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IRELAND'S STRUaOL
A cable deipatch .tatei that the 

Campaign baa colltpeed on Ihe 
estate. Sixty tenants have paid 
amount ol their tents and the 
litigation.

Mr. Peter O'Brien, now Attorn 
oral for Ireland, succeeds Sir Mich 
■ ii as Lord Chief Juiti.co of Irolan 

A correspondent of the Irish 
writes from Lirerpool : “i ii 
pleasure of seeing the victim of I 
rule in Donegal, Father Stephei 
he was on a short visit to St. Ai 
recently, I was indeed glad to 
look so well after ell his su 
and his spirit is not broken 
rigors of Derry jail end the in 
sought to be heaped upon 1 
occasion requires he is again rea 
the man in the gap in defence 
struggling poor ol his il jok.”

Mr. T. W. Russel maintains 
result of the byeclectlons in Eat, 
no Index to whet will be the ri.su 
next general election, lie si 
between 1880 and 1885 the Cone 
won twenty seats from the 
whereas the latter won only fi 
the former were badly beatei 
general elections which folios 
William Harcourt meets tfcii stat 
the situation as follows : "l'ha 
losses In bye-elections were chitII 
towns, and in the towns the Lib 
heavily at the general election, t 
firming the impression the bye 
had given. Of the twenty Con 
victories in the hye elections tilt 
In boroughs. Of these til teen I 
Berwick, St. Ives, Evesham, 
borough and Sandwich were n 
county divisions by the Rt 
tlon Act, so that the Con 

went for little w 
general election came. Seven 
the boroughs, Brighton, Coventi 
pool, Oxford, Southampton, V 
and the Wigton Distiict, did I 
at the general election as in 
elections, and returned Const 
Only three reversed the prêt 
ciiion, and ol three Stsfiord bad 
yeara in which to charge its mil 
bury three yeara and York t 
The bye-elections, from 1880 to 1 
therefore fairly indicative ol the 
the general election, as there 
reason to believe they will be i 
present administration.”

The late bye elections, occi 
over the country, and in cons! 
which were uncuaoged in the 
undoubtedly indicate a great n 
public sentiment, and the Li 
cesses have been so mai ked bi 
gain of seats and in reducing 
servative majorities that a con 
Liberal success is certain.

Mr. Oladstone, In an artii 
Nineteenth Century, esys he 
an election were held now th 
would return a Home Rule m 
Parliament of 109.

The Government have under 
tlon a XI0,000 000 land pvreha 
but as the proposal dhctlmluate 
v.ry considerable poitlon of I 
of Ireland who are entitled 
bent fitr of any each scheme, it 
ably be strongly otjeettd to t> 
and Nationalise as well ae man; 
stives.

Rev. Father O’Rsilly, Treasi 
Irish Land League of Ami 
Colonel Atkinson, both of D 
ceived an ovation at the Natioi 
meeting in Dublin before their 
lor America.

In the fifty cases for eje 
tenants on the Ponsonby esl 

up for hearing at Mi 
November 5, decrees were ( 
the court. The Tenants’ Del 
ciation will provide shelter fc 
hundred ana fifty persons wh 
thus deprived ol their homes.

The Donneale tenants hav 
great victory, their dispute 
landlady, Mrs Foley, having 
cessfully settled by srbitratior 

The rents are to be reduc 
per cent, for the next five 
large amount of arrears will 
out, and all law costs in cm 
late proceedings against the I 
be settled by the landladv.

On the estate of the Dra] 
pany in Londonderry, eject! 
been served on all the tenanti 
in whose cases the land con 
have sanctioned the advani 
said that it is the intention a 
pany not to press for deer 
cases where the tenants havi 
have the sales proceeded w 
coming session, and also ir 
which the tenants sign agri 
purchase and pay a proporl 
arrears due. In every esse i 
sale falls through the ejec 
be proceeded with. In all 
died and fifty ejectments 
served cn the Drapera’ Com] 
This ie worse than even the 
barbarities.

The editor of the Watei 
has been sentenced to ti 
imprisonment for printing 0| 
trary to the views of the G 
which is called intimidatit 
called by Mr. Balfour, “ireei 
press.”

A cartoon issued by Uni 
evicted fan
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THE AGNOSTIC GIRL.“Tike this to the bank to-morrow, an* 
ycu'll get ten goold sovereigns for id.”

Honor fixed ber eyes upon his face, as 
if his words were quite beyond her com­
prehension.

“Poil acborra,” raid she, in a reproach 
ful tone, and trying to recover her 
breath, “Pflil, acborra, read the letter.”

She drew a low stool towards her, and 
gently pushing the dog from between 
Pail's legs, eat down in front of him with 
ber hand under ber chin. Phil read the 
letter in a steady monotonous tone, atop 
ping occasionally to comment upon its 
contenir, and leaving off altogether at 
one place, and fixing his eye a on the 
opposite wall, as if be were addressing a 
rather numerous audience, delivered an 
interesting lecture on the rapid growth 
of American cities ; dwelling particularly 
on the fact that the man was still alive 
when the book from which he had his 
information was printed, who sold the 
ground upon which the city of Cincinnati 
was built for a “pony horse”—greatly to 
the edification of nis wife, who had a pro­
found respect for his erudition.

