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The NMeeting.

APtz ions e
Does the. ’-:uu.nlv- us pleasure
Or does 1t give us pain ?

The tm of lm{ hu"b:::'n:;:on,

of us )
!‘af'l‘o Ill:. ‘;r't'mhn’l two or three berries
In the top of the uttermost boagh.

We cordially greet cach other
In the old familiar tone ;
And we thiak, thougn we do not"ny it,
‘‘How old aad gray he is grown !"
. L] L] . L] .

e speak of friends and their fortunes,
x’nd'gl what they did and sald,
Till the dead alone seewm living
And the living alone seem dead.
And at last we hardly distinguish
Between the ghosts and the guests,
Anda mist and shadow of sadness
Hteals over our merriest jests.

- W. H. Long/fellow.

KNOCKNAGOW

OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XXXIX,—CoNTINUED,

“ls 1t the gift or the glver you are
thinking of 7” Grace asked, as she marked
the flush deepen uron her cheek.

Bessy looked as if she did not compre-
hend the question, but after & minute’s
zreflection she understood 1t very well.

“I belleve,” she replled thoughtfally,
“] was thinking of nothing but that I had
a palr of gold earrings. I was often wish.
fog to have them, but they were too dear
for myself to buy them.”

“You seem to be very candid,” returned

ary,

“1t {s too much that way I am,” she re-
plied.

¢Some wise man has eald,” Grace ob-
served, “that the proper use cf language
is to conceal our thoughts ; and, to a cer.
tain extent, I sgree with him.”

“Indeed youdo not,” eaid Mary. “You
know nothing {s more odlous than duplic.
ity and deceit.”

¢‘But a little dlplomacy is necessary to
get on smoothly through the world, You
have told us nothlng about your ad-
mirer,” she alded, turning to Bessy Morrls.
“Who and what fs he 7’

“If they are real gold,” Bessy observed,
contemplatively, as she looked at the ear-
rings, “gh love must be true,”

“I am not sure that fs quite correct
reasoniog,” eald Mary, with a smile. *[
fear real gold 1s not always a proof of true
love.”

“Bat sure he would not go to such ex.
pensa,” returned Bessy. 3

#Oh, I have no doubt but he admires
you very much,” replled Mary; “and,
unless he In rich, so costly & present may
be & proof of the ardour of his regard for
you,”

““Well, he's ouly a sergeant in the army,
mlee,” replted Be:sy.

“Oh, it {s quite romantlc!” Grace ex-
clalmed.

Bessy Morrls suddenly became very in-
dustrious, and Mise Kearney thought she
was trylog to make ap for the time lost
on account of the gold earrlngs. Bat
Bassy’s miad was busy as well as her
fingers. Miss Kearney’s warning, though
glven half In jeet, startlad her, and she
began to examine her consclence in refer.
ence to hor conduct towards the soldler,
She could not conceal from hersell ghat
she had done her best to attract bim, and
was flattered by every evidence of her
success. She had tried to “get Ineide”
other glrls, and ltegntiﬁed her vaalty to
see herself preferred to them. She even
thought her heart was touched, she folt so
pained when she fancied her aimirer was
waverlog In his alleglance. Bat whon she
bacame quite sure he loved her, she found
that sho did not really care for him ; and,
perhaps to get rid of his attentions was
one reason for her leaving Duablin, The
intensity of bls pesslon was so evident
when she met blm in her grandfather’s
house, after returning from the wedding,
that it quite frightened her, aand, in spite
of the candour upon which she had jast
plumed herself, she shrank from telilng
Miss Koarney that her martlal suitor haa
already “steered his barque” to Knockna.
gow ; for she devoutly hoped no one in
the nelghbourhood would ever know any
thlog about it, as Peg Brady had promised
falthfully to keep the dragoon's visit a
profound secret, and Bllly Heffernan sald
nothing about him except that he had met
bim fn Clonmel.

