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sence to the ceremonial of the day,

When they had returned to tha inn,

and taken their places in the little
HOW parlor, Mrs. Cregan after fixing her
HARDRESS eyes for a moment on her son, ex-
GoT claimed:
‘“Why, Hardress, you are a periect
HIS fright! Did you dress to-day?"”’
HAIR “Not particularly.””
DRESSED “Do you intend to call in at Cas-
IN tle Chute?”’
LISTOWEL, “Just to visit in passing.”’
; “Then I would advise you, Ly all
AND means, to do something (o vour
HEARD toilet before you leave this."’
A ! Hardress took up a mirror which
LITTLE lay on the wooden chimoeny-pirce,
NEWS. and satisfied himself, by a single
000000000 | glance, of the wisdom of his 1mo-
000 ther’s suggestion. His oyes were
and. fotind! that ‘his’ ino- bloodshot, his. beard grown and
He rose for the ] 8Tisly, and his hair hanging about

ther was already equipped
journey. They took a hurried break-
fast by candlelight, while Mike was
employed in putting the horse to the
curricle. The lakes were covered by
a low mist, that concealed the js-
lands and the distant shores, and
magnified the height of the gigantic
mountains by which the waters are
walled in. Far above this slumber-
ing cloud of vapour, the close and
widespread forests were seen along
the sides of the stupendous ridge,
the trees so much diminished by the
distance, and by the illusion _pro-
duced by the novelty of the point ot
vision, as to resemble a garden of
mangel-wurzel.
Hardress had just taken his seat
in the vehicle beside his mother,
when a servant in livery rode up to
the door, and, touching hjs hat, put
a letter into his hand. It contained
an invitation from Hepton Connolly
to a hunting dinner, which he was

about to give in the course of the
month. Hardress remained for a
moment in meditation.

“Well, how long am I to stop

here waiting for my answer?’’ asked
groom
of

the messenger—the insolent
alluded to in an early portion
the narrative. Hardress stared on
him in silence for some moments.

“You had better go in and break-
fast, I think,”” he said; ‘‘you don't
intend to return without alight~
ing?"”’

“Is it for Hepton Connolly? Why
then you may take your vido I
don't, nor for any other masther
under the sun. I was going to
breakfast over at the inn, but as
you make the offer, I'll not pass
your doore.”

“You do me a great deal of hon-
or. When does the hunt take
place?”’

“In three weeks® time, I believe,
or something thereabouts.”’ A

“Not sooner?””

“No. I wanted him to have it at
once, for he couldn't have finer wea-
ther, an’ the mare is in fine condi-
tion for it. But when Connolly
takes a thing into his head, you
might as well be talking to an ass.”’

“Well,” said Hardress, ‘‘tell your
master that you found me just driv-
ing from home, and that I will
come."’

Saying this he drove away, while
his mother remained still wrapt in
silent astonishment at the fellow’s
impudence,

“Such,” said Hardress, ‘‘is
privilege of a clever groom, That
rogue was once a simple, humble
cottager, but fortune favored him.
He assisted Connotly to win a
Sweepstakes, which gained him a
reputation on the turf; and fame has
since destroyed him, You would
not know whether to choose between
indignation or laughter if you were
present at the conversations that
sometimes take place between  him
and his master,’” .

“If, instead of winning me the
king’s place, he could win e the
king's crown. I could not endure
him,”” said the proud mother.
. Nor " returned her prouder son;

‘or’ I indeed.””

