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- »I()N‘TRE'AL', FRID AY, JANUARY 24,1862

in' the
town of ‘Waterford, three persons, .an clderly.
.man and 5'_70“1.3_“:‘»'.3!_‘51:3-..!30)'_,:Werg--s_eated-_ round
\fire; on a-dreary December. e?ening.. The room
was'scantilyfurnished, and- tne few-articles in-it
ere poor i appearadce,’” Off the walls wefe
two small, colored pribts, dne representing the
Madouna, the ather St..J: oseph. Over the man-
. 1el-piece Was ‘a_e.rougtlly-frnmed.vpenclyl_ sketch,
bearing Lhie inttials, PB #57 and above’ this was
- g blaik, ¢lean space on the w,_al‘l', which . showed
here. 3 Jarge picture had huag.  On ‘a small
Aable, in _a-corngr,'..l'r}y a few educational works,
" .some drawings of buildings, aqd a cop’ybopk jand
.penéath 1t lay two sets of stonemason s tools. Tt
was plain that the owners'"of the room lad been
coning down the hill fately, and had parted from
some of their possessions by the way. : K
God knows, it 1sn’t my wish, Mary; you
know well I'don’t like to lave the ould spot,1f it
.could be helped: ibut_,what:?\rg we to-de? This
1s the third week we’re out o work, and 1 see. no
chance o' getting any aither. DPeter Butler said
in his letter, that'if Phil there, and me, was in
Bradford, we'd be imployed at once, for they’re
always buildin® there. You could stop wid your
sister tli we wrote, and thin you could join us
agen T ear
: Yes, mother, cheer yourself up,’ said the
last speaker’s son, a lad. of sixteen, with blz\:ck
animated eyes, and a bright intelligent face, ¢ it’s
only for a week or a fortnight, and then, please’
God; we shall be all together once wmore.’ _
¢ Well, dears,’ said bus mother, drying her eyes,
4it may be all for the best; God grant it. 1
I den’t like to be puttin’ myself in-your way,

Martin,’ she continued, addressing - ber busband ;°

< but somehow orother, I can’t get over a fool-
ish feetin’ 1 have that something wrong will hap-
pen if youlaveme) .. oo

¢ Tut, woman dear, never mind that. Well,
will we go onMonday,: thin'? - You kiow there
is no’ time to'be lost, Mary.) "~ .

His, wife gave:consenl wilh a:sigh, and .it was,
arranged that the:fatlier:and:son’should:"sdil tor
England;'and seek employment at Bradford, leav-
ing the mother wilh ber ‘sister in 'Waterford.

For some years, Martin Byrne had worked at
Iis trade of .stonemason, and had enjoyed mode-
rate prosperity. . But -about a year before the
time at which our story opens, things began to
go i’ with him. Work became slack in Water-
. ford, and when s employer faled in  business,
he found .1t almost- impossible to. get work else-
where. for himself and his son. Tt is'neediess to
quote the old proverb. IIl luck came not alone
in ths instance. ~His wife’s health, which had
always been infifh, grew woise than ever; and
the doctor’s fees-drained him' of ‘whatever little
money he had saved.. : .

About this :time an acquaintance ' in Bradford
wrote’ to him, informing i that stonemasons’
awork was plentiful, and well paid for there, and
advising him to' go tinther “with his wife and son.
Martin Byrue, as we have seen, thought fit to
take Peter Butler’s advice, and in the beginning
of the second week ot December, father and son
bad applied for, and obtained work:from, Mr.
‘Chumley, one of the principsl -builders in Brad-
ford. S PO

At the time of the two Byrnes’ arrival, . the
people. of -Bradford had among, them an unwel-.
come visitor : the-scarlet fever, in ®s worst forw,
‘was making dreadful havoc among the poor.” In
that quarter of ' the town 1n which poverty com-
pelled “our two friends to take up their abode,
many famihes had been. attacked, and the great-
est dread was entertained of contagion. Seeing
that disease was in Bradford, 'Martin Byrne
wrote to his wife, suggesting that she should re-
wain in Waterford till he and bis son: had-earned
sufficient to buy some furniture, and the scarlet-
fever had disappeared from Bradford.” He. re-
ceived in return.a long letter contaming his wife’s
expression of sorrow for being unable -to. réjoin
them, accompanied : by such - lengthy cautions -as
affection prompts, -to take great care, - . °

