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D. & J. SADLIER & CO.,

OATHOLIC PUBLISHERS,
275, NOTRE DAME STREET,
MONTREAL,

Will send, with pleasure, to any
address, their 1875 School Book
Catalogue, and Classified List of
Catholic School Books and School
Requisites, used in the different
Colleges, Convents, Separate
Schools, and Catholic Private
Schools in the Dominion.
JUST PUBLISHED:

_FINE ENGRAVING OF FATHER MATHEW.

‘We take great pleasure in announcing the pub-
lcation of & beautiful portrait of the Grear Arosrie
oy TpMPERANCE. .

Xt represents him as he appears giving the TEM-
paaancs PuEnos; and below the Engraving is a fac-
gimile of his handwriting endorsing this likeness of
himeeIf as ‘A QORRECT ONE”

It has been gotten up at a very great expense and

without doubt, the finest and most LIFk-LIKE por-
trait of Father Mathew that has ever been pub-
Hshed.

1t is printed on heavy plate paper, size 24x32

fnches, and will frame 23x28 inches.

Prics oLy ONE DOLLAR.
" ,-. Temperance Societies and congregations in-
tending to order should do so immediately so as to
procure Proop Cories.

TALES OF THE JURY-ROOM.

Eamus in jus.
Pravr. Pomilius, Act v.
Dogberry. Arc you good men, and true?
Much Ado about Nothing.

BY GERALD GRIFFIN,
ADTHOR OF “TALES OP THE MUNSTER FEBTIVALS,” ETC.

a———

PHE SECOND JURYMAN'S TALE.
THE STORY-TELLER AT FAULT.

——

# Qudgel thy‘ braine no more abont it, for your
dnll ass will not mend his pace with beating.”
‘ Haurer, Ach v, Se. 1.

At the time when thé Tuatha Danaps held
the sovereignty of Ireland, there reigned in
Lieiuster, a king, who was remarkably fond of
heariog stories, Like all the priaces and
ehieftains of the island at this early date, he
had a fuvorite Story-teller, according to the
eustom of those times, who held a large estate
from his Majesty, on condition of his telling
him a new story every night of his life, before
he went to sleep, and sometimes with the laud.
able purpose of lulling him into that blisstul
eondition. 8o inexhaustible was the genius of
the king of Leinster's Story-teller, that he had
alrendy reached a good old age, without failing
even for a single night to have a new story for
the kinz; and such was the skill and tact
whieh he displayed in their construction, that
whatever cares of state or other annoyances
might prey upon the monareh’s mind, one of
his Story-teller’s narratives was sure to make
him full asleep.

In the course of his career, the Story-teller
had married a wealthy aod high-born lady,
daunghter of a neighboring lord of that country,
with whom he lived in peace and prosperity
duriog many years. There is nothing however
in this werld which is not subject to decay or
change, and even the human mind, which from
its piritual nature, might well be supposed in-
corruptible, is doomed to share the infirmities
of the frame, with which it is so mysteriously
united. The progress of old age began to pro-
duce a sensible influence on the imagination of
the Story-teller. His fanoy grew less brisk
and aotive, and the king observed that he be-

"gan to diversify bis incidents with a greater
number of moral and philosophical refiections
thun he conocived to be necessary to the pro-

- greas of the narrative. . However, he made no
compluints, as the Story-teller'’s reflections
evinced a great deal of judgment, and the
grand objeat in view, that of setting the king
to sleep, was as perfectly accomplished by his
philosophy, as by his wit or invention. :

Mautters thus proceeded, the Story-teller
growing olderand older and more philosophioal,
and less and less fanciful, but he wus yet true
te his engagement, and never failed to have a
new story at pight-full for the king's amuse-
ment, : Kvery day however brought increasing

. indications of an intellectnal crisis, whioh

* would not be very distant.

" One morning the Story-teller aroso early, and,

-a8 his oustom ‘was, strolled out into his garden,
and through the..adjacent fields,:in order to

-turn ‘over in his'mind some inoidents which he

- might weave into'a story for the king atnight.
. Bug this ‘mornitig ke foyud' himgelf” quite ‘at
falt; aftor pucing his Whole :dememe, he ré
.- Wrned,, £, his -house, . without \being zble _to
tthigk of anything new. or-strange::i: In.vain:he
v.'sqn¢ his faicy. sbroad; it'resirned:ss efnpty ing

ceeding a8 far as « there was once a king who
had three sons,” or  there lived in the reigo
of Ollav Folla;” or ¢ ogne Jay the king of all
Ireland,” but farther than that, he found it
‘impossible to proceed. At leogth a servant
came to announce t0 him that breakfast wus
ready and his mistress waiting for him in the
house. He went in and found his wife seated
at the table, and looking much perplexed at
his delay. She was not long observing the air
of chagrin, that over-spread Lis countenance,

“ Why do you not come to broakfust, wmy
dear?" said his wife.