About noon they stopped tu bait
and hear Mass at the town of 1is-
towel .Mrs, Cregan and her son
were shown into a little pavior at
the inn, the window of which looked

the

his temples in most ungrace:l pro-
fusion. He rang the iittle bell
which lay on the table, and sum-
moned the landlady to his presence,
It would be difficult, she {old him,
to procure a hair-cutter to-lay, be-
ing a holiday, but there one
from Garryowen below, that swould
do the business as well as any
:in the world, if he had only got his
scissors with him.
Hardress started at the
Garryowen; but as he did not re-
member the hair-cutter, and folt an
anxiety to hear news from that
quarter, he desired the stranger to
be shown into another room where
he proposed effecting the nacessary
changes in his attire.
He had scarcely taken his seat be-
fore the toilet, when a soft tap at
the door, and the sound of a small,
squeaking voice, announced the ar-
rival of the hair-cutter. On looking
round him, Hardress bcheld a small,
thin-faced, red-haired little man,
with a tailor’s shears dangling ffom
his fingers, bowing and smiling with
a timid and conciliating air. In an
evil hour for his patience, Hardress
consented that he should commence
operations,

‘““The piatez were very early this
year, sir,”” he modestly began after
he had wrapped a check about the
neck of Hardress, and made the
other nccessary arrangements,
‘“Very early, indeed. You needn’t
cut so fast.”

‘“Very airly, sir—the white-eyes es-
pecially. Then white-eyes are fins
piatez. For the first four months, T
wouldn’t ax for a better piatie than
a white-eye, with a bit o’ bacon, if
one had it; but after that the meal
goes out of 'em, and they gets wet
and bad. The cups arn’t so good in
the beginnin’ of the saison, but they
hould better. Turn your head more
to the light, sir, if you plase. The
cups, indeed are a fine, substantial,
lasting piatie. There’s great nutri-

was

one

name of

ment in ‘em for poor people, that
would have nothin’ else with them
but themselves, or a grain o' salt.
There’s no piatie that eats better,

when you have nothin’ but a bit o’
the little one (as they say) to eat
with a bit o’ the big. No piatie
that eats so sweet with point.”

‘““With point?’”’ Hardress repeated,
a little amused by this fluent dis-
cussion of the poor hair-cutter upon
the varieties of a dish which, irom
his childhood, had formed almost
his only article of nutriment, and
on which he expatiated with as much
cognoscence and satisfaction as a
fashionable gourmand might do on
the culinary productions of Eustache

Ude. ‘‘What is point?’’
“Don’t you know what that is,
sir? I'll tell you in a minute. A

joke that them that had nothin’ to
do, an’ plenty to eat, make upon the
poor people that has nothin’ to eat
and plenty to do. That is, when
there’s dry piatez on the table, and
enough of hungry people about it
‘and the family would have, may be,
only one bit o’ bacon hanging up
above their heads, they'd pecl a
piatie first, and they'd point it up
'at the bacon, and they’d fancy that
it. would have the taste o’ the iuait,
when they'd be aitin’ it after. That's
'what they call point, sir. A «heap
é o' diet it is (Lord help us)

Out upon the square. The bell
the chapel on the other sida
ringing for last Mass, &

of people in their
Were seen in the w

plenty enough among the poor
in this country. A great
making a small bit o’ pork
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run so hard at times, that the wind
of a bit o’ mait is as good to ‘em
as the mait itself to them that
would be used to it, The piatez are
everythin’—the kitshen little or ne-
thin'., But there’s a sort of piatez
(I don’t know did your honor ever
taste 'em) that's gettin’ greatly in
Vogue now among ’em, an’ is killin’
half the country—the white
a piatie

piatic—
that has great produce, an’
requires but little manure, an’ will
grow very poor land, but has no
more strength or nourishment in it
than if you had boiled a handiul o’
saw-dust and made gruel of it,
put a bit of deal
your teeth and thought

in

or
boord betwaen

to make a

breakfast of it. The black buils
themselves are butter. Indeed the
black bulls are a deal bhatter piati
than they're thought When yvou’d

peel ‘em, they look as black as indi-
g0, an’ you’d have no mind 1,
at all; but I declare they're
sweet in  the mouth

The English reds
,;n"' a nate piatie too; and tne apple
|

ey

very
an’ vory

strengthenin’,

piatie (I don't know what made ‘em
be given up), an’ the kidney (though
delicate of rearing) ; but give me
the cups for all, that will hould tne
meal in ‘em to the last, and son’'t
require any inthricket tillage.
man have a middling-sized
cups agin' the winter, a smail caish
to pay his rent, an’ a handful o'
turf behind the doore, an’ h~ can de-
fy the world.””