“Put that in your huBsif,” said Phil, 
handing her the cheque.

She did so ; and set about preparing 
Norab’e boiled bread and milk without 
speaking a word.

“Are

If the action were almost beyond ber 
strength, and made the sign of the Cross. 
Then, with her hands claeped, and resting 
on her knees, she raised her eye# for a 
moment, as if offering up a short mental 
prsyer, and commenced to read from the 
book which her brother held for her.

The tcene was so touching that the two 
young men stole softly from the house, 
neither of them uttering a word till they 
reached the old cattle.

“I suppose that poor girl cannot live 
long,” ssid Mr. Lowe. “I never saw a 
human face so waited away. It will 
haunt me, I fear, for some time. Toere Is 
something unearthly In ber eyes—and did 
you remark the long eyelashes, how they 
contrasted with the pale cheeks ? I eup* 
pose she Is dying of consumption !”

“I can’t quite understand her esse,” 
replied Richard, with an air of professional 
importance ; “A Is rather peculiar. She 
has not had the use of her limbs for 
several years back. I think it Is the spine, 
though Klely says not.”

The view from the top of the old castle 
was very fine, though the bre+ei was too 
keen to allow of the!*■ dwelling for anv 
length of time upon Its beauties. Richard, 
however, remained so resolutely gezlcg in 
one direction, though the wind was 
directly in bis face, ibat his companion 
suspected thtre was some object of pecu 
liar interest In that quarter.

“That is a pretty house on the aide of 
the bill,” he remarked.

“Yes, the white house in the trees,” 
fa'd Richard, turning his eyes In quite a 
different direction.

“No, I mean the house on the bill near 
that square grove. Wfio lives there ?”

“A Mr. Hardy.”
“I thought so. And have we any 

chance of getting a gllmpeeof the beauty ?’’
Richard stared at him with surprise.
“You forget,” said Mr. Li we, laughing, 

“that you promised last night to show me 
where she lived. I dare cay the wall near 
the paling ct the end of the grove la the 
scene of your misadventure ?”

The doctor began pulling his moustache, 
end put on a grave, not to eay a frowning 
look. He was trying to recall what he bad 
said on the subj ct the night before, but 
apparently without success.

“Yes,” he replied, quite seriously, as if 
he cooeilered it no subject for jest, ‘«that 
is lha place where the accident occurred. 
Miss llinly is a highly respectable and 
very superior young lady. However, he 
aided, fixing another lingering look on 
the house near the grove, “ibis would be 
too early au hour to call. A nd, besides, we 
must be back before breakfast ” He 
looked at bis watch, and, finding there was 
no time to be lost, they walked briskly 
back towards Ballinaclash.

As they passed through the village, 
Tommy Lahy was in the act of climbing 
up a rather tall beech tree that stood In 
front of the oli house, the lower part of 
Its truok protected by a piece of mason 
work which looked like a foot or two of a 
thick round gate pier. Tommy’s laugh­
ing face looked down at them over his 
shoulder, as he mounted higher and higher, 
with the case and regularity of a swimmer. 
But after reaching the topmost bough, he 
came tumbling down with such bieak- 
neck precipitation that Mr. Lowe started, 
under the impression that he had missed 
his hold and was grasping at the branches 
to save himself from being dashed to 
pieces. This view of the case was at once 
proved to be erroneous, when Tommy 
reached the smooth part of the tree, and 
slid down to the low pedectal, which he 
touched as lightly as a bird. Without a 
moment’s pause he ran up the hill and 
into Mat the Thrasher’s garden, where the 
thick hedge concealed him from view.

“What the devil is he up to?” said 
Richard.

“I can’c imagine,” replied Mr. Lowe, 
“let us hurry up and sea.”

Un looking over the hedge they saw 
Tommy standing in the middle of the cab­
bage plot, scratching his poll with a look of 
vexation and disappointment. He knelt for 
a moment among the cabbages, and stood 
up with a bird in his hand which he eyed 
with no friendly expression.

“What is it V Richard asked.
Tommy looked up, surprised at finding 

himself observed, but immediately an­
swered :

“A robineen, sir.” And Tommy de­
liberately pulled the tail out of the robin, 
and than let it fly away. It perched on 
the square chimney of Mat the Thrasher’s 
house—looking decidedly woebegone with­
out its tall.

“Why have you pulled out the bird’s 
tail ?” Mr. Liwe asked.

“What made he knock my crib?” re­
plied Tommy, “I’d have a blackbird only 
for him ”

Richard explained to his companion 
that the robin was the plague of boys who 
had cribs set to catch birds, as he was per­
petually getting himself caught, thereby 
making it necessary to “set” the crib 
again. And, a? taking the life of cock 
roblu was a crime from which even the 
wickedest urchin would shrink aghast, 
pulling out his tail, which was looked 
upon as a legitimate mode of punishment, 

the only revenge they could have for 
all the trouble and loss In put them to.