I have no mind to eat unything,” replicd
the Story-teller. ¢ As Jong as I have becn in
the service of the kiog of Leinster I never yet
sat down to breakfust without baving a uew
stery to tell him in the ovening, but this mora-
ing my miund is quite shut up and I don’t
know what to do. I might a8 well lie down
and die at once. I'll be disgraced for ever
this evening, when the king calls for his Story-
teller.”

¢ That's strange,” said the wife, © can't you
.think of anything new at all ?”

“ Nothing whatever; the door of my mind
is locked againat it.”

* Nonsense,” said his wife, *can't you in-
vent something about a giant or a dwarf, or a
Bear Mhor (huge woman) or = baoch (cham.
pion) from foreign parts ?”’

 Oh, it is easy enough to find heroes,” re-
plicd the Story-teller, “*but what um I to do
with them when I have them ?”

“ And can't you invent anything at all 2"

T cannot; our estate is gone from us for
ever; besides the open show that will be mado
of mo to-night at the palace,”

When the Story-teller's wife heard this
dreadful news, she broke into z fit of crying
and weeping, as if all her friends and relations
were dead. . At length her husband prevailed
on her to be composed.

“'Well,” said she, “let us sit down to break-
fast at any rate; the day is long yet, and may
be you'd think of something or another in the
courae of it,”

The Story-teller shook his head, as if to in-
timate his distrust of its contents, but sat down
to breskfast as his wife desired. When all
was romoved, and they had sat for a while in
silenoe :

“Well,” she asked, “ do you think of any-
thing yet ?"

# Not a pinsworth,” said the Story-teller.—
‘] might as well lic down and dio at once.”

“ Weli, my dear,” said the lady, “ I'll tell
you what you'll do. Qrder your horses and
chariot, and let us take a good long drive, and
may be something might come into your head,”
The Story-teller complied, and the chariot
was prepared, Two of his finest horses were
harnessed in the carriage, and three favourite
hounds followed them, After driving a long
distance, they took the road homeward once
more, and towards evening, when they came
within sight of their own demcsne, the lady
again asked her husband af he had yet thought
of anything to tell the king?
¢ There i8 no use in my attempting it,"” he
replied, “ I can think of nothing. I'm as far
from having anything new, as 1 was when we
left home,”

At this moment it happened that the lady ]
saw something dark at the end of a field at a
little distance from the road.

“My dear,” said the wife, “do you sce
something black at the end of that field ?"—
+ X do,” replied her husband.

“Let us drive towards it,”’ said the wife,
“ and perhaps it might be the means of puttiag
something into your head which it would an.
swer to tell the king.” s
#“T'll do a8 you desire,”” replicd the Story-
teller, * though I am sure it is no use for me,”
They turned the horses’ heads and drove in
the direction pointed out by the lady, When
they drew nigh, they saw & miserablc looking
old man lying on the ground with 2. wooden
leg placed beside him.

“ Wiao are you, my good man ?"' asked the
Story-teller,

¢ Oh, then, 'tis little matter who I am.—
I'm a poor, old, lame, decrepid miserable crea-
ture, sitting down here to rest awhile,"”

 And whatare you doing with that box and
dice I see in your hand ?"

- “1 am waiting here to sec whether any one
would play.a game with me,"” replied the old
bococh (begzar man. .
“Play with you/" exclaimed the Story-
teller. - “ Why what has & 'poor old man' like
you to play for?” . - L
1 have one hundred pieces of gold here in
this Jeathern purse,” roplied the old man,

“ Do you go down and play with him," ‘said
the Story-teller's wife, « ind perhaps you might
have something to ¢ell'the king about.it in the
evening.”. .. . . ovaileeno il

.- He descended, and & smooth stone was plaved |

 Much good may it do you, friend,” said
the Story-teller. “I could not expect better
hap in so foolish an undertakiog.”

#* Will you play again ?”” asked the old man.

