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JHREE BIRTHDAYS.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

BY ELEANOR C, DONNELLY.

(From the Philadelphia Catholéc Stnidard.)

PART THIRD.
1nz.—(CoNTINVED.}

Miriam bid her face in her h_:mds and felt
the sweet calm withii"her heurt. increase every

moient.
____t Ad firmanduin cor sincerum
Sola fides sufficit ™
When they eame out into the qx’\ict strect o
Jittle later, Mr. Alhey said softly! N
7 bave asked for you @ grace, my Miriam,
‘. . - . ) o« l,'
ay it be quick in coming: ) .
Msyiw Jooked ap him, pale, bnt with o smile of
sineular tranquility : . )
" Q If by lifting my finwer.” she said, slowly,
1 could turn you aside from the path you
have chosen, dear Jrnest, I would xooucr dic
than do it. And if God ever gives me the
arace to be a goud Catholie, I hope l.w will give
fnc with it the grace to hmitate you in my poor

de%lﬁ—:\dded, with averted head, and in n
«mothored, broken voice: o
w —— to be a sister of charity.”
v,

The Terrace was brilliant with lighty that
(hristmas cvening ; and Bal‘b:lr:_u's guests in
the full tide of merriment -.u_ul. mirth. Publie
obstacles and private misglvmg:f to the con-
trary, the cntertuinm.eut Wily Proving a success,;
and Barbara, in spite of her. vexation, wus
forced to give Cyril Murdoch his due, and ad-
mit that she could not have got along very well
without him. He was a whole host in himself.
Tableau after tableau had been :successfully
grecuted and npplauded under his manage-
went: and each time, in the pauses between
the falling and the rising of the curtun, lively
gossip went on among the guests over .Mr. Al-
bey's defection of Rome. Miriam’s unac-
countable serenity, and Cyril Murdoch'_s.mm‘*-
rige; speculations on the young ministers
motives and his chances with his blonde ficnece;;
coupled with on dits us to the beauty, blood
and position of Cyril's bride. If the latter
had been the favorite wife of a Sultan, she
could not have been more jeulously sccluded.
She had kept her room all day, and been ex-
cused from dinner ; but Cyril promised if her
headache was better that she would take part
in the closing tableawt and join the guests at
supper. )

« Headache ! muttered Barbara, as Cyril
strolled away after making this aunouncement;
and a servant came to tell her some onc wanted
to sec her in the library,—¢ it is nothing but
airs.  If she had the headuche and the heart-
ache  have to-night,—she might stay up stairs
for a week, aye, for a year !”

In the dim library she found Mr. Albey
equipped for traveling, but looking calm aud
happy. . )

«T came to say good-bye,” he said cheerily.
¢ Haybe I ought not have disturbed you when
you were making merry with your guests; but
T am leaving in the miduight train, and I have
ot & minute to spare.’”

Barbara looked at him with moist eyes.  So
slnder—so  slightly-built, but with such a
strong light of manly resolve, of sacrifice mude,
and victories achieved—shining out of his thin,
intelligent face! : -~

Never before had she realized how dear to
her he was—this upright, gentle young man.
Never befora had she realized how wide was
the gulf which had opened between them ; how
complete the divorce from the many delightful
privileges and congenial intcrests which they
had shared so long and,so familiarky together.
. She could not spuuk, but held out her
hand. - : .

%I did not ask for Mirium,” he suid, softly,
“beeause T would spare her the pang of part-
ing. Wo have a perfeet understanding between

“us; and God will surely requite hgr noble
resignation, Tor his sake, us well as for your
- own, my dear Miss Barbara. I beg of you never
to thwurt God's work in her soul.” '

“She will bé the pext to go, I suppose,”
said Barbava, drearily. ¢ Qne -by one they
drop away from me. Iirst Pet—then you—,"”
her own voice choked, .