Oue eveming; nearly a fortnight after this, the
father and sofi were walking homeward " after
work, the former talking cheerfully of.the pros-

pect of a.speedy reunion. with his wife: -2

* Yes, Phil, 1f we ‘only: bad ‘another’ pound
saved, weld be able to have her smong 5. agen.

*1 ‘wish she.\ere,come,  father ;I wish she;
were come,’ said Philip. - But, father,? -he"con~
. linued; looking +anxiously:at him,’ “what: ‘malkes.
your fice so red'?;‘You don't appear (o.be warm,
for | have “seen” you' shiver more than'on

‘| fore.

i place. lis-hands . on* bis'son’s hea

. {'of ‘the_ room to another, pretending to be busy

among his'books, but: really occupied in stealing
fugitive glances at his father, upon whose face a

| deep” flush “bad gathered; as he bent shivering

over Lhe fire,.. At leagth he caught the mournful
eye of. kis son: fixed upon. bim,. and, .placing his
elbows- on: his knees; and letting bis head sink
‘between lis hands, he sobbed out, while the tears
streamed through Lis fingers, ¢ O Blessed Lord,
look down on my poor wife and child.’

~ His'son " ran towards him ; and, embracing his
feverish l:ead, endeavored to soothe him, while
one of the lodgers hastened to the house of the
doctor,- .

Martin- Byrne rapidly grew worse. He lay
tossing restlessly on his bed that night, sometimes
raving about ‘lus wife and son, with whom he
thought he was conversing ; sometimes imagining
himself to be at work. The morning found him
calmer, but much weaker, His son, who bad
watched beside his bed through the night, then
brought to him the priest, Father Stevens.

¢ Il make my conlession to you, father,” said
thie sick inan—¢ I’ll recommend my soul into the
band of God, for I feel P’m goin’. It's soon and
sudden, glory be to God.’

¢ Oh, tather, said Philip, ¢ don’t give way to
sad thoughts. You're strong enough to get over
it yet, please God; and you’l soon be at work
with me agen.’ :

The dying man shook his head.

‘No, ¢ channuv,’ -be said mournfully; * no,
Phil, dear, we’ll never work together any more.’

_Philip’s eyes filled with tears, but he yet hoped
that his father’s strong constitution would over-
come the disease. -

In. the meantime, tbe priest had laid by his
overcoat and hat, and was bending geatly over
the bed. ‘Now, my'son,’ he said soothingly,
when Philip bad left the room, ¢ try to turn your
eyes.away from this poor world which I see you
are soon to Jeave, and fix them upon the great
one that-you are going to.’ . .

- .. He anointed him after confession, and depart-

1-ed; leaving him:more:tranqul:than " he~bad been’