“Did yon catch much to-day, Tommy ?” 
IVchard asked.

“No, sir ; only two wran-boys an’ an 
acneen,”

“What have you your trap baited with ?” 
Mr. Lowe inquired.

Tommy opened his eyes wide, evidently 
not understanding the question,

“lie means,” said Richard, “what have 
you under the crib to tempt the birds to 

into it ?”
'A bit of a biled

Jeanette’s Hair, gate, and take a look down into the 
quarry. Toe boys shouted and waved 
their hats at him, but Tommy felt no wey 
shaken in his resolution not to join them 
till his mother came home. But the t'ght 
of Jscky R,an gildiag over the in zm 
pool on one irg was so frightful a t*mt-ta 
tlon that it wn oalf bv luititutiy shutting 
his tjes and fliogtng himstlf down from 
the gate that be was able to resist it. lie 
r*J »lncd hie tliter in high ipiiits. Bo 
proud wae b*, fedeeh, of the victory he 
had jest gained, that even the appre 
berried mi-eiy of H iding the frost all gene 
nez' m in log was forgotten.

“Mind,” mid be t > bis ileter, “’twas 
settln’ my crib I ww ” 

fo- e tmlied, end tnrntd her large, sor 
rowful eyes towards him, but without 
turniog ber bead, wh'ch mted against 
the hick of her slaw chair.

“What did you ketch, Tommy ?” the 
ask*d lu her twee*, low voice.

“A robineen,” he replied,1 bad—” Hi 
wae going to say ‘ bad luck t> h’m,” but 
checked blmeel’.

“Did you pull the tail out of him ? ’
“I — 1— did.” He was < u the pjiat r.f 

saylog be d-d not ; bat, like tko louth 
terrier, which was now coiled up at ber 
feet, Tommy seemed under & spell in her 
preeenca. He could not car§«; or tell a 
lie while speaking to ber. Wickedness cf 
every kind eetmsd doubly wicked wh^n 
Ncrah was by.

“Ah! Tommy,” fad she, “I t>ld you 
never to do that eg*in. It ie not so Lad 
to kill the poor blackbirds, as we can 
roast ’em an’ ate ’em ; but to wantonly 
hurt any living creature—above all, the 
poor little robin that bops Into the house 
to us, an’ that everybody loves ”

“Tnat was the third turn wud him 
knockin' id to day,” said Tommy, almost 
beginning to blabbe*-, for her reproaches 
affected him es nothing else could. “An’ 
sure, what barm did ft do him? Ou’jr 
like Wat Corcoran, when the Vys cat the 
tali off uv hie bodycott ”

^ This logic, and the recollection of Wat 
Corcoran’s figure on the occasion referred 
to, made the poor girl laugh ; and Tommy 
felt that hie pet ce was made. We should 
mention that Wat Corcoran was a bailiff 
who had received some rough handling in 
the neighborhood a short time before.

Tommy eat on a stool near the fire, to 
all appearances on excellent terms with 
himself. He had acquitted himself to 
hi) own entire eatlefaction during the 
morning. The ta-k of “having an eyo to 
the shop” was almost a sinecure, a- the 
customers were nearly all at the Station. 
So he took the torgs in his two hands and 
built up tha turf fire till it bleztd pleas­
antly.

The twitter of a bird made him turn 
round and fix his merry eyes on a cage 
that hung near the window.

“Norah,” said he, “I think the gold­
finch will shortly bs tame enough for Miss 
B ile. He’s beglnnin’ to sing already.” 

“That wae the old linnet,” she said. 
“No, ’twasn’t,” he replied positively, 

“Do you think I don’t know the call of a 
lionet from a gold inch ? An’ look out 
at the tree—the lower branch at the right 
hand eldt—an’ you’ll see whit made him 
call. Don’t lean your head that way. 
Watt, an’ I’ll turn the chafr ”

He turned her chair round till she faced 
the window. Then with his chin resting 
on the back of the chair, and his rc-y 
cheek leaning against her dsrk hair, he 
pointed to two birds in the tree.

“Do you see their yellow wines ?” he 
exclaimed, gleefully, as the birds 11 ittered 
among the branches.

“Oh, they’re beautiful !” she replied, 
her dark eyes beaming with pleasure.

“I could ketch them two, now, if I 
liked,” said Tommy, “wud black buttons. 
But I won’t, as 1 don’t want ’em. But 
I’ll bring the wan I have to Mies E lie to­
day or to morrow. She sent for seed for 
him o’ Saturday. But Wattletoee brought 
all hemp seed instead of having Id mixed 
—half canary feed—is I tould him. Miss 
Grace said ’twas a sign he’d be banged.”

“What sort of a girl is Mi*a Grace, 
Tommy ? Is she as nice as Miss Ellia !”