“Dear Pet!” eried the young miAn, with
shining eyes, ¢ Glood, courageous, noble Pet!
In God's great merey: one. of the instruments of
my conversion—of my salvation. Had she

‘becn less brave, less resolute, I might have
faltered in ‘miy. hour of trial—I might have
gone on, (Hoaven forgiveo mel) deceiving my-
self and others:to the bitter end” -,
..  He pauscd ‘with a tear. glistening -on  his

_ lashes:—then ‘pressing* warmly. ‘the hand he|.

., held, he-said-in a broken voice: - - o
o Ut kindnesses . to . the’ . poor
iled so,often: and: 8o un-
yat:Lord, :Jesus

He was gone.  And Barbura went back, like
one in a dreum, to the lighted drwing-rooms
and found the curtain just falling on Miriam,
as Evangeline. Truly for her—

& All was ended now, the hope and the fear, and the
ROTTOW,

All the sehing of heart, the restless, unsatisfied
longing,

- AlL the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish of

paticnce.

“Only one more tablean,”
near her.

“Yes: and Cyril's wife is to take part in
it. T wm dying with curiosity,” said Luey
Murdoch.

¢ Die in a better cause.” whispered her sis-
ter: I dare say she is some French aristo-
crat who will keep us all at a distance.  Cyril
always had the oddest tastes,”

Barbara sat listening to it all with a ¢ucer
oppressive feeling, as if she had the nightmare :
and when Miriam camne to ask her some ¢ues-
tion about the supper, she auswered at random,
marvelling at the same time, in a misty way,
how calm her sister looked,

Oh! if the evening was only over and the
zuests goue—that she might eive up  this
acting, and hide her misery in her own quiet
room !

After what seemed to her an interminable

ald somic oue

delay, there was a buzz of’ expectation all over |

the saloon. The guests settled themselyes in
their chairs in mingled curiosity and compla-
ceney, the little bell g, and the curtain
slowly rose, '

“ St. Cleceliv and Valerian ! cried the foot-
man, appointed to announce the  tableau; and
a charming picture was revealed.

The skilful artists had adroitly chosen the
moment when the Pagan nobleman discovers
for the first time the Christianity of his newly-
wedded bride : wnd the drapery and grouping
were dramatie beyond words

¢ In thy hridal chamber,
Like Nuint Cecelin,

Thou shalt hear sweet music,
And breathe the fagrance

Of tlowers immartal " .

Cyril, as Tlesivm, in the rich costume of a
Roman courtier, stood in an attitude of digni-
fied questioning surprisc; one hund resting
lightly on his bride’s shoulder; the other,
touching with cusy grace, the hilt of his jewelled
sword.

And a hundsomwe, irresistible pagan he
looked! The tunic of searlet velvet slashed
with silver, sat casily on his manly, well-pro-
portioned figure—his plumed eup lay at his
feet—und u chain of gold glittered on his
breast, under his long, curling beard.

But the Suint Cecelin—cynosure of all
eyes ? The whole assemblage bent forward
breathlessly, to eatch a glimpse of her face.

Bat in vain.

The bride of Valerian—the bride of Cyril—
was deeply veiled ? :

Her richly flowered robe of white brocade
flowed away from her in shining waves and lay
like a snowy river behind her; but over heml
and face alike—over the corset-waist which
fitted closely to her muajestic figure, and was
studded thickly . with seed-pearls—over the
wide, graceful sleeves which fell back from
her jewelled wrists, and hung like folded wings
—over, in fuct, the charming toute cnsemble,

veil of delicate gnuze descended to her fect.

But so exquisite was that mysterious statue
—so perfect the pose of her half-averted head
under the yiclding veil, that a murmur of
subducd admiration ran * through the erowded
roon, :

While they whispered—while they gazed—
Cyril's arm was slowly; gently lifted; Cyril's
hand was laid wpou the environs gauze—aund
with one quick movement the shinnnering mass
lay behind her, and in the blaze of lights—the
Bring stood unveiled !