“Don't be talking, man; yon have all my
noney,”

““Haven't you a chariot and horses and
hounds 2"

“ Well, what of them ?**

“T'l stake all the money 1 have against
them,”

¢« Nonsense, man!’ exclaimed the Story-
teller, ¢ do you think for all the gold in Yre-
land, I'd run the risk of secing my lady obliged
to go home on foot 2"

“ May be you'd win," said the bocock.

# Muy be T wouldn't,” said the Story-teller,

‘Do play with Lim husband,”” said the lady.
¢ Tt is the second time, and as he woun before,
you might win now. Besides I don’t mind
walking."” .

¢ I pever refused you a request in my life,
that it was possible to comply with,” said the
Story-teller, ““and T won't do so now.”

He sut down acoordingly, and in one throw
lost horses, hounds, and chariot,

“ Will you play again ?”” asked the dococh.

« Are you making game of me, man ?"" said
the Story-teller, * what else irve I to stake?”

¢ I'll stake the whole money and ull against
your lady,” siid the old man.

Now, gentlemen of the Jury, although these
were pagan times, the Story-teller could not
help thinking the bococh had a great deal of
impudenco to make him such a proposition.—
However, he ouly locked at him with an ex-
pression of great surprise, and was turnlng
away in silence, when his wife spoke to bim
egein :

¢ Do, my dear,” said she, * accept his offer.
This is the third time, and how do you know
what luck you may have? Besides, if you
lose your estate to night, as you are afraid, sure
I'd be only a bother to you all our life,”

¢ Is that the way you talk I' said the Story-
teller, ¢ you that Unever refused = request to,
sicce first I saw you,”

“ Weli,* uatd she, ¢ if youi vever refused me
& raquest before, don't refuse me this cne now,
and may be it would be better for us both.—
You'll surely win the third time,” '

They played again, and the Story-teller lost.
No sooner had he done so, than to his great as-
tonishment and indignation, he beheld his lady
walk over and sit down mnear the ugly old
bococh, .

¢ Is that the way you're leaving me?” said
the Storyteilar, :

“Sure I was won my dear,” said the lady,
t“you would not cheat the old man, would
you ?’

« Have you any- more to stake ?”’ asked the
old man. .

«You know verywell I havenot,” replied
the Storyteller,

«1'll stake the whole now, your lady and all,
against yourself,” said the old map,

# Nonsepse, man [ said thg Statyteller,
“what in the world business gould you have of
an old fellow like me ("

“ That's my 0"q pffiir, suid the bocoeh, I
!‘50‘7 MY what use I could make of you; it
9 ondugh for you if I 2m willingto con
sider you =« sufficient stake against all I
have.”

“Do, my dear,” said the lady; ¢ surely
you da not mean to Jeave me here after you.”

, The Story-teller complied once more and
0s€.

« Well,”" said he with a desolate look, “here
I am for you now, and what do you want with
me? You have the whole of us now, horses
and carriage and mistress and master, and what

poor hare taken a skip or two, in order to
divert himself when the lndy called the hounds
and set them after him, The bare ran, the
dogs followed. The field in which they bap-
pened  to be was cnclosed by a high wall, so
that the course contioned a long time in the
sight of the old man and the ludy, to the great
diversion of both. At length the hare, pant-
ing and weary, ran to the fect of the latter for
protection. But thcn was witnessed o singu-
lar instanoce of the caprice and mutability of
the sex, for the Story-teller’s wife, forgetful of
all his kindoess experienced during a long
course of years, unfeelingly kicked him baek
again towardsthe dogs, from whenoe arose the
proverb long current in after times, caitk se a
glab no con, (she threw him into the hound’s
moutl, as applied to all who aet with similar
ingraticude. They coursed him a second
and athird time, and at the end of each, the
lady noted’ with the same heartlessness, until
ut length tle old man struck the hounds, and
took the harevinto his lap, where he held him
for some time, until he sufficiently recovered
his strength, He then placed kim on the
ground, and po¥ting the cord around him
struck him with the wand,on which ho im-
wediately re-assumed his own form.

“'Well,” said the 0.\d man, ¢ will you tell me
how you liked the spor AT .