“She’ll never see the day,” said Tommy, 
with emphasis. “She’s as proud a<? a pea 
cock.” he continued. “‘Who Is that 
boy? Do you epesk to such Inye ?’ ” 
And Tommy mimicked Grace’s manner, 
and conveved his opinion of that proud 
little lady by a very expressive toss of his 
curly head,

“And what did Mbs Eiiie say ?”
“•She said I was Tommy Lahy, an’ why 

wouldn’t she ppeak to me.”
“I think, Tommy, poor D!ck wants 

water. Look, he’ll choke himself trying 
to put his bill down to the bottom of the 
gallipot. You’re not taking care of him 
since 
Elite.

Tommy Immediately got upon a chair 
and filled the gallipot.

“And now, Tommy, put a couple of 
sods behind the fire, and run to the 
well for a kettle of fresh water, and put it 
down to boll, as mother will soon be 
home.”

Tommy seiz’d the kettle, and after 
whittling In a peculiar manner to his 
birds, with his underlip bulged out by his 
tongue, he trotted off to the well In the 
“rushy fi -Id” near the bridge. But stop- 
ptvg suddenly at the beech-tree he laid 
down the kettle and climb id sufficiently 
high to look at bis crib in Mat the Toraah 
er’s garden. The crib, however, was 
standing : so he slid down as slowly as ho 
possibly could with his eyes shut—after 
the manner of boys when left to “die” on 

eesiug-swong—and then, suddenly ro 
gaining his wonted vigor on touching 
mother earth, he caught up the kettle, and 
set off for the well in “buck jumps.”

Nora Lahy watched the linnet as it 
sipped its water.

“Ah, poor old Dick,” said she, “you 
must not be forgotten for that gay young 
gentleman. When will he be able to slug 
like you, I’d like to know ? As grand as 
he is with his golden wings, and Ills crim­
son-velvet head, ond his pretty, sharp 
bill, I would not give one of your songs, 
poor old fellow, for all his grandeur,”

Ihe linnet, as if he understood her 
praises, regained his perch with a single 
hop, and lying down upon his breast, ruf 
lied out his feathers. Then, with his 
eyes closed, the old linnet poured forth a 
low, sweet, wondrouely varied song. She 
listened till her bosom bagan to heave, 
and something which we cannot call a 
blush glowed on her cheek. And seldom 
has human heart thrilled with 
qulsite pleasure than that which the song 
of the linnet awakened in the heart of 
Nora Lahy, as she sat there alone in her

tt*aw chair ; though she felt and believed 
that God had wllnd ebe should never raise 
uunassuted from that chair—never tgtln 
join her young companions in their 
rambles by the hedge row- and through 
the green fields aud along by the batik of 
the clear, noisy little brook, to gathtr the 
wild fl -were, and listen to the lark b gh 
up in the eky, and the “bold tbru-h” on 
the tree top, and the blackbirds’ whistle 
from tbs thicket, and, welcomed of all, 
the rbout of t3e cuckoo, proc'aimtng tnat 
summer was come !

Never again !
And vet, at she listerei there, aloce, to 

the linnet’* song, her whole brirg, every 
faculty of h*-r soul, wae a htnrn of praise 
and gratitude to God for His boundless 
goodness.

BT CII AS. O HALPIWB.
unpublished by request )

Oh. loosen the curls that you wear. J esnette, 
Let me tangle my batd In your hair, wy

For Ine world in me had no daintier sight 
Than your brown hair veiling your shoulders 

white.

BY MAI BIOS FRANCIS 10AN.
The existence of tb3’ Agnostic girl ie • 

fact, although there are elderly people 
who doubt it, just as some of us have 
doubted the possibility of the griflia or 
the dragon. She is generally lound in 
cities. She may have been at college— 
she has at least gone through the course 
of one of the public high schools. She 
has read Matthew Arnold’s “Literature 
and the Dogma,”—the most impertinent 
piece of work done by that master of 
words ; she bas dipped into Draper’s
‘ Conil.ct of Religion and Science,”_
whose author appears to have been a 
good physician, but a sciolist in every­
thing else; she knows something of 
John Stuart Mill, adores the inanith b of 
Y'eiuon Lie, and levels in “Robert 
Ells mere.”

equipped ihe frees the “eternal 
verities.” See fancies the can look down 
on the merch of the ages with the dim­
ness of wise impartiality. She finds the 
Christian idea of G id “xepelinnt to her,” 
—but she “does not know”; she denies in 
one breath and takes refuse in Know- 
Notkingism in the other. She strikes 
one with more amazement than the 
Agnostic young man ; and one is con­
stantly asking how a young woman can 
be a fool, for fools are rarer among the 
youthful female sex than among the male. 
Sae ie aggressive : she is always affirm- 
ing her disbelief in God and Christianity 
—for to deny so universal a belief 
amounts to an t-ffi rmation—yet she always 
fbuoders when asked to take the burden 
of proof which r easonably rests on her.

It is charming to hear a sweet young 
thing, in the pauses of the dance, throw 
out a few fascinating nothing! on by* 
thibiua or protoplasm and toe foolish- 
neAs of faith, Perbapi before '93, young 
French lauios, who dabbled a little in 
\ o. taire and the Encyclopedia, made 
nmilar pleasantries. But if they did, 
they suffered for it ; and when the 
inaskei headsman faced them at the 
guillosice, it was not on Voltaire they 
called.