Lovelier than of old in her vivid blushes—
fuller, maturcr—but with the xweet, familiar
smile upon her lips, and the wellvemembered
light shining out of her wonderful grey eyes—

¢« Pet 1" sereamed Barbara.

« ( darling!” eried Miriam.

¢ My. wife! said Cyril, triumphantly, as he
put her into their ayms. .

And a seene of Blfirions confusion followed
which bafles deseripfion—the wildest im-
promptu tableau of the night. '

When the first joyful outburst was over:

« Married |—and to Cyril, after all "' sobbed
happy little Barbara, oblivious of the by-stand-
ers. ¢ This is surely the merriest Christmas
of our lives I”’ - ' :

s And Suint Cecelia’s happiest birth-day,”
said Miriam, archiy, with her arms round Pet’s
waist,

«Yes, God be praised " “ericd Cyril, draw-

his wife tenderly towards him—* and a joyous
ending to o year of many trials, but of many
blessings! Have you forgiven e, sister Bar-
bura, for marrying the pretty foreigner, ufter
all ?” . ' ,

© « Good-for-nothing fellow? Do you deserve
forgivencss, after keeping me on the rack all
day ? My only wonder is, that so fuir and
dear a saint would ever ‘become the bride of
:such e remorsoless pagan ! - ¢ .- v
"+ Speak,” ‘said Pet ; and Cynil st@mck;an at-

tude

; nothing was left him but the old house, which

-the-ﬁgad ,angggbIQ' !

“ Listen and admire, friends and sisters, how
the romauce of our lives has outstripped the
reality of our tableau. 7This Saint Cecelia”—
and he Iaid his. hand caressingly on Pet's
charming head, snd looked over it wickedly at
Buarbara—«<not ounly converted her Valerian
before she warried him, but bids fair (thauk
Heuven!) to bring the rest of her pagen relu-
tives, after him, into the ONE TRve Forn!”

(TOE END.)

DICK POCGLE'S JUMP~~AN IRISIH STORY.

Dick Poole’s tather came of a stock, the Poole’s
of Poolzarn, of hard drinkers and hard riders.
It need scarcely be said that Poolrary was in |
Ireland, and that the system of managcwent
pursued by the owners was such us to reduee
the dimensions of the estate, until, when it
came to the hero of this tale. there was little
left of the ameestral acres. But Dick 1'oole
cared naught for this,  Ax long as he had the
privileze of tishing and shooting over the old
place (and the new comers never refused him)
the let the world wag snd saw the property slide
from him with the equanimiry of an impeenni-
ous philosopher.

The consequence was that Dick disposed of
farm after furm of his estate, until at length

he stuck to, and an old retainer, Dan Doherty, !
whe clung to his fortunes swith a fidelity which }
wight be described 25 welodramatie,  Poole,
of course. from his habits, was not a weleome |
guest among the country fumilies, though they |
universally admitted his right to consider hiw- |
selt of their ¢aste.  He kept up, however, a
custom of visiting the officers who were station-
ed at n small garrison town in the neighbor-
hood; and it was at their mecss. to which he
was invited, that the circamstance arose, the
sequel of which rendered his name a houschold
word throughout the provinee,

Daring dinner Poole conducted himself well
enough, He was fortunately placed next a
quiet, sucking ensign; but when the claret was
disposed of, when the Major left the room, and
strong waters were called on, Peole laid him-
self out, as was usual with him, for a hard
night. A few of the men, sceing the rate at
which he went, caleulated on putting him un-
der the table; but before Dick had shown the
glichtest token of undue exhilaration, several
of his cntertainers were talking thickly and
laughingloudly. ITunting, shooting, and swin-
ming stories were exchanged with a treseendo
of mendacity on the part of the narrators as the
night advanced.

t Palking of swimming,” put in Poole, *<do
you know the ¢liffs at the seaside of Poolgura ?
I'll bet any man I'll jump of the highest part
of those aiiffs, and carey another fellow on my
back.”

A universal burst of laughter., and cries of
“ Take you up, old boy! How mueh can you
book 2 greeted this insanc challenge.