since his seizure by the fever on the evening be-

The doctor called twice during the day, and
administered medicines ; but Philip, who had
eagerly watched his countenance since his en-
trance, saw him, after attentively looking upon
the sick man for some time, shake his head hope-
lessly.  More than once during the day Marun
Byrne made a feeble eftort to talk of his wife to
his son.. He directed him to inform her gently
of what had happened ; and expressed his bitter
sarraw that he could not see her on his death-
‘bed. He was proceeding to speak of the way
in which Phidip mught best provide for her after
his tather’s death, when the doctor, who was in
the room, and who. noticed how the effort was
wearing ~away his patient’s little remaining
strength, . torbade him to. proceed. Delirium
came on him again in- the eveaing, and he conti-
aued to rave wildly during the mght. - He linger-
ed on till the evening of next day, when he ap-
peared conscious that Iis last struggle was nigh,
and he sent once more for the priest. Father Ste-
‘vens at that time had more work in the pestifence-
haunted dwellings of the poor than his worn
'frame could bear ; but he delayed not 2 moment
to accompany our friend’s messenger. He had
‘come several times on the day before, although
he liad only promused to repeat his visit once.—
The truth was, that he liked to attend the fer-
vent, poor Irishman, in whom he found more sim-
ple and earnest piety than he had often met with.
When be entered; the father was lying calm and
‘motionless, - and bad just addressed Philip, who
‘knelt by the bed side.
¢ Phil, he'said, in a tremulous voice, ¢ never
wilfully, do barm to any man. - By God’s grace,
T ‘never knowingly injured anybody, and He is
plased to grant me quietness now. DBlessed be
His name !’ : : .
- His son broke autin unrepressed lamentations.
.+ -¢'Oh, fatber dear,’ he sobbed, ¢are you going
to leave me . : - -
-~ ¢ Don’t cry, asthore,” said his parent. "¢ Doa't
.ery. 1’m. going -from you, Phu dear ; but the
good God will'be a better father to you. Tell

‘| your mother,? he: continued, the. tears HGowing
{ down his own cheeks, < teil her:that Idied think-

iing of her ;- that T ‘died hopin”to meet her in
heaven, ‘and ‘to” meet ‘you there too. Poverty
and sickness ‘will never trouble us'near the throne,
37 the great God, Ebil. . I can't say mauch more
‘you,.my poor boy; hesaid.: weakly, trying to
: ¢, ¢ May: God-

‘3

low, solémn’tones to-direct th
ts - heavedward. .

‘to her eyes.

11 :was  the 23rd. December; o, .'_:.'t‘i"_ow--had fallen

| ground was- hiard and firm ‘beneath
xhausted ;wandftb‘e , pne-st'f‘ ad-| .

The weeping.boy. pressed his lips with mtense’
affection to the fevered ones_of - bis father, and
continued to utter broken exclamations of grief.

¢ Now, my son,’ said the’ priest, ‘let nothing
take your thoughts from beayen.? = |

He arranged the scapulars on the breast of the
dying man, who feebly moved, his fingers as if to
assist. Something like 4 smile overspread his
worn face as he said, m ‘a barely audible vaice.

¢ Vauria Dheelish | (dear Mary) lead me to
your dear Son.” S .

They were his last words. j}‘He lay, with: hs
eyes upturned, grasping thie bed-clothes with the
firm, convulsive gripe of deathhis face still wear-
ng the quiet, happy expression;I have mentioned.
The priest placed bis han_d,’-'duéfthe heart - of the
corpse, and said to himself, asihe withdrew.it,

¢ Blessed, indeed, are the dead that die in the
Lord.’ . B -

Then, gently drawing awayf Philip, who was
addressing fus dead parent in ‘gji¢ terms of affec-
tion, he said, soothingly, ~ ¥

¢ Henceforth, my dear boy,; you must look up
to God as your father,’ and returiizd to read the
prayers for the dead. & .

On the following day Phi[ip,:Eetér Butler (wha
had found out the Byrnes a few.days before) and
two fellow-workmen, bore the” body of Martin
Byroe to Bradford Cemetery. Phlip stayed
after the rest had gone, and then sat dowa on the
grass near the grave, where he:remained, lonely,
sad, and heedless of the cold and mist, till night
came on. On his return home; he sat down with
a heavy heart to write a letter to lis mother, de-
seribing his father’s death and : declaring his in-
tention to set out at once . for Newcastle, where,
lived a maternal uncle, who was very fond of hum,
On the morning of the next day, while he sat
with his head-between bis hands in the hitle room
where bis father died, Mis.' @lark, his landlady,
entered. -She was a thin, éld Iy woman of cold,
unpleasing manners. ) ¥ .