Iq the cultivated society in which the 
Agnostic girl swims it is thought rather 
low to be anything but a Know Nothing 
or a Buddhist. Tne fashion may change 
next year; but this year Buddhism is 
still the rag*», and the visit of Sir Eiwia 
Arnold will no doubt give an impetus to a 
form of opinion delightfully vague and de­
liciously incomprehensible, as the Bud­
dhists themselves have not yet settled 
what the nirvjnj is, or the exact mean­
ing of their adored golden lotus, it is easy 
lor the Agnostic girl to pass from Agnos­
ticism into a more romantic form of 
Know-Nothingism. And when the em­
pire gown and the directory bonnet go 
out of fashion, she will need a new relig* 
ion. When she no longer shocks her 
friends by her “advanced” assertions, 
she will cease to assert.

An analysis of the state of mlud of the 
Agnostic maiden has led us to tfce conclu- 
■Ion that it li made up of two very 
compatible element*—a little learning and 
a great deal of vanity. She will tell you 
that she grounds hit opinion on facts. 
Facts ! Why, her beloved apostle, Matthew 
Arnold, tells us that facts have failed the 
new believers 1 There is nothing now 
left to them hnt pnptry. A id Mr. Arnold 
was almost infallible in his time—in Irg 
time; but, poor man, he had but a short 
day as an authority on religious opinion ! 
And has it ever struck his Infallible young 
disciple that, if his slurs on the manoers 
of her countrymen were as well considered 
as those on the Christian faith, they are 
valuable indeed ?

G ven & course of garbled history, a 
hab»t of discussing conclusions without 
knowledge of premises, a tendency to 
the reading of pessimistic novels and 
current qum philosophical magazine 
powers, a contempt for any opinion that 
is more than a year old, a superficial 
mind, a great deal of vanity, arrogance, 
and intolerance, and you have the great 
est bigot of time—the Agnostic young 
woman. '

It wm hrown with a golden glo«e, Jeanette, 
It wae finer than tne el Ik of the flat, in y pet. 
’Two* » beautiful inlet falling down to your
’Twae a thing to be braided and Jeweled and 

el-eed ;
•Twee the lovelleet heir In the world, ray pet.
If arm wee the arm of aelown. Jeanett 
t wae elnewy, brin!led end brow 

Bui w;.rrnlv nod softly It loved 
Your round while neck aud your wealth of

Your beautiful plenty of hair, my pet

e,«it, 1 Ii I’D, my pe to careen

Y *»ur a ewimmlng glory, Jeanette, 
old, dear etory, my pet ; 

with the ebaetened tinge of
to snap the

eye------
illng the

When the trout leaps quickest 
And in*-y matched wlta your golden hair,

CHAPTER VIII 
H-iNoB last's good lcck

The keitle wae just beginning to j ,fn 
its song to the song of the old linnet wnta 
M s. Lab —or Honor Lahy, as rfcs wae 
more grne ally celled by her neighbour*— 
returned fiom the Station. She was a 
coufforttble ior kiog da*ae, enveloped in • 
blue cloth cloak, with the hood drawn 
over her head, aod ber hands encased in 
grav worsted in tiens

During the gieater part of ber life 
Honor Liby hod fjund it b*rd enough 
to make bo:h tn-ie meet. For honest 
Pb 1 u-fd to “tskd a drop,” and his earn­
ing reidim did mnre than clear off the 
weekly tcore at the public house His 
customers dropped off one by one, the few 
who lemalned faithful to him having 
often to keep their purchases for weeks 
and even months till they could catch 
him in their own houses ; and then Phil 
Lihy and his goose aod lapboard were 
jealously guarded till the “new shoots” 
were fiaished ( if, when the artist was set 
at liberty, looking fat and healthy 
after a week or two of good fare 
and enforced sobriety. His wife ektd 
out the necessaries of life by rearing 
poultry and fattening a pig ; the pig going 
the way of meet Irish pfAs—to the land 
lird. In spite of all her txertlone, how 
ever, the grew poorer and poorer, till at 
last she and her bnebv<d returned 
fine evening from the fair Ballymullin, 
and all the neighbors remarked that, 
instead of the “slip” which, as usual, they 
expected to see trotting before them, and 
which was sure to be a good one—for Pull 
Lahy was acknowledged to be “the best 
judge of a pig” in the country — Phil on 
this May evening carried a “boueea” 
under hie arm.

When the next gale day c*me round— 
’twas an “admiration” how fast and sure 
gale days did come round in Kuockna- 
K°w—“Berky,” in spite of the care lav. 
ûhed on her—including scratching her 
sides during meal time?, to keep ber in 
good humot—was little batter then a 
“slip,” and poor Honor looked Into ber 
sick child’s face with# heart almost break-

Tn
Thus

Your Jlpo—Lut I bave no words, Jeanette, 
They w«-re fresh as the twiner of hl/ds, my 

r>et,
When the spring Is young and tb enroues arewtt
With the dewdrops In each red blossom set, 
And th-y suite! your gold brown hair, my

Ob, you tangled my life In your hair, Jean-
*Tw&a a silken and golden tmare, my pet,
But eo g-mtle the bondage, my soul did
Th** >uht to continue your slave evermore, 
With rn^y Angers enmeshed lu your hair, my

Tbcw, ever I dream what you were, Jeanette, 
With your Jlps and your eyes and your hair,
In the darkness of desolate years I moan, 
And my tears fall bitterly over the stone 
That covers your golden ha.r, my pet.

you goin’ to get that cheque 
cashed ?” Phil asked next morning afte r 
breakfast, as he unfolded a newspaper 
the schoolmaster had just given him on 
hie way to school.