It might be sport tot Oth?rs,” replied the
Story-teller, looking at h.\s wite, “but I de-
elare I don’t find it so en¥icing, but I could
put up with the loss of it. You're sdroll mun
whoever you are, Would it be asking on im-
pertivent question to know ,¥Om you who you
are at all, or whero you ocame rom, ar what
is your trade, that you should take # pl.ensure
in plagueing a poor old man of my ki in that
magpnper P

“Oh,” said the stranger, “I'm a very odd Jxind

as to come in, whetlier the door was open o
shut.”

Then turning to the musicians :

 Play something for us,’’ said he, “that [
may judge whether ail that I have heard in
your praige be merited or otherwisc.”

They began to play, first successively, and
then in full coneert, all kinds of airs and ela-
borate picces of music, both on wind and
stringed instruments, and when they had coa.
cluded, all looked to the new comer to learn
his opinion of their performance.

1 assure you,” suid the Caol Riava, ¢ that
sinee I first heard of Belzebub and Moloch and
Satan and the rest of their infernal compeers,
apd of the hideous noise and uprear com-
pounded of rageand lamentation which prevails
in the dreary region of the demons and in the
court of the sable princes of Hell, I never
could imagine worse music than what you . aze
just after playing."

'“ Play something for us yourself, then,” said
O'Donnell.

“ May be I will, and may be I wont” re-
plied the Caol Riava, < for you may be certaie.
L will do exactly what I like myself' and aoth.
ing else.”

T don’t doubt you,”* seid ()'Donnell.

The Cuol Riava then took a harp and bogan
to play in such a manner that the dead might
have come out of their graves to hear him
without occasioning any astonishment to those
who knew the cause they had for so doing, As
to the company who were present, sometimes
he would make them weep, sometimes he could
lull them ausleep with the power of his enchant-
ing straing,

“You are a sweet man, whoover you are,”
said O’ Donnell.

“ Some duys sweet and some days bitter,”
replied the Cuol Riava,

“ Go higher and sit in company with 0’ Don-

of man—a sort of a walking, good-for-nothin’S
little fellow—one dayin poverty—another day
in plenty—and so on —but if you wish te
know anytbing more about me or my habits,
come with me in some of my rambles, and
perhaps, I might show you more than you
wovld be aptto muke out if you wereto go
alone,” -

“I'm pot my ewn master to go or stay,”
replied the Story-teller, with a resigned look.
When the strarger heard this, he put one
hand into the wallet which he carried at his
side, and drew out of it before their cyes a well-
looking widdle-nged map, to whom he spoke,
as follows:
I command you by all you hieard and saw
since I put you into my wallet, to take charge
of this lady, together with the carringo agq
horses and all, and have them ready o meag u
call whenever 1 s!mll require them.’t

He had roargety puid thité words when all
vanished fYgm the Stoty-teller's sight and he
found himeelf on a sudden, transported he
kpew not how, to a place which he recognized
as the Fox’s Ford, well known as the residence
of Red Hugh Q'llonnell. Qe looking uround
he saw the old man standing near bim in a
dress still more grotesque than before, His
fgure was now crect, though tall and lak, his
hair grey, and his cars sticking up through his
old hat, The greater part of his sword was
exposed behind bis hip; he wore a pair of
tattered brogues, which, at every prodigious
stride he made over the marshy ground, sent
the water in jets up to hiskooes: and 1o his
hand he carried three green boughs, 1t hap-
penedon this very day that O'Donnell 2pd his
followers and hinsmen were partaking of a
splendid banquet in his house. They were
very ‘wmerry, feastiog and drinking together,
? as the Story-teller and his companion drew

business have you of us ?"

“ 1l soon lot you know what business
have of you at any rate,"” said the old man,
taking out of his pocket a long cord and a wand.
“ Now,"” he continued, “as I have posuession
of your property, I donot chooso to be annoyed
by you any longer,so I proposa tramsform-
ing you into some kind of am avimal, and I
give you = free choiceto be a hare, or n deer,
or a fox, whichever of the ¢hree best hits your
faney." - :

The Story-teller in di gmay looked over to-
wards his wife,

“ My dear,” said §' 49, ¢ do not choose to be
a deer, for if you dn your horns will be caught
in the branches, ar ,q you will be starved with
bunger; neither ¢hgose to be a fox, for you
will have the ¢ grge of everybody down upon
you, but ¢ho0f 4 ¢4 he an honest little hare, and
every one Wil' 1ove you, and you will be prais-
ed by high -+ 4pd Jow.” ,

“And ¥ g ¢hat all the compassion you have
for me " '‘sdiq the Story-teller, “Well, as I
BUPPORE . /it js the last: word I have to say fo
you, K shall. not to-be contradict you at .any
rate,".0 . A R .