¢ Good morning, Mrs. Clark, said Phihyp,
gloomily, rising his head. G

“Good morning, sir,’ ‘she replied; ‘with ' a deep’
sigh. ¢Mr, Chuniley has just sent me to. say

| that, " for fear of you.bringing the fever among

the workmen,. be’d - rather that you'd not.go
back.’ A Co
¢ T expected as much,’ said Philip, with a toss
of the head. "¢ However, I bave an_ 'uncle in
Newcastle, and I intend to go to him and ask
him to get me some work tilt I.-earn enough to
enable me to return with some money to my mo-
ther. The fugeral of my poor tather has left
me with very little. Evenf Mr. Chumley had
not sent at all, I should have had no wish to re-
main in Bradford any longer. It has been a
sorrowful place to me,’ he added, his voice trem-
bling. o
¢ %&h 1 sighed . Mrs. Clark, shaking her head,
¢1t’s a weary world, young man, as my poor John
used to say, I don’t think you paid for last week’s
washiog, did you, sir ? o
¢ No, coldly- answered Philip, banding her the
money. He immediately made preparations for
his yourney—simple ones snough.” He knelt and-
implored the protection of God, puta crust into
the breast pocket.ot his jacket, and stepped into
the street. He was proceeding to walk briskly
off, when, turnieg his head for a last’ laok of the
house in which . his father died, he saw Mrs.
Clark rusning after him. She betkoned to him
to return, and he followed ber into the house, no-
ticing, .as he did so, that her manner had greatly
changed. = - : R :
_ ¢ Mr, Byrae;’ she faltered, ¢ thése i$-hard times,
and they make us poor people bard-hearted, But
I once had a bairn myself,’ she contnued, grow-
ing more agitated, ¢ and I coulde’t abear to see
you going away hke that ; s0 I just called you
back to ask you to take this little paper of bread
and meat with you, and to give you your wash-
ing money back again.’ And she put her apron

¢ May God bless you, Mre. Clark,’ said Philip ;
¢ may God bless and reward you.’ '

He bade her good bye, shaking her hand
warmly, and she toliowed him to the door and
watched bim till ‘he was out of sight. ‘

Tostead of taking a northerly course, Philip
chose the eastern road 1n the direction of ¥ork.
He knew that there were several-towns on it,
aud he hoped to get odd jobbs ’'some of them,
and so make his way on to Newcastle. ' It was
bis only chance, indeed, for s stock ‘of money
was exactly. thirteenpence baltpenny. - Although

in ‘or near 3radford for some" Weeks; and - the

heacd a~ village-church clock . strike ane;. as ke
: radford,

st. himself, ‘and
At oeht h

‘Martin | from Mr

“to make greater purchases
~would allow. : :

‘them were aimost deserted.

spread the:beave

that town, he found himself so weary anil il ‘as,
to be unable to carry out bis purpose.. The truth
was, that the confined, unwholesonie air of his
tather’s room and the loss of rest he had sustain-
ed, combined with the sharp wind on the road,

had wrought upon and temporarily eufeebled ins

frame. After reaching Leeds he entefed the
mean-looking little ¢ Turk’s Head, in a small
street, and having Lhere ordered a bed, threw
hisell upon it. The rest, with a basin of hat
gruel, which he took that night, greatly refreshed
ki, and in the morning he thought himself strong
enough to. proced upon his journey. Instead of
remaining in Leeds,as he had mtended, he break-
fasted on the last pieces of Mrs. Clark’s bread
and meat, paid to the landlord the shilhng he ask-
ed for (and far less nor 1t ought to be,’ he said)
and set out for York, hoping to armve there
early in the afternoon. DBut ke had overrated
bis strength. He found himself obliged to tra-
vel on very slowly, not being able to walk much
more than a mite an hour. Towards the end of,
the day, however, he grew much better ; and it
was well for him, indeed, for he saw with despair
the darkness come on when the towers of York
minster were still nine miles away. At half-past
eight he had entered the suburbe of the fine old
city, and soon after he passed under the grin,
black portals of Micklegate Bar, aud found him-
self in the busy streets of York on Clristinas
Eve, hungry, friendtess, houseless, and without a
penny 1n his pocket.
CHAPTER Iu