She stopped sewing, and, resting her
hand upon the table, commenced tapping
it nervously, just as she had done while
aftting In her grandfather’s chalr, after the
soldler’s passionate farewell. Happening
to glance through the window, asad, wiat.
ful look came {nto her face ; and it was a0
evident that this look was called up by
some object npon which her eyes rested
that Geace followed thelr direction, to see
what 1t could be that made Bessy Morris
look g0 sad, and, as she thought, yearn-
Ingly. Grace could eee nothlog in the
direction of her gezo but three tall trees
standiug all alone upon the bare hill,

“] often remark those lonely-looking
trees,” she observed ; “‘and when the wind
1s drifting the snow or the cold raln over
the hiil, I quite pity them. I fancy they
must feel the cold. And they sometimes
remind mo of three tall nuns,”

“They are more like round towers, or
eome, Ming of that sort,”’ sald Mary,

“Ther." ahmlow"lu ll:lmlvi on Sile llmuse

“en § born,"” sa essy Morrls,
'Efl':dlw'g';.. ;\ld’ Grace, ‘‘I thought you
must feel Inter.®ted In something up
there, you looked 80 earnoatly in that

”
dls‘eg;on;no‘h“ was ohe daughter of
& respectable farmer,” Bo3sy continued.
“And though my father was u.ha‘ son of a
tradceman, he was coneldared & good
match for her, as his father was able to
glve him three hundred pounds, whlc'h
whae glven as o fortune to my mother’s
slster. I suppote you kuow, mliw, &
weaver was & good trade in Ireland fong
wag ralsed and crops
ago. But the rent | .
failed, and my father was ejected. 'I'was
o cruel case, every one ald, and no one
ever uﬂemi to take the farm slunce ; so
that it comes into my ,l,nlnd sometimes
’ o there again.
th:thl lylol\l:'r mother il‘dead 1” Grace asked,

“She is, miss, TheZday the eherlfl was
there to turn them out she clung to the
door, and one of the balliffs, in dragging
b g’.om it, threw her upon the ground,

ufl it was thought the fall killed her;
;?n I belleve it was her heart that

broke.”

“And s your father alive 1”

“I hope ke is, but I don't know,”

Grace locked at ber with surprise,

“When he heard my mother scream,”
continued Bessy, “snd saw Darby Rasdh
fling ber upon the ground, he lost all con-
tzol over himself, and taking bold of one
of the policemen's guns he du%qod it
from him and koocked the balliff down

with the butt end of it, He then swore
be'd shoot the first man would lay & hand
on bim ; and they were all s0 much taken
b{ surprise that they let him walk out of
the yard, and he had a good start before
they ran sfter him.”

“Did they catch bim 7" Grace asked
eagerly,

“No, miss,” retured Bemy, “he hid
himseif in an old sandp!t on the farm and
escaped,”

“D; you remember your father and
mother {" Mary asked,

“I do, miss, well,” she replied. “My
mother was & beautiful young woman.
She died the next night at my grand.
father's, And I remember wy father
coming to take hls leave of her though the
toldlers and police were scourgirg the
country after him, for 'twas tlLought
Darby Ruadh would not recover, as his
tkull was fractured. There was nothing
but meetings of magistrates, and rewards
offered, and bouses searched, and people
arrested to glve evidence. You'd think it
was war that was in the couutry, My
grandfather advised my father to go to
Americs, ‘and let me see the man, said
ke, ‘that’ll offer to take your farm, You
were robbed, and no man but a robber
will offer for your land., This trouble
about the balliff will blow over, and you
can come home sgeln, And I’ll be a
father and mother to little Bessy,’ says he,
when be saw my father taking me 1n his
arms and klesiog me. And he kept his
word,” she added, wiping the tears from
her eyes,

“And dild you never hear from your
father after 1"

“Never,” replled Bessy, “except once a
man from the colllery mentioned in &
letter that he saw him out weet, and that
he had carpeta on his floors, But though
he made every inquiry, we could gst no
tidlngs of him.”

“And do you wish very much to see
him 7"

“'Tls the strongest wish of my heart,”
she replied, “Only that I could not leave
my poor old grandfather, ['d go in search
of m{ father. That was another motive
that induced me to become a dressmaker 3
for L sald to myself I’d get employment
in the d!fferent towns fu Amerlca, and
could travel the whole country.”

“Don’t no anything hastlly,” sald Mary,
“While you would be looking for him, he
might come back to look for you.”

“That's true,” returned Bessy. ¢But
I'd keep up a correspondence with Judy
Brophy, or some one. Idon’t think [ can
ever have an easy mind till I am sure of
what happened to him, atany rate. I am
always thinking he is poor and neglected,
and was ashamed to write to ue.”