“Arra whisht, Phil,” was her only 
reply,

“Don’t be mikin' an oonshugh uv 
yourself,” said Phil.

“Go get yourself ready, an’ as soon as 
I finish this speech uv the counsellor’s 
I'll go with you.”

During the afternoon of that day Mat 
the Th rusher observed Honor and Pnil 
from the roof of Tom Hygan’s barn, 
which he was thatching, slowly wending 
their way up the hill towards the hamlet. 
When they caraeoppo-ite the first house 
Honor went in, and Phil slackened his 
pace to wait for her. Tnere was nothing 
extraordinary in this, and Mit pro 
ceeded with his work But when be saw 
the same thing occur at every house 
they pissed, his curiosity was excited ; 
and instead of looking over his shoulder, 
he turned round and eat upon the ladder 
to observe them more conveniently. He 
now saw that Honor, both on entering 
and leaving each house, held out her 
hand as it she were begg'ng for alma. 
By the time she reached Tom Hogan’s 
there was quite a crowd at her heels, the 
looks of most of whom expressed wonder 
and delight ; but Mat did not fail to 
notice a dark scowl of envy in the faces 
of a few—which only showed, however, 
that human nature in Knock
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CHAPTER VII.
KOBAH LAHÏ—THK CI.D LIKNETS SOKO.

K cbwdV proposal to take a .troll to an 
old caf.'.e within aboat a mile of the house 
WM reidll, agreed to hj Mr. Lowe ; and, 
as th .y paased through K-iocknegow, the 
latter hid a good opportunity of eeelng 
for him-ulf what an Irish hamlet looked 
like Too ugh most of the hou-ea looked
eomfortleei enough, and the place 
whole bed the struggling appearance which 
he wan accustomed to associate with an 
Irish village, there wae none of that un­
redeemed squalor and wretchedness which 
certain writers had led him to expect. 
With one or two exceptions ever, honee 
bad at least two windows. S iveral had 
each a small ont-honse, and the little 
cart or “csr,” with a high creel In It, In­
die sted that the owner was the proprietor 
of a donkey.

Mat the Thrasher’s habitation, with Its 
whitewashed walls and elegantly-thatched 
roof, was particularly noticeable. Mr. 
Lowe remarked also the little ornamental 
wooden gate, the work of Mat's 
bands, that led to the kitchen.garden— 
invariably called the “haggart” In this 
part of the world—which was fenced all 
round by a thick thorn beige, with , little 
privet and holly Intermixed here and 
there. There were two or three small 
farm houses, the owners of which held 
from ton to twenty acres each. Two 
pipes “across’’ a pound of soap, with a 
button of bine stuck to ft, and a very 
yellow halfpenny candle In the windows 
—If we may dignify them with the name 
—of four or five poor cabins, showed that 
there was brisk competition In the shop 
keeping line In Knocknagow.

The title of “shop," however, was 
yxcluslvely given to the establishment 
of Pnil Lahy—or rather of Honor, 
Ills wife—who occupied an old 
elated house with pointed gables 
and very thick chimneys, which had 
Letter days, and which tradition said had 
been au Ion In the reign of Qicen Anne. 
But a later tradition had fixed the name 
of “the barrack” on Phil Liby's house, 
greatly to his annoyance. In spite of all 
he could say or do, however, his neighbors 
persisted In calling his house "the bar­
rack.”

The absence of the human face divine 
■wai easily accounted for, so far as the 
adults were concerned, seeing that they 
wore all at the Station. Bat the fact that 
there was not one of the rising generation 
visible begin to excite the surprise of the 
two young men as they sauntered leisurely 
through what seemed literally a deserted 
Village, till a loud shout called their 
attention to a pretty considerable crowd 
In a deep quarry, near a limekiln, by the 
roadside—the attraction which the
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like human nature all the world over. 
Mat came down from the roof of the 
home to see what it was all about.

“Wisha, more uv that to you, Honor ; 
an’ didn’t 1 always tell you the luck’d 
come when you las’.e expected id," ex­
claimed Tom Hogan’s wile, as she fol 
lowed Honor outside the door, with the 
stirabout stick smoking in her hand.

And now Mat’s own face assumed the 
look of astonishment which it so puzzled 
him to account for in the faces of those 
around him. For spread over the palm 
Of Honor Lahy’s extended hand he be­
held ten bright gold sovereigns shining 
in the sun.

Honor and Phil spent nearly the whole 
of that night discussing the important 
question ol how their capital might be in- 
vested to the greatest advantage. Pail 
was divided between the purchase of 
“new milk’s cow” and turning 
merchant.

