s relationehip to
the contrary notwitbstanding.

“I won't mind 1d now,” returned Mat,
¢ Good evenla’ to ye.”

“Bed luck to id for money,” sald Mat
Donovan to himself when Paddy Laugh-
lan and hie intended sox. in-law had ridden
forward, **’tis doin’ harm here and there,
Well she’ll have her twenty cows milkin’
at any rate ; ay, begor, an’a good lookin’
young fellow, too, though he a gag itse’f,
Bat If ever a woman was fond uv a man
Jady Laughlin was fond of Tom Caddehy.
An’ poor Tom ’d marry her {f she hadn’t
8 croes to bless herself wud in the morn-
in’; an’ he tould me ke would. An’all
on account uv her four hundhred pounds
fortune they’re to be separated. I don’
know ; she might be a happler woman
wad Tom, though he has on’y a small
farm, an’ that tiliage, than ever ehe’ll be
ia her fize slate houce wud her twenty
cows comin’ into her yard. Well, I was
nesr playin’ the divil by ax/n’ the ould
fellow to tell Tom Cuddehy sbout the
field. The not a wan uv me everthought
uv how id was betune 'em till the son-in
law reminded meuvid, An’sure I might
'asy koow, whin Tom himse’f tould me
she daren’t look at him for the last twelve
month. Now if Tom dhraws her down,
a8 he always do, the next time I meet him,
I koow the first word that’ll come to my
mouth ls, that there’s as good fish in the
8ay Be ever was caught. An’ cowld com-
fort that same ould sayin’is, Well, he'll
soon be out uv paln anyway, An’ maybe
"twould be well for more of us if we had
the same story.” He looked up at the
three poplar trees on the bill, and then at
the little house among the hawthorns.
“Well, I muat see about the plough-irons,”
he added, rouslcg bimself; “an’ who
koows but wan uv ihese cazs at the church
might be from Tom’s slde uv the coun.
thry, an’ I can send bim wo:d about the
harlta',”

TO BE CONTINUED

You can never know till you try, how
quickly a dose of Ayer’s Pllls will core
your sick headache. Your stomach and
bowels need cleansing, and these pilis
will accomplish 1t more effectually and
confortably then any other medicine you
can find,

PARMELEE'S PILLs possess the power of
acting specifically upon the diseased
orgauns, stimulating to action the dormant
energies of the system, thereby removing
disease, In fact, 8o great is the power of
this medicine to cleanse and purify, that
diseases of almoet every name and nature
are driven from the body, Mr, D.
Carswell, Carswell P, O,, Ont., writes: I
have tried Parmelee’s Pills and find them
an excellent medicine, and one that will
sell well,”

Poetic Sentiment,

To apply the poetic words “‘a medicine
that's able to breath lifs into a stone” to
B. B. B. savors of exaggeration, but con-
sidering its countless cures and wonderfal
work even exaggeration seems justifiable if
it convinces those who hesitate to try B,
B. B. and be cured.

Mr. R. A Harrison, Chemist and Drug-
gist, Dunnville, Ont,, writes: *I can with
confidence recommend Northrop & Lyman’s
Vegetable Discovery and Dyspeptic Cure
for Dyspepsia, Impures Bloo1, Pimples on
the Face, Biliousness and Constipation—

such cases having come under my personal
observation,"

CATHOLIC TRUTH,

THE NEW BS8ONIErTY TELLS BSBOME
THINGS CATHOLICS DO NOT BE-
LIEVE.

The Oatholic Truth Society, has pub-
lished the following excellent letter in
the Minnespolis Journal :

In view of the fact that there has been
80 much discussion locally of late about
doctrinal differences bestween Catholics
sud Proiestants, we ssk the privilege of
enumerating some thinge Catholics do
not believe, ¥

1, They do not believe that there is
any other mediator of redemption than
Jesus Christ, “For there is no other
name given to man whereby he must be
saved,” When they call the Mother of
God, or any saint, a mediator, it is not in
the sense of a mediator of redemption
attributed to our Saviour, but in the
sense of intercessor or pleader between
God and his fellow-man, as Abraham,
Moses and St, Paul praying to God for
the people,

2. Cathollca do not belleve that the
Virgin Mary s in any way equal or even
comparable to God, for, belng only a crea-
ture, although the most highly favored,
she {s infivitely less than God, who created
her., Nordothey claim for her any power
beyond that she derlves from God; for
she is entirely dependlng on God for her
privileges, her grace and her glory,