When the noise had somewhat subsided,
Licut. Browne, the scuior Licutenant of the
regiment, produced a betting boob, and said to
Dick : “ If youare serious, Poole, for a hundred
you don't do it.”

“ Done ! replied Dick ut once ; and it was
fixed then that the performance wus to take
pluce on the following Sunduy. '

For & wonder, Poole walked off steadier than
wany of his hosts could on that night.  Lieut.
Browne expressed well in to win; ¢for if the
fool would be mad enough to attempt such a.
thing, there is mo one living would be idiot
enough to go on his buck,” thought he. Next
morning Poole told Dan Dolerty how he had
enjoyed himself at the barracks, and then
(uickly mentioned the bet, as if he had made
nothing of it. Din for a few moments could
not speak, so much was his horror and sur-
prise ; at last he managed to stammer out, “ QO
Master Dick, Master Dick, whatever d'ye mane
beit? Is it out of yer senses ye are, in-
tirely ?"'

“No, you old goose, I'm not out of my
scnses,” replied Poole, I want to win a hun-
dred pouuds; aud what is more, Dan,” e
went orf coaxingly, * you must help me to win
it."” ‘
. «Begorra, thin, I won't!” bust out Dan
with a rebellious energy. “ I've served you,
man and boy, many a year; but hand or part
or fut, so help me~—"' : .

“ Look here, Dan, I don’t intend to do it at
all, and still T intend ‘to gain the wager. We
want it, as you koow, badly.” )

«God lelp us, ’'tis thrue for you, sir, we
dO.”

“Well, lere's my plm. We'll beon the
sround ; youll get on ny back” (Dan made a
forcible gesture of dissent), “und just as we
seem about té start, the police will be on the
spot to stop us. Do you take ?” ®

¢« You mane that we are to put them up to
it. Is that it, gir?"

% Yes, of course.” iy

« But thin, won’t the bot be o dhraw, sir ?'

“Nq, it won't. Do you think I'd make
such a wager without paking carc that Lshould
have an advantage over these gay boobies ?-—
Leave it to me, Dan, Follow my directions,
and you'll find everything will be right. .I'll
‘go into the. town ;,m?rskglf,g_to-'dny‘ -and.;speak to:

s

The eventful morning arrived, a cold grey
wmorning it was, in July. The officers were all
on the ground looking over the cliff, which was
fully from ninety to a lhundred feet above the
sea, and wondering whether Dick Poole would
have the courage to carry out hix wild enter-
prise. Dick exchanged grectings with them cor-
diadly, and brought forward Dan as his compag-
non du royage,  Thatindividual had some wix-
givings touching the order of praceedings; amd
when Dick preemptorily ordered him to tuke
off his clothes he showed decided symptoms of
his courage oozing, like that of Bob Acres,
from his fingers” ends.  Poole, however, whis-
pered a few reassuring words in hiscar,  + Be-
sides,” reflected Dan, as his tecth chattered
with the fright and gold, « I've tould the
polizs meself, for fear of any mistake, I won.
der they're not here already.”

Dan prolonged his unrobing as much us pos-
sible; but at length he stood trembling ia
ciwerpo, and before he conld distinetly realize
the situation he found himself' on his master's
buck. Glancing over his shoulder in mortal
terror, he saw the glazed enps of the police ap-
proaching,

< Are they coming, Dan ®” whispered Dick.
softly,

“ Yis. master, dear, yis : only hould on for a
minit.”

“ Are they very near us, Dau 2"

* Quite close. yer honor,” responded Dun,
now becoming easy in his mind,

At this moment a constable ran forward,
breaking from the officers, who tried to inter-
cept iim, But what was Dan’s terror when
Dick elutched him firmly by the legs, and then
with o shrill « Whaup!” like the war shout of
an Indian brave, gave a header literally into
space over the cliff!