“As you won’t agree to the cow,” said 
Phil, “what do you think of buying oats Î 
The loft'd be very bandy, by gettin’ the 
holes mended. I always though; it a 
pity to see such a loft goin’ astray. An’ 
since the new schoolhouse was built 
'twasn’t worth a penny to us—except 
the five shillings from the dancing mas­
ter, an’ whatever trifle Biddy Murphy 
gave you for her benefit party.”

But Honor had her own plan, and 
resolved upon following it.

“I’ll talk to Mat Donovan to-morrow," 
said she, “an' he’ll tell me what things’’)! 
be wanted to fit the place up properly."

So Mit was consulted ; and the second 
next day after, Wattletocs stopped his 
little blue cart at Phil Lvhy’s door again ; 
but this lime Pnil was called out to 
assist in carrying in several inch and 
half.inch deal boards. Tom Carey, the 
carpenter, wss employed inside the house 
during the remainder of the week. And 
on a certain memorable Tuesday morning 
a straw batket heaped up with meal, with 
a bright tin measure on the top of the 
hesp, was seen In the window of Phil 
Lahy’s old house ; a stand of the fineet salt 
herrings that eye ever beheld—to jadge 
from the three that g’istensd on the seg­
ment of the top of the barrel that wai left 

stood outside the door ; and Honor 
Lahy stood behind her now counter, neon 
which was laid a huge square of sait 
white ss her cap,

From that day forward the world went 
well with Honor L-.hv. So well, Indeed, 
that dark hints wore thrown out by some 
people that the ten sovereigns were part 
of the contents of a “crock” found under 
the hearthstone in the “barrack,” at the 
luft hand eido cf the fire. There were no 
fewer then five living witnesses—but four 
of thorn happened to be In America—who 
could bear testimony to an Important cir­
cumstance In connection with the story of 
the crock. The circumstance referred to 
was this Three Tears before—the year 
of the big snow, in fact—Phil Lthy, while 
removhg a pro j action of the bob, that en­
croached too far upon the fireplace, found 
a bad halfpenny all encrusted with mortar, 
which was so hard that Phil altogether 
failed to remote It from the coin by the 
application of his thumb. But when It 

recollected that Phil himself had told 
nls neighbours that the halfpenny was one 
of .James the Second’s—the truth of the 
story of the crock of gold was considered 
bej ond all reasonabla doubt.

TO BE CONTINUED.

log.
One fine morning, however, Barney 

Brodherlck tumbled himself out of the 
little blue donkey cart In which he made 
hie daily journeys to town, and announced 
to Honor the startling piece of news that 
there was an American letter for her at 
the Poet Office.

Honor Uung her old cloak on her head, 
and set off to town In a very excited state 
of mind, a proceeding which caused every 
soul of a pretty numerous female crowd, 
who were "blttllng” In the Utile streem, 
to “wonder” where she was going. There 
was a feeling of anxiety among the 
younger girls lest It might be that Nora 
had got suddenly worse, aid that her 
mother was hastening for the priest or the 
doctor. But a girl standing on the bridge, 
with a child in her arms, removed their 
anxiety on this point by assuring them 
that she could see Norah from where she 
stood, sitting in her s-.raw chair under the 
beech tree, reading a book, with “Frlskey” 
on his haunches—“grog” was the word 
she used—on the “bench," snapping at 
the flies.

When Honor came back from the post- 
office she passed Norah without uttering 
a word. She took off her cloak and hung 
it on Its proper peg, and sat upon a chair, 
for she was rather out of breath, and 
waited patiently end In silence till her 
husband had dismissed a boy who was 
looking into the tailor’s face, aud evidently 
awaiting an answer of some kind to a 
message which he had just delivered with 
a pair of trousers, which, as Phil hell 
them up to the light, seemed very suitable 
to drape the limbs of

“Who sent this ?*’ Phil asked, holding up 
the garment with both hands.

“Mr. Andrews, sir."
"Well, tell him,” said Phil, In a tone of 

the blandest politeness—“tell hlm I don’t 
mend. X only make and repair,”

The boy tucked the dilapidated garment 
under his arm and disappeared.

Mrs, Lahy took the letter from her 
bosom, and let the hand which held It 
drop dowu by her side, luoklog into Phil's 
taco as If she suspected he knew all about 
it, and was playing off some trick upon 
her.
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dour wasted cheeks may have all the 

plumpness and bloom of health through 
your nee of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. This 
time-honored remedy still leads the van. 
It Improves digestion, purifies tho blood, 
aud Invigorates the system. Give it a 
trial.

Mlnard’s Liniment OuresJ Diphtheria. 