3. Oatholics do mot believe there s any
power on this earth or in heaven that can
glve permission to commit the least sln ;
or that a sin can be forgiven for money ;
or an indulgence graunted for the com-
mistion of sln, elther past, present or
future, or that a priest, Bishop, Cardinal
or Pope can glve valld abeolution to a
sinner who does not truly repent by sin-
cere sorrow, and truly resolve to abandon
tin for all time to come, and amend his
life and make reparation to God and his
nelghbor for the cffarce commitied,

4 Catholics do not believe thet any man
can obtaia ealvatioa by bis own good
deeds, independently of the merits and
passlon of Jeeus Christ and His grace, or
that he can make any satlsfaction for the
guilt of bis slus, or acquire any merit ex-
cept through the Savicar,

5. Cathellc do mnot believe that It is
alloweble to break a lawfal cath or tell a
lle, even for the couverelon of a klngdom,
or to do auything whatever of a elaful
nature to promote the enpposed lnterests
of thelr Courch, The false and perniclous
principle that “*the end jastifics the means”
or that one may do evil that gocd may
come, is utterly condemned by the Cathie
ltc Church.

6. Catholics do not believe that Pro-
tesiants who are baptized, who lead &
good hife, love God and their neighbor,
who avoid evil and do good, who are
blameleesly

IGNORANT CF CATHOLIC TRUTH,

and of the just claims of the Catholic
Chaurch to be the only true religion, are
excluded from heaven, provided _ they
believe there is one God in three
divine persons (or unity in trinity or
trinity in unity) ; that God will reward
the good and punish the bad bereafter ;
that Jesus is the Son of God, made man,
Who redeemed us, and in Whom we
must trust for our ealvation, and pro.
vided they thoroughly repent of haviug
ever by their eins offended God,

7. Catholics hold that Protestants
who have these dispositions, and who
bave no suspicion of their religion being
false, and no means of discovoring, or
fail 1n honest endeavors to discover the
true religion, and who are eo disposed in
their hearts that they would, at any cost,
embrace the Roman Catholic religion if
they knew it to be the true one, are
Catholics in epirit, and in some sense
within the Catholic Church, without
themselves knowing it. Taese Caris-
tians belong and are united to the
‘“soul,” a8 it is called, of the Catholic
Church, although they are not united to
the vieible body of the Church by ex.
ternal communion with her, and by the
outward profeesion of her faita. Many
Protestants from early educationand false
teaching about Catiholics were right-
eously indignant at Catholics’ belief, but
on ascertaining the truth from Qatholic
sources became members of the much-
maligned Cburch. Among such men
may be reckoned Cardinal Newman, who
believed and to the age of thirty-seven
preached that the Pope is anti.Christ,
and Earl Spencer (afterwards Father
Igoatius), who attacked the Catholic
Ohurch 80 vigorously when he was a
clergyman of the Eoglish Church that
his own father implored him to speak
less violently of Catholics and exercise
religious toleration,

8."Cathollcs do not belleve that it s in
the power of thelr Church to add to the
trathe contained In the **deposit of falth;"
that {s to frame or enforce any doctrine
which has not for its source the written or
uowritten word of Ged, or authozity from
the same. Nor do they belleve, when the
Church makes a definitlon in matters of
falth, as for instance the Immaculate Con.
ception of Mary, or the Infallibility of the
Pope in matters of falth and morals, it 1a
® new doctrine ; it belng only a solemn
declaration and a clearer statement of
what was bolleved, at least implicity (ihat
ls In an fmplied way, or inferentially) at
the tlme of the apostles, though some
private person might have doubted 1t.

Cathollcs do not belleve many other
things not here enumerated, and on ex-
aminatlon of the Catholle doctrine as
taught and promulgated by the Church,
many t_hlnga which appear stravge to non.
Oatholics can be readily ascertatned to be
founded on revealed religlon, human
reason and common sense.

—— R S———
Worth Ten Dollars a Bottle,

‘Any person who has used Polson's Ner-
viline, the great pain cure, would not be
without it if it cost ten dollars a bottle,
A good thing is worth ita weight in gold,
and Nerviline is the best remedy in the
world for all kinds of pain. Tt cures
neuralgia in five minutes ; toothache in one
minute; lame back at one application ;
}muduc!m in a few moments ; and all pains
1ast as rapidly, Small test bottles only
cost 10 cents. Why not try it to-day?
Large bottles 25 vents, sold by all dyuggists
and country dealers, Use Polson’s nerve
pain cure—Nerviline,

Holloway’s Corn Cure is the medicine to
remove all kinds of corns and warts, and

only costs the small sum of twenty-five
cents,

Minard’s Liniment; Lumbermay’s Fi

Minard’s Liniment cuves Garget in
Cows,
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