Merry crowds of working people were throng-
ing round the bright and gaily-ornamented shop-
windows, or talking and faughing on the footivay,
Well-muilled ladies were sweeping grandly out
of great shops, attended to the door by obsequi-
ous shopmen. 1t. was market night, and poor
thinly-clad women were - trudging homewards
through the snow, laden with ' heavy baskets, or
with penny bundles of tolly and ivy ; their faces
wearing an expression half of pleasure, 'half ‘of

| anxiety,~pleasure from the happyithoughts that

the glotious festival never fails to' bring with it
and anxiety, from the fear that they had ventured
than their small means

Iofirm old men, who felt very uncertain as to
whether or not they should ever see another
Christmas, stood watching boys, who were either
shutting up one another’s eyes with snow-balls,
despite policemen, or doing .their best to break
their own and other people’s bones by making
slides on the flags. There were few men or wo-

men in the crowd, however, who had not af

brighter look than usual, and Philip could unot
avoid wondering, as he jostled through them,
whether or not there were any so miserable as
he. Had he spent his last three halfpence dur-
ing the day on a mug of milk "and two biscuits,
and he was becoming pamnfully aware by this
time that be bad a stomach. To seek employ-
ment was aut of the question ; be had no means

-of getting feod or shelter ; and be trembled at

the thought of passing the night in the snow-co-
vered streets, - With- a sinking heart he con-
strained -himself to imake liis first essay in beg-
ging ; but'the people appeared " to' think that the
pumbers of more noisy and apparently - more
needy beggars in the streets were more in need

‘of rehef than the -quiet, shime-faced lad who

scarcely made his request heard,  However it
was, Philip’s repeated trials were - unsuccessful
and when at last.a policeman told him roughly
that ¢ he couldn’t be blocking vp the passage like
that,’ he gave up the attempt ‘in despair. He
wandered about the streets with a slow, hopeless,
aimless step, till “eleven o’clock, when most of
He stared in the
faces of suspicious policemen who stared at him;
till be was_tired of staring. He watched solemn
interviews held with lamp-posts by uosteady per-
sous, who had been taking a foretaste of Christ-
mas excess. He tried to find diversion in ob-

serving the few koots of ‘pretended females—

young fellows in women’s dress—who were out’

. to make a night of it.’ Soon even these had’
‘disappeared, and the silence in the'streets was

broken only by the meaning of the wird, or'the
tread of a solitary policeman on his beat. -
While wandering about, cold and wretched,

‘Philip suddenly found himself: before the  cathe-
dral. : Although he was too miserable to be very-
‘much disposed to admire the magnificent buildiag.

then, - he yet turned mechanically into the minster-:

it broke "out from. the black: ‘clonds

yard, and let bis eyes wander slowly.over 'the
vast pile, which, dark and majestic; ' towered. up’
agajast: the sky, its beautiful: sculptures: gow. and.| m
|.then revealed by the.crescent-of;:the moony when:| q
‘ that ;over= | Wea

ES., by the fire, Whoseh'ea:' aﬁp@qﬁ‘gﬂiﬂﬁ@lﬁﬁqnt’to ing the Holy Viaticum, he:"éiid,;faiﬁtly-j—" work. in Leeds; but, ‘when he had walked ~ the | not “help making -2 rapldc
" | warm him. “Philip moved uneasily from one part | . ¢ Good bye, Phit ; kiss ine betore I die. remaining two iniles of . the road, and had entered its interior

" look- keealy.about them: before -

P T T
not ‘help making .a ontrast between the .
appearance of its interior on Christmas-eve three
centuries age, and its present desolate, gloomy as-
pect.” No chanting. of Christmas hymas at.mid< -
pight Mass, no derout adorers, no. . b'righr Ilghlb