She looked agaln towards the trees;
but ber thoughts recurred to the dragoon,
and her brow flashed as she recollected
that she had replled to one or two of his
letters, He might, she thought, accuse
her of falthleesness ; and her coneclence
toid her the charge would not be alto-
Rether without foundation,

“I will request of him not to come
again,” she said to herself ; “and if he be a
men of spirit he will respect my wishes,”

“Surely that {s Apollo in the garden
with Adonls,” Grace exclaimed. “I won-
der where are they golngi? I thought he
wae to be away on buslness all day— what
do you think, Mary 1"

“If that 1s not his fetch, It seems he has
come back,” replied Mary. “Bat as to
where they are golng, I wonder you should
think it necessary to ack,”
©*Oh, yes,” returned Graco with a toss
of her head, “the attraction in that quar.
ter must be very strong indeed. Bat
they might at least have the politeness to
Inquire whether we would go.”
Mtr, Lowe turned back before he and
the doctor had reached the stile, and Grace
threw open the window.
“Golng to pay your devolrs to the
beauty of Castleview 7 she exclalmed.
“Yes, the doctor Is golng to call at Me.
Hanly's ; and perhaps you and Miss Kear-
ney would come out for & walk as the
day s so fine 1"
“She is such a medel of Industry, I
don't think you can fnduce her to go out
— but let her answer for herself.”
After a little hesitation Mary came to
the window, saylng, “Well, if you have
pll'l,ence to walt for a few minutes we will
gO.
Mz, Lowe bowed, and went to tell the
doctor, who was standing with folded
arms near the laurels, and looking fn.
tensely sentimental.
“Well, now,” eald Grace, as she went on
arranglog her balr—on observing Bessy
Morrls move her chalr so that she could
see the two young men in the garden—
“which of those two gallant gay Lotharlos
do you think fa the best- looking 1"

“I think Mer. Richard has the advan-
tage,” Beesy answered.
“He is partloularly well got up just
now,” returned Gi:ace, glancing over her
shoulder through the window, *‘and does
really look handsome,”
“"T'was always glven up to him miss,”
rejolned Bessy, “to be the handsomest

oung man In the parish, ’'Tls often I
{end it eald that he was the handsomest
boy, and Miss Mary the handsomest girl
going Into the chapel of Kilthubber,
Though some would give Miss Hanley the
palm.”
“Why, Mary, you are quite famous!
Aund do they never talk of those who go
to church 7’
Oh, yes miss, Mlss Isabella Lloyd has
a strong party, who say she is by odds a
finer girl than efther of them. I'm told
she is to be marrled to (aptain French—
and a fine couple they'll be. He's to
throw the sledge with Mat Donovan next
Sunday. But, talklog of handsome men,”
continued Beesy, while her eyes sparkled
with admiration, “there ls a handsomer
man to my mind than any of ’em,”
Mary ran to the window with quite an
exclted look. Was there some one who,
to her mind, was & handsomer man than
her remarkably handsome brother? She
smiled at what she mentally called her
foollehnees, and the flush faded from her
cheek, But her eyes eparkled, too, when
she eaw the person to whom Bessy alluded.
“Why,” exclalmed Grace In astonish.
ment, ** ’tls Flonn Macool I"”

“Ob, that's what I call Aim,” she replied,
poloting to Hugh, who had just come into
the garden.

“You couldn’t call bim a grapder
name,” returned Bessy, “He was the
great chlef of the Fenlans lo:g ago. The
top of Blievenamon s called Shee.Feen
after bim, My grandfather wonld keep
telllng you storles about him for a
month,”

“What way does be tell the story of
the Beauty Race? Is it that he had all
the beautiful women in Ireland assembled
ia the anlcl{ of Compsey, to run a race to
the top of the mountain, and the first one
up would be his wife ?”

“Yeos, that was the way, miss,” replled

o

“The longest.legged or the longest
winded was to bhave him. Do you call
bim a hero? The man wasa savage ; and

‘| the poor girls that came to grief in the

race were most fortunate,”

“Yes, miss, but several great kinge
wanted bim to marry thelr daughters,
and it was all & plan to keep them from
falling out with him., And there was one
little glrl he would rather have than the

told her to go falr and essy round by the
Olodagh, and take her time, and not run
with the rzest at all, They all took to
pulllng and dnggigg one another the
minute they started, and Fionn had
Grauna in arms on the top of Shee.
Feen before one of them was half way up
the first bill.”