r
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near, they heard one of the guests exclaimin a
loud and commanding tone: )
“Who will say he ever hourd finer wusic
than that? s it possible that twenty-two
musicians could be found from this to the
shores of Greece, better skilled in their art
than the twenty-two who are here to-day I mean
Darby McGillagan Jormad O'Cregan, Timothy
0’Cunniogham, and many more whom I do not
mention now by name?” .
% We do not suppose,” said several of his
hearers, ¢ that any such thing is possible.”
At this moment the Caol Riava (thin grey
man) and-the Story-teller entered the . house:.
«“Save all here1” gaid the Caol Riava, .
«Apd you lkewise, replied O'Dornell,
« where do you come from-now 2’
« T slept last night,'’ replied stra
the palace of the king of Ecotland.” .
«Qall the door-keeper before me,” said
O'Donnell,: A
- He was summoned aceordingly. N
“ Was it you Jet in this man 7"’ asked 0’Don-
mell. " - . :
«] give ¥

nger, “ i

«if ever I'aid"

dent moment.’.
H .ilg ‘sl‘“ 4i8,p8

y o
oo Bag. el st

id (b Clagl Ridva,

o free leave fo-whip the head from.
my. two' shoulders,” replied the - door-kegper,
yes .uppg{hx_g_:f before “thit. ?re:

lfor-.

mell, and cat along with himw,” said one of the
attendunts,
“I will do no such thing,” replied the Caol

Ri.wwa, *“ for a plensing accomplishment in an
ugly Tellow like me, is liko honey in the body
of a m:n who is going to be hunged ; so I will
go o higher up then where I am; but let me

sce his goodoess hore, if lic has a mind to show
it at all,”

Ho kept his Flaoc, and ('Donnell sent him
by the hands of an attendant u suit of attire,
consisting of a cloak of mawy colors, & fine
tunic and other garments fo muteh,
 Here,” said the attendant, ©is a full suir
tbat O’ Donncll sends you,”

AT will not accept it," veplied the ol
Riuva, “for 2 good man shall never have to

gy that he lost so muoh by me.”

"« He is either an enemy or somcthing more
than mortal,” said O’Donnell, when he heard
that the atranger hud refused his gifts. ¢ Let
twenty horsemen in- full armour keep guard
outside the house, and as wmany foot soldiers
be stationed inside to watch his movements,"
“What are you going to do with me?”
asked the Long Grey Man, when lie saw the
soldiers gathering round him.

#We mean to have a sharp eye on you, that
you may not give us the slip 'till dinper is
over,” said O’Donnell.

« You are very hospitable,” roplied the Caol.
Riava, “but I give you my word, if you were
as good again it is not with you I'll dine to-
da .Yl .
?"Wberc elee will you dine ?"' asked O'Don-
nell,

« Far enough from you, you may be
fied,” replied the Cuol Riavs,

«] pledge you my word,” said one of the
galloglusses on guard, "*if 1 find you attempt-
ing to stir against O’ Doonell's wish, I'll make
pound pieces of you with my battle axe,”,
The Caol Riuva made no reply, but took an:
instrument and began to play as before, in such
a mapner that all within hearing were em--
chanted with his music, He then laid nside
the harp and stood up in his place.

“ Now,” he said, ¢ look to yourse
who are minding me, for I am off "’

The iostant ho uttered these words, the sol-
dier who had mepaced him, raised his battle
axe, but insteud of wounding the stranger as
he intended, he struck a heavy blow on. the
barness of the man who stood next him, - The
latter returned the stroke with the best of his
will, and in a few moments the whole Boore of
1oot guards were hewing at each other’s heads
and shoulders with their battle axes; until the
floor was strewed with their disabled- bodies,—
Tn the midst of this confusion the Qaol Riava.
came to-the:door-kecper and said;to him';

u Gg to O'Dontell and tell him that for & reward '
of twenty.cowa and a large faym rentfreey you will
undertake to bring his people to life .again,: When
‘he accepts your proposal (as-1.know he will bs glad -
to do); take this-herb and'rub a Jittle of ‘it 1o the
toof;of each man's mouth and.he. will be preseatly
in perfeot health again ' sini iz
44 The - door-keeper.. did.cas : ho.directed, u;
céeded perfectly, but when‘he reiurned to

et
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