Streaming throiigh the beautiful staiced glass ;—

these had all departed ; and the light that then
played on the deserted pavement was somewhat
ke the worship carried on within—a rather cald
and cheerless.one.  The ‘sound of footsteps be-
bhind  him, and the cold, disturbed his thoughts, -
and, turning with a shiver, he saw two men walk-
ing sharply by him, conversing in hurried, earnest
whispers. Hestood in fhe shudow cast by a
high wall, and was not noticed by them. Too
much oppressed by cold, hunger, and’ drowsiness .-
to heed them, be turned into a dark old arched
doorway in the cathedral wall, somewhat shelter-
ed from the wind, and, putting his back to the
door, abandoned himself to his miserable thous hts.
While they were waudering sorrowfully 1o his
mother, he began to doze. Awiking sonn after,
with a dull, confused noise in his.cm?s, be heard
fhe loud bells of the minster chimme twelve
o’clock. Toldmg lus beaumbed hands, he said,
fervently, while the tears stood in his 'eyes, ¢ Oh,
good Lord Tesus, born in cold and misery your-
self on Christmas day, pity and help your poor
creature.’ '

. He had scarcely whispered his petitinn, w'iea
be heard the voices and saw the figures of the
two men who had passed him near the rast win-
dow. Tlere was something in heir looks. that
led Plulip to the strong suspicion that they were
out for no good purpose; and since the deep
shadow of the arch completely concealed bim, he
watched them narrowly, without ~ their being
aware of tus presence. One was strangly-builf,

large neckclath, and his eyebrows overshadowed
by a'cap. " The other was tall and singwy, and

ing-jacket, and a thick mufiler. The frst ap- .
peared 'to, be replymn
the other had raised.

sich anotherrchance. They’ve been in bed for a
couple of hours, and there ain’t even a sarvent
liss in the-house ; the one they have ’s got leave.
The waits won’t be round fur a good bit. yet, and
there’s ‘no peelers about. I've got -the Jadder
and tools, and T know the room he keeps his mo-
ney in. Time 1 did; Tve watched him. long
erough.’
_* Come on, then,’ said the taller one ; ¢ sooner
i's over the better. Owld huoks,’ he added
swith a chuckle, *he’ll not expect such lucky’
birds as us this mornin’, I’ tell you whiat, tho
Mister Nathan, mind, it’s to be fair halves)

Before: Philip, ‘who was now wakeful enough,
cauld-hear the reply, they had moved away. He
came quietly out of the archway, and watched
the two dark figures, clearly visible against the
suow, till an angle of the cathedral bid them from
lus view. Torgetting at once cold, hunger, and
fatigue, and possessed by a strong exciting desire
to prevent the projected villainy; Phlip set out
in pursuit with the stealthy, subdued- energy of
an Indian. The moon was now completely hid-
den, and by walking in the shadow of- buildings
he contrived:to keep the objects of his pursuit i = .

the short one dive swiftly into a dark court- - -

turned about, and gazed keenly into the night.—

movable asa post, ina dark corner. He had
the good -fortune to remain unseen; however, and -
he continued to follow them with ‘the'saing caus

the minster-yard, and, crossing another street,
entered Lattle: Stonegate. Quickly- hobbling over-
the shppery stones after them, fearing every mo-

ver bim, Philip warily took the:left side - of ‘the -

by sober shopkeepers, who. invariably cetired: to
rest early.. . Philip saw the burglars,’ as he now
knew them to be, stop when: they bad proceeded -
a short distance ; and,. guessing.that they would"
_ ) executing their -
‘purpose, he quietly retired up a dark passage
-Hus expectation. was well grounded;:for, he beard

from his hiding-place the -almost:inaudible:

falt:of one.. of the::-burglars on'the- .snow; as’he
:passed and repassed theentry. - Cautiously: com-
ing out; h sl it-hig ladder

shorte

* We'll have to wait, long enouzh afore: we get

above street, while our two'scoundrels walked”
quickly down the other.. Every.house in the =~

ill-looking ruffian, with his neck swathed in a .

]
\

likewise wore a cap, with.an ofd velvetesn shoot-

g to some objections’ which , .,

view, witll'ont.bemg tumself observed; - He saw -
yard,and bring thence a ladder ; while ‘the other <

Phulip’s heart beat strongly, and he' stood, im< *

tious swiftness. Sooa after they passed out'of =~ -

]

ment that they: might turp their heads and dizco- -

street. was dark :and silent, for'all were ‘occupred + -+