“The moral of which is,” said Grace, as
she swung her pretty little cloak over ber
shoulders, In lunnlng for a husband,
‘take your time’ and ‘go falr and easy,’
sud don't take to ‘pulling and drsgging’
yours rivals and get yourself pulled and
dragged in return, besides losing the prize
into the bargain. What’s that you cailed
the ‘lttle girl he'd rather than any of
them 7'

“She was called the Fair halred Grauna
—she wss & namesake of your own—for
Grauna is the Irlsh of Grace.”

*Ob, I am quite proud to be the name-
sake of a lady so distingulshed. And who
knows but it may be an omen, and I may,
like her, be clasped in a warrlor's arms,
Oh, those brave days of old, when one
might win the love of some noble knight
sans peur et sans reproche, When I think
of it I am elck of your Apollos and your
Adonises. In fact, Bessy, I could almeat
envy you your ‘sergeant in thearmy,’”

“Whether yon joke or no, miss,” replled
Beasy, laughing, “’tvas something like
that was io my mind when I met him
firet,’

“I wonder at you, who are such a
patrlot, Grace,” sald Mary, 'to talk in that
way.”

““Oh, I was only thinking of the soldier
In the abatract,” replied Grace with a
frown, * *““And will not Mr. Lowe be an
English soldler one of these days 1”

“So I understand,” returned Mary.
“And how would you like,” she added,
turning to Bessy, “to have your husband
with those soldiers who J)med this way
the other day to shoot down the poor
reopla whose houses were golog to be
evelled 1f they cffered any resistance to
the crow-bar brigade 1"

“That’s true,” Bessy answered thought-
fully, “Aud I thought, too, how my
grand/ather was flogged in '98.”

“But, Bessy,” sald Grace, asshe drew on
her gloves near the window, “how can
you eay such a black-looking fellow as
that s bandsome? I always set him
down as the ugllest fellow I ever saw,
And though [ have modified that opinion
somewhat latterly —particularly since I
saw Mr. Beresford Pender—still it does
make me wonder to hear him called a
handsome man, Where, in the name of
gocdness, {s the beauty 7’

“Well, I don’t know, miss,” she answered,
laylog down her work and looking at
Hugh Kearney, “but see how strong, and
manly, and honest, he looks. If a llon
was rushing to devour you, or a ship slnk
lug under you, wonldn’t you feel tafe if
his arm was around you 1”

“There {3 really something In what she
says,” Grace observed serlously, “If a
lon leaped over that hedge and were
about selzing you, Flonn would have
him by the throat instantly. Apollo, too,
would stand bis ground in his cool way.
Bat I strongly suspect Adonls would cut
and run. Not out of cowardlce exactly,
but he always thinks first of his preclous
self, and would only remember poor me
when I was already gobbled up.”

“Are ye golng to keep us walting all
day 7” the subject of this not very flatter.
ing criticlsm called out,

“He 1s not incllned to go ‘falr and
easy,’”’ Girace observed. ¢‘'Are you ready,
Mary 17

“D’ll be ready in & moment, [ merely
have to direct this letter to Father Car-
roll.”

“By the way,” returned Grace, “you
did not show me that note Barney threw
up to you the other evening. Lt has juat
occurred to me that Barney put Bewsy’s
letter in his hat, too, and forgot it, and as
hers was a love letter, perhaps so was
yours.”

“That’s all nonsense,” sald Mary,

“DId you ever see my brother £ imond,
Beesy,” Grace continucd, “‘and what did
you think of him 7’

“He's a fiae pleasant fellow, miss,”
returned Bessy. *“He used to be fishing
with Mr, Hagh, atthe river, and they
sometimes called In to have a chat with
my grandfather.”

“I thought he would come home at
Christmas,” sald Grace, “bat something
turned up to prevent him, I wrote to
him to say that he has no business here
any more.” And she nodded her head
towards Mary, and then looked out at
Mr, Lowe, in a way that made both Mary
and Bessy Morrls laugh,

“And did you tell bim that Anne sent
her love to him ?”