Dan says he found himself going down under
water alwost as fur as he had tallen from land.
The place was several fathoms deep ; on their
rising to the surfave Dick prabbed his comrade
und bore him safely to a boat which was lying
under the precipice prepared for the event.—
So Dick Puole won the hundred pounds and
Dan Doherty was none the worse.

-

THE BRIDAL RING.

A STORY OF CAHIR CASTLE.

(From Legends of the Wars in Ireland, by Robert Duyer
Joyer, M1

The site on which Cahir Castle is built was
formerly a oun, or fort,—a structure which
was forined of woodwork and earthen embank-
ments, The present castle was founded, it
would seem, hy onc of those bold Normaun ad-
venturers who came to our shores in the train
of the Furl of Chepstow, or Strongbow, as he
wag more familiarly called. It stands upon an
island rock which divides the waters of the
Suir, and, during the several wars that raged
in Irckmd dince the invasion, was always a
place of greut strength and importance, It
belonged, since the beginning of the fourteenth
century, to the powerful house of Ormond ; for
we find it then in possession of Jumes Butler,
son of James the third earl, by Catherine,
duughter of the Burl of Desmond.  During the
wars of Blizabeth and those of the succeeding
reigns, it changed hands frequently, and stood
several gallant sieges, the relation of which
would be fur too long for the limits of this
story. The ancient Irish nawme of the town of
Cahir was Culdr dunu-tascaigh; that is, the
circular fortress of the fish-abounding fort.—
One of the incidents connected with the military
history of Cahir Castle is told in the following
story :— '

In a corner of a solitary churchyard some
short distance from Cuhir, there lics s portion
of an uncicnt tomb, numely, tho upper half of
a limestone slab, which is now ualmost com-
pletely hidden from the eye of the curious
visitor by the rank and luxuriant growth of
docks, nettles, and other weeds that clothe the
silent dwellings of ‘the dead around, If you
raise it up, and rub the moss carcfully from
its timeworn face, you will be rewarded with-
the sight of the following portion of an inscrip-
tion :—

# Heere lieth ye bodye of John de Botiller,

who was shot.

Alsoe ye bodyc of his Wife Mary de Botiller,
who died when he died,

Their youlhe was Love,

Their courtshippe was Love,
Their marriage-dnie was Love,
Their wedded life was Lave,
‘I'beir deathe was Love,

And n .

What the remaining portion of the inscription
was will most probebly remain unknown for-
ever: for the fracture occurs at the word
¢« And,” while the other half of the slab is-lost.
Many an hour's toil the. search for that lost
fragment of sculptured limestode cost us: but.

it was all of no-awail: and the’ history of the
‘personages whom the ubove quaint ‘words com-

memorate would perhaps have. remained in ob-

gourity till the.end of time, wers'it not that we
;lggppvened.? somc_;'ygnr; 2go, to xﬂé'et.‘.Briu_tk. Tier-'

ay;- of. Templetenn d Joviai:

st‘:llworlh, and withal as venerable, a specimen
of u senachie, or story-teller, as you would tind
within the four scas of old Irclnd. Brian =
Tiernay's relation is far too long to come with.
in the Imits of such a short tale ax this must
necessarily be.  Stripping it, therefore, of some
of its ornate flourishes, and a wreat nember of
incidental episodes, we shall procecd to relate
the thread of the story aceurding o his version,

About 2 mile or so to the south-cast of
Cahir astie, there stood, on a high crag over
the Suir. a square tower, or pocl-house as they
would cull it in Scotland ; which tower was for
a long time the dwelling of Walter Ridensford,

an imcient retainer of the areat house of Or-
wond. . The tower was one of a chiain of simi-