HOSPITAL REMEDIES.
To meet a demand for a line of reliable 

remedies cf unquestionable merit. Ihe Hos­
pital Remedy Company obtained the pie- 
??irilplmnV.'f the celebrated hospitals of the 
Old World—London, Paris, Berlin and 
Vienna. Tbe»e hospitals are presided over 
by tae most biilllaat medical minds in the 
world, and to obtain the prescriptions, elab­
orate and place on the market me remedies 
in use and endorsed by such eminent medi­
cal authorities was a bold and brilliant 
piece of enterprise, and worthy of the suc­
cess which has attended it. Hhoals of Quack 
remedies crowd tho market, rnch absurdly 

C!Vie.Pvery 111 ,rora one bottle. I he public will turn with relief from such 
matent and shameless catchpennies, and
5S» sfngfê

b£dn XnaVd*'?n”t“heVdr
wornun cr the beastly Indian, as the qi 
advertisements read), but by educ

to^oGramand1 "their6 \°.
Hae'ftiikuvjng nd Beents*dNoVL*Catarrh?Hay 

I« ever, Rose Cold. No. 2, Diseases of the

f?ûnVDXT'Fre»’A^erD„^
Ague, Neuralgia. No. fl, Female Weakness
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a scarecrow.

you got the goldfinch for Mise

quarry
possessed for the urchins on this occasion 
being a frozen sheet of water.

The shout brought a curly headed boy 
in corduroy jacket and troufers to Honor 
Lahy’a shop door. He looked wistfully 
towards the sliders, as if sorely tempted 
to j iln them, when a very weak but 
«Angularly sweet voles called to him from 
inside :

“Ah, Tommy, don’t go.”
4I’m not goin’ to go,” he replied. 

on’\ gain’ to look at my crib.”
Mr. Lowe ond Richard, as if moved by 

the same lmpuleo, walked into the house. 
Sitting in a straw armchair, near the 
kitchen fire, was a young girl, whose back 
was towards them. Her wasted hand, 
which was l*1d on the head of a large, 
rough terrier that eat near her, with its 
head, or rather its throat resting on her 
kneee, at once attracted Mr. Lowe’s atten­
tion. .She did not seem to be aware of 
their presence. The dog, however, 
watched them with no fiiendly eye ; but, 
as if spellbound by the wasted hand on 
liis head, he remained quite motionless, 
save that his eyes alternately glared on 
the Intruders and looked wistfully in her 
face.

“Read it,” she sail at last calmly, and 
sat down again alter handing him the let­
ter-

Phil put ou his spectacles, and studied 
the superscription and the post-marks 
with great delibaration, a proceeding which 
Honor seemed to consider quite necessary, 
for when she saw him belli d by a blotted 
post mark, she stood up and pulled aside 
the little window-curtain to give him

“ ’Twas poited in Boeton,',l"nlted States,” 
said Pnil, “on either the first or fourth of 
Saptembsr, eighteen hundred and_”

“Maybe, wud the help uv God, ’tie from 
Larry,” said she, leaning affectionately on 
Phil’s shoulder. “Open it, Phil, in the 
name uv God.”

Phil did so, and holding back his head, 
road : “My dear sister—”

“ 'Tie Larry,” she exclaimed, giving 
Phil a shake that made him request she 
would “be easy.”

“Thanks be to God ! ’Tie Larry. He’s 
alive. What did l tell you? Eh, Phil ?”

And she gave him another shake, which 
had the tfFect of making Phil deliberately 
push back his chair and lean against the 
wall, thereby preventing further assaults 
from behind. He glanced at the end of 
the letter, and said after a pause

“ ’Tis from Larry.”
Bat on separating the leaves of the 

large sheet of letter-paper a slip fell from 
bdtween them on his knees.

’•There’s ten pounds in id,” said Phil, 
looking at the writing on the slip.

“Arra whisth, Phil ! Where is id ?”
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pueata, sir,” Tommy 

answered readily, “an’ a shllllg-a-booka, 
aud a few skhehoshies."

Richard explained that the “failed 
pueata" meant a boiled potatoe, the 
slilllig a book» a snail In Its shell, and the 
skhehoshies the scarlet hips of tho wild 
briar. While he was speaking a black­
bird flew across the garden and Into the 
holly at the other side ; aud Tommy knelt 
down to put the crib In order for his cap­
ture. But as he turned away to leave the 
coast clear for the blackbird, his counten. 
Mice fell, for on looking at bis brogues, 
which felt even heavier than usual, be saw 
the red clay clinging to them. And this 
fital symptom of the awful calamity of a 
thaw caused poor Tommy Lihy’s heart to 
die within him.

Remembering his promise, however, 
that he would not leave hie sister till his 
mother returned from the Station, he 
hurried back toward, home, merely .top­
ping to climb to the top of Tom Hogan’i

was“Tommy,” said she, "like a good boy, 
avili you hold the prayer-book again, till I 
finish the Preparation for Confession 1 I 
won't be long.”

Richard placed bis linger on his lips, 
and bockoned t > the boy to do as she 
desired. The prayer-book was on her 
knees, but she had not sufficient strength 
to hold It up. Tne boy knelt down, and 
held the book open before her, so that she 
could read It, His fresh, round, rosy face 
•n& laughing blue eyes contrasted strlk 
Ingly with her death-ltke paleness and 
the deep melancholy of her eyes, which 
were almoit black. She raised her 
emaciated hand slowly and painfully, as
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