“You know
said Hardress,
hair-cutting.””

“Oyeh, if T had nothing to depend
upon but what he adds comes scross
the way, sir, I'd be in a poor way
enough. But I have a little spot o’
ground besides.’’

Iet a
pit o’

as much, I think,””

“of farming as of

““And a good taste for the pro-
duce.””
“'Twas kind father for rwe to

have that
tell, sir, of what they call limestone
broth?"’

“‘Never."’

‘“'Twas my father first

same. Did you ever hear

made it.

I'll tell you the story, sir, it you'll
turn your head this way a nun-
ute.”’

Hardress had no choice bLut to
listen.

“My father went once upon a time
ubout the country in the idle s
seeing would he make a

son,

penny  at

all by cutting hair, or setting raz-
ors and penknives, or any other job
that would fall in his way. Wely,
an’ good—he was one day valking
alone in the mountains of Kotry, |
without a halfpenny in his ;ocket
(for though he travelled afoot, it

cost him more than he earned), an’
knowing there was but little love for
a county Limerick man in the place
where he was, on being half perished
the hunger an’ evening draw-
ing nigh, he didn't know well what
to do with himself till morning
Very good—he went along the
road, did, see a
farm-house little distance, o’
one side—a snug-looking place, with
the smoke curling up out of the
chimney an’ all tokens of good liv-
ing inside. Well, some people would
live where a fox would starve. What
do you think my father did? He
wouldn’t beg (a thing one of my
people never done yet, thank Heav-
en!) an’ he hadn’t the money to buy
a thing; so what does he do? He
takes up a couple o’ the big lime-
stones that were lying on the road
in his two hands, an’ away with
him o the house. ‘Lord save all
here!” says he walkin’ in the door.

with

wild

an’ he he soon

at a

‘And you kindly,” says they. ‘I'm
come to you,” says he, this way,
looking at the two limestones, ‘to

know would you let me make a lit-
tle limestone broth over your fire,

until I’ll make my dinner?’ ‘ Lime-
stone broth!’ says they to him a-
gain; ‘what’s that, eroo?’ ‘Broth

made o' limestone,” says he, ‘ what
else?” ‘We never heard o’ such a
thing,” says they. ‘Why, when, you
may hear it now,” says he, 'an’ see
it also, if you’'ll hi’ me a pot an’
a couple o’ quarts o’ soft water.’
‘You can have it an’ welcome,’ says
they. So they put down the pot an’
the water, an’ my father went over
an’ tuk a chair hard-by the pleasant
fire for himself, an’ put his two
limestones to boil, and kept stirrin’
them round like stirabout. Very
good—well, by-an’-by, when the wa-
there began to bo "mmek:‘nm{:

THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

1r

she did.
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again awhile,
minister,
spoon he had
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nothin’,” says
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to. it.’ Tis
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find it gives i
boil a little

mutton trotte
way, along

that bone o' s
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says father; ‘1
if it improves
says

boiling it a g¢
as fine limesto
ever was taste
few piatez,’ sa

chimney corne

a better ‘dinne

the piatez, anc
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journey as wel
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thrust out his

fellow
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“I am afraid
it.
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self a craithur,
lookin’ about
in’. Very well;
gentleman,
rode up to th
says he, callin’

startin’ up, an

two bull’s eyes
they havin
‘em, that
yvou straight in
it's out of the
Besides that,

uscd to give hir

an’

so

way, as if you
not willin’ to ¢
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the windee, wh
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height of a bee

what it is,’

the gentleman.
hali-crown an’
ble, and afther

make a breakia:

him now—if I
you,’ says he.

through your
there’s mait in
fore you lep; if

way,” says he.

kind to a poor

father 1o look
never have it t

‘O! that’s the
just,” says my father, shaking some
By-an’-bye, he takes

it. ‘It is very good now,’ says he,
‘although it wants something yet.’

give you,” says they, ‘you're welcome

dinner yesterday, Nell; says the man

they. ‘Baithershin!’ s
father, putting it down.

pot of 'em that was smokin’ in the

ner of themselves, an' the broth, not
to chaney before he let
it, and thought it was good as any

“Your father, I believe, knew how

both eyes, in a manner which cannot

happened

I have a great
great

just

with my story,

one
shop, curlin’ a front curl be-
longin’ to a lady ‘we won’'t mention
who) in the neighborhood, with the
sun shinin’ in the door, and he sing-

tall and well

seli shaved here?’ says he. ‘Why not,
plase your honor?’ says my

out o’ his hand. So he 'lit off hLis
horse, an’ come in. He was a
mighty bould fierce-lovking gentle-
man, with a tundherin’ long sword
be his side, down, an’ a pair o’
whiskers as big an’ as red as a fox’'s
brush, an’ eyes as round as them

when

when

he takin’

ened himself, and bate up a lather—
and always since I was

had a mortal enmity to seein’ a drop
o’ my own blood. an’ I'll

sir?’ says my father.
clear bargain with you now,’

tell you

says he. ‘What is it,
‘I'll make a

says

So he took out a

sword, and laid it hard by the hali-
‘Do you see them two now?’

crown.
says he. ‘I do, surely,’ says my fa-
ther. ‘The half-crown will be
yours,” says the gentleman. i

you’ll shave me without drawin’ my
blood; but if I see as miuch as would

animal that I won't mention

bargain, say it, and let me ride a-

when a gentleman that way, would
think as little a’most of doin’ o’ the

now of sayin’ it; so well became my

any rate in the busi-

very thing

pot. So he stirred it
looking as sober as a
the
stirring it, an’ tastes

ays they. ‘Oyeh, wisha,
he; ‘may be ’tis only
‘It is anything we can

very good as it is,’
when I'm to home, 1
t a fine flavor just to
knuckle o' bacon; or
rs, or anything that
wi’ it.” ‘Raich hether
heep’s head we had at

‘Oyeh, don’t mind it,’
et be as it is.” ‘Sure
it, you may as well,’
¥ys my
after
»od piece longer, ‘ 'Tis
ne broth,” says he, ‘as
d; an’ if a man had a
¥s he, looking at a

So

‘he couldn’t desire
They gave him
1 he made a good din-

o,

oy, !

bone, which he pol-

»ple themselves tasted
the world.””

in

iriends after a short

1 as any other travel-

at
lips and winked with

leered Hardress,

a
in-

indeed,
But

“He was,
funny man,
I'll tell you a
him in the
flogs all Mun-
or cuteness.”’

I cannot wait to licar
to-

sir,

that

e,

way to go

deal to do before

biddin’ me go on
sir; for the more I
er I work, for ever,

head this way, sir,

My father— a little
ght, sir,—my father
fine mornin’ in hLis

g for himself, an’ me-

sittin’ by the fire,
me, an’ sayin’ noth-
all of a sudden ' a

mounted,
he doores an'—'Hello!”
out, ‘can I get my-

father,
d layin’ by the front

in the window-panes,
' a strange twist in
be lookin’
the face, you'd think
door he'd be lookin’
spake, he

he'd

he'd
nself a loud roisterin’
were a mile off, an’
be said

rome near or

mind, now,’ says
a chair oppozzit

smart-

ou

ile my father
the

's knee,” said he, ‘T

laid it upor the ta-
that he drew his

st for—‘he named an
after
sec a8 rauch after
‘T’ll run this swoord
body, as sure as
mutton. So look be-
you won't take the

This was in times

Catholic as he would

to himself. ‘You'll
0 say o' me,’ says
I wouldn’t trust my

‘80 to it they
e ordered it,

-
blood,” says the other, ‘I'd make
my word good.’” ‘But you never

would see the blood, sir,’ says my
father quite easy, ‘because I'd see it
before you, an’ I'd cut your throat

with the razhur.,” Well, 'twas as
good as a play to see the look the
gentleman gave him when he said

that. He didn’t ansier him a word,
but mounted his horse, and rode a-
way."”
‘““He found his match in the hair-
cutter,”” said Hardress, rejoiced as
the story ended.
“I'll be bound,
hurry to make bargains o' that kind
any more. 'T'was a mighty good
answer, sir, wasn't it?"’
““A desperate one at all events.'’
‘“Ah, desperate, you may say; but
my father was sure of his hand 1'1
tell you another droll thing that
happened my father, once when—'"
But the
was here completely stranded.
hair-cutter had got such a miserable
pair of shears, that he was obliged
to use as much exertion in
the hair, as a tinker or a plumber
might do in cutting sheet lead. Be-
sides, being accustomed to that pro-

sir, he was in no

patience of his listener

The

clippu.g

fessional flippancy of movement
which, with proper instruments,
might have expedited the operation,

he made no allowance for the had-
ness of his scissors, but clipped and
plucked away as fast as usual; thus
contriving to tear up half as ruch

the roots as he removed in tie

by
usual course of business This, anrd
other circumstances induced ‘Hard-

in
he

ress, to place a decided negative

the way of his anccdotes,

had concluded his task.
This being accomplished,

until

Hardress

raised his hand to his head, and ex-
perienced a sensation on the palm,
somewhat similar to that which

would be produced by placing it on
an inverted hair-brush On looking
in the glass, he discovered that
hair had been cut into a fashion
which enjoys a lasting popularity at
fairs and cottage merry-makings;
but, however, consistent with the in-
terests of persons who only employ-
ed a barber once in a quarter, and
then supposed that the closer he cut
the better value he gave for the mo-
accord-

his

ney, it was by no means in
ance with the established notions of
There were indeed no
for he had cut

good taste.
gaps, as he boasted,
it almost as bare as a wig-block,
leaving only a narrow fringe in
front, from ear to ear, like the ends
of a piece of silk. Thers was no
help, however, for such mischief once
effected, so that Hardress paid him
without remark, and paid him liber-
ally.

The little hair-cutter took
granted, by the handsome manner in
which his customer had compensated
that he was highly
in which

it for

for his services,
gratified with the manner
they had been performed

“If your honor,” he said
very low, ‘““would be passing through
Garryowen, an’ would be inclined to

bowing

may be you'd think of Dunat
may be you'd think of Dumat
O'Leary’s shop, on the right hand

sthreet, three doores

side o' the
from Mihil O'Connor's, the ropemak-
arn.”

o will, I will,”’
turning suddenly away.

Mr. O'Leary walked slowly to the
door, and again returned,

“There’s a great set o’ lads about
the place, sir,’”’ he said, in his usual
shrill voice, while a slight degree of

said Hardress,

embarrassment appeared in his man-
ner, ‘‘an’ they’re for ever christenin’
people out o’ their names, till a man
is better known by a nickname than
by his own. 'Tis ten to one, plase
\-&ur honor, that you'll be the surer
‘oi finding me by asking for Foxy
Dunat, than by my own lawful
name; they’re such a set o’ lads."
“Very well; good morning, Foxy
Dunat.”

““Yes, sir, Foxy, in regard of the
red hair, that's on me. Ah, there's
no standing them lads.’
“Very well; good morning,
Dunat. I'll remember.”
““Good morning to your honor.
Stay!'’ he once more returned from
the door. ‘‘See what I was doing;
carrying your honor's hair ' uway
with me."”

“Well, and what business

Foxy

do you

suppose I have of it now? I am
not a wig-maker,”’

“I don’t know, sir, but pecople
mostly likes to put it up in some

safe place again’ the day of judg-
ment, as they say.”’

moving towards the door, Neverthee
less, he did not leave the room un-
til he had made the young gentle-
man acquainted with all the circum-
stances that occasioned his absence
from home at this moment. In doing
s0, he unwarily touched Hardress to
the quick. He had come, he said, in
consequence of a letter which he had
received from a neighbor's daughter
that had run away from her father,
and was hid somewhera among the
Kerry mountains.