lar buildings, which, with their high bawn wally

antdl strong gates, stood at the distenee of o

few miles from one another towards the sonth

and west. in g semicirele beyond the ureat

border fortvess of Cobir, and acted as advanced

posts through whieh an enemy would have to

pierce hefore he could attack the strongly-

situated central emstle,  The tower to which

we allude wis enlled Tig-na-Sgiath, or the

House of the Shield, from a rude representa-

tion uf that defonsive appurtenance of a warrior,

which was seulptured over the sturdy archway

that led into the bawn, Tt was a strone place,

and expecially so durine the time it was occu-

pied by the brave old castellan whom we have

named above.  Walter Ridenstord, or Wattie

Stem-the-Stream, as he wax culled along the
borders,—by which we mean that strip of de-
batable lund which lay botween the territories
of the two greal and rival houses of Qrmond
and Desmond,—w:s one of the wmest eceentric
men that ever struck worion on head to follow
the binmer of his master on fray or foray. At
the time of’ our story, he had attained to that
respectable awe which generully precludes a
maun i'rn‘m engagig in the rough and dangerous
acenpetions of war,  But time scemed to have
bad but little effect npon the iron frume and
hardy spirit of Wattie-Stem-the-Stream ; for
he was still one of the most quarrelsome, and
at the same time most formiduble, of all those
retainers of the house of Ormond who inhabited
that dangerous and troublesome district lying
along the south-western buuks of the Suir,
Muny a single combat he had fought, and muny
a foray he had tidden, iu cvery one of which,
by some good chance or other, he had been
suceessful ; and this, we need not sy, caused
him to be regarded as a personage of wo small
consequenee by the various scneschals, eastel-
lang, and other people of note and authority
for many a mile round,  Wattie had married
late in life; and lis wite, dying soon fter, left
behind her an only daughter, who was dear as
the apple of his eye to' the old warrior, and
who, about the perivd at which our story cow-
menees, was nearly seventeen years of age,

Mary Ridensford was a beautiful and gentle
girl; und, when we say that much of her, it is
enough to indicate the fact that her hand was
sought in marrisge by many z young cavalier
of the borders. But to all thosc, when they
ventured to speak upon such « delicate subject
to Wattie Stem-the-Stream, that grim old war-
rior made the rather ambiguous answer, that
1o one but the best man in Ormond would get
his daughter for a wife. This orzeulnr re-
sponse, it seems, instead of decroasing, added
considerably to the nuwber of youny Mary
Ridensford’s suitars. There was Gibbon of
the Wood, from the banks of Funcheon, who
gave 1t out that he would cheerfully do battle
with sword and asc—if that was the meuning
of old Wattic Stem-the-Streum’s unswer—
against any competitor for the lady's hand;
there was Donat Burke of Ruscoe, who swore,
that, as he had lost his heart, he did- not care

a straw about losing his head for her sake;
there was Raymond Grace, of Burnlort, who
made outh to his confidential friend, that, along
with putting kis heart's blood in jeopardy for
the sake of gaining her aflections, he would
willingly throw his lands and castle into the
bargain; and there was a host of others., Bug
the rivalry at last seemed hottest between Gib-
bon of the Wood and the youung castellan of
Cnoc Graffon, whose name was John de Botil-
ler, or Butler, and who, besides being a distant
cousin of the Earl of Ormond, was also ac-
counted the boldest horseman of the border,
and the best and truest hand at sword-play,
pistol-mark, or deft tricks of dagger in time of
‘war, and also in every athletic amusement on |
festival days on village green and by fairy well. .
One day John de Botiller received intimation
from one of his daltins, or horseboys, that Gib-
bon of the Wood had just paid a visit, on -rag-
trimonial subjeocts intent, to the House of the
Shield. This information was not; of course, -
very welcome to the young flery castellan of
Cnoc Graffon. With = -darkbrow he began
revolving the subject in his mind, and at-.Jast
took his horse, and rode away for the -purpose.
of paying a similar visit to Wattie 'Stemth
‘Stream, - He found that worthy sitting by k
castle-gute, grimly contemplating a cerlain pasy
in the far-off rangeof mountains, wheré, onge
upon & time, he had the satisfaotion’ of secing:
detschment of - the ‘Desmond ““soldiers.; e
piecos by the followers of :hig ancient:
‘master;: Thoriiag, the- Black Bafl

Row,. the’ yot