“Yes, but that's nothing, Iam quite
sure Annle will end her daye In a convent.”
“I thought Edmund would be sure to
win that prlze for which so many are
contending,”

“You mean Minnle Delany? No, it
will never come to anything, He has
something in his head that I cannot make
out. I heard Father Oarroll and Arthur
O'Connor jesting about {t, Edmond says
that he and Arthur always fell In love
with the same lady by some fatality ; and
only that Arthur is to be a priest they
would be sure to run foul of each other.
Oaly think of & duel between two such
bosom friends, about some beauty that
didn’t cere a pin about elther of them,”

“Who Is that, mise I Bessy asked,

“Come away,” exclaimed Mary, “unless

whole box and.dice of them, 8o he &

you want to bave Richard vowing venge-
ance sgainst us, And she ran e0 precipl.
tately out of the room that Grace shook
ber head and koit her brows, as if she
thougbt that between her brother and
Artbur O'Connor and Mary Kearney there
was most certainly a mystery, which, as
rt, the could not make nothing of. She

ollowed Mary to the gazden, leaving Bessy
Morrls {n the lttle room, alone,

CHAPTER XLI,
MISS KATHLEEN HANLY THINKS IT ADVIS:
ABLE To BE “DOJNG SOMETHING,”

“Ask Hugh to come,” And Mary's
somewhat anxious look brightened as she
saw Hugh submitting to be led on with
them by Grace, who seemed to take bis
compliance as & matter of course. Msry
was s little afrald of belng left alone with
Mr. Lowe. His admiration bas risen to
such & helght that 1t was really no vanity
ia her to consider & downright declaration
of love within the bounds of possibility.
Her good sense enabled her to see the fol y
of such a proceeding, and her good nature
—t0 say nothing of the real Ilkelng she
ad for him—made her shrink from
wounding his feelings in any way. She
sald to herself that he would soon forget
berin the bustleand excitement of the 134
world, Aud if he passed on with nothing
more definite than & bow and & smile—or
the might bave mo grest objectlon to s
sigk—1t would be better for both, So that
Hugh's docllity was s great relief to her,
and she talked cheerfully, and even gaily,
a0 they passed on through the hamlet,
nopglng occasionally to ssy a kind word
to the woman and children, who always
greeted her with emiles and sometimes
with blemsings. Nelly Donovan was ex.
smining one of her beehives, which had
barely escaped belng overturned by Kit
Cummins’s cat in endeavoring to eecape
from fts deadly enemy, "Frl&ey Labky"
(in Knocknasgow the patronymic of the
owner was invarlably bestowed upon his
dog)—and Nelly becsme so elcquent 1a
detailing the {ipjurles and vexations
brought upon her by Kit Cammins’s cat
that Mr, Lowe forgot hls own woes and
stopped to listen to Nelly Donovan’s
harangue with a more cheerful expression
of countenance than he had been seen to
wear for several days before. Then old
Mzre. Donovan appesred, smoothing her
white halr over her tompiea, after remov-
ing her spectacles, and had a;word to say in
private to Mliss Kearney ; so that a quarter
of an hour was lost before the party came
up with the doctor, who was walting at the
corner of the clipt kedge, and gezing pen-
elvely towards the old castle. Catching a
glimpee of the redoubtable Kit Cummins
herself with arms akimbo inside the thres-
hold of her own door, evidently prepared
with a defence of her persecuted cat, the
doctor thought at this rate they’d never
reach the house on the bill ; and, to avoid
further lnterruptions, he proposed to turn
la by the short cut through Tom Hogan's
farm, Whereupon Kit Cammins thrust
her halr under her cap, and tried to bottle
up her wrath for a more favorable oppor-
tunity ; but, finding the effort too much
for her, she relleved her feelings by a long
and well-sustalned Invectlve upon her
next door nelghbor and all belorging to
her, And the never-varying response on
such occaslons—“Gir-r r-r.r out, you
bla’guard !” fell with such plercing dis-
tinctness upon Mr, Lowe’s ear that he
stood still in the middle of Tom Hogan's
field, and gaze® around In amszement—
though the partition between Kit Cam
mins and her next door nelghbor was s0
thin that the purring of the vagabond cat
could easily be heard throngh it.

Attorney Hanly laid down his news-
paper, and left the room o abruptly that
bis wife staved