““A letter you received!’’ exclaimed
Hardress in strong surprise.

““Yes, sir; telling me she was alive
and bidding me let the old man
know of it; the old rope-maker I
mentioned a while ago. Since I
came, I heard it reported at Castla
Island, this morning, that she was
drowned somewhere in the Flesk."

“Drowned! Eily drowned!'"’ Hard-
ress suddenly exclaimed, starting
from a reverie, as the single word
struck upon his hearing.

‘‘Eily was her name, sure enough,’”
O’Leary, staring on him,
vou come to know

replied
“how

“I—T—you mentioned that name, I
think; did you not?’

someever

““May be it slipped from' me, sir,
Well, as T was saying, they thought
she was drowned there, an’ they

wor for havin' a sheaf o' reeds, with
her name tied upon it, put out upon
the sthrame for they say, when a
by the sheaf o*
reeds will float against the sthrame,
with the sthrame, until it

person dies water,

or stops
over the place where the body lies,
it. it had to go up to O'Sullivan’s
cascade itself. But Father Edward
O’'Connor desired ’em to go home
about their business, that the sheat
would go with the current, an’ no
way if they were at it from
this till doomsday. To be sure he
knew best,"

At this moment, the landlady
knocked at the door, to inform our
that Mrs. Cregan was ex-
pecting him without. Having con-
toilet, he hurried out of
not displeased at his re-
lcasa from the observation of this
stranger, at a moment when he falt
his agitation increasing to an extent
that was almost ungovernable.

else,

collegian

cluded his

the room,

(To bea continued.)
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Gatholics in Russia.

—

We have had columns of the press
filled, back, ac-
counts of the persecution that the
Jews are undergoing in Russla, and
especially in the region of the
massacres. We have also
been long aware of the sad fate of
the Catholic element,
Russian-Poland. But we did not be-
lieve that the situation was as bad
A
Russian writer in the Sunday “‘Ex-

for months with

S0
recent

especially  in

as it is now represented to be.
press’’
secution to which Catholics are sub-
jected in Russia. He say
““Roman Catholics in Russia, too,
felt Pobiedonostzefi's iron
hand, for all the numerous measures
of repre against
the Poles during the last twenty
years have been due directly to his
influence. To be a Pole and a Ro-
man Catholic is in the procurator's
eyes Lo be an enemy of God and the
Czar and he has done his utmost to
crush the 8,000,000 of Polish Cath-
olics under foot. Roman Catholic
priests have been arrested and
thrown into prison on the slenderest
of pretexts, Roman Catholic schools
have been broken up and all sorts
of obstacles put in the way of Ro-
man Catholic worshippers.

“Just recently Pobiedonostzefl has
elaborated a scheme, which has al-
ready been sanctioned by the Czar,
and will be put into force shortly,
to persecute Roman Catholics more
effectively. This scheme consists
briefly of the formation of a kind of
infected area, made up of the west-
ern part of the province of Volhyma
and of the five Polish provinces in
which the most ltoman Catholics
reside. In this area, every single
Roman Catholic school is  to be
closed, the use of the Polish lang-

makes a reference to the per-

have

ssion taken

severe

‘““The day of judgment!’’
‘““Yes, plase your honor. We must
have everything about us then, that
ever belonged to us, an’ a man
would look droll that time without
his hair.”’ e
Hardress was not in a humor for
jesting, but he could not avoid smil-
ing in secret af this conceit.

“Very well,”” said he tapping the
hair-cutter upon the = shoulder and
o avely in his f

_inheriting or from purchasing land.

uage is to be strictly prohihited in
all the state schools, and Roman
Catholics areé to be prohibited from

These measures will be followed in
due course by further coercive logis-
lation, so that the Polish Catholics

§

e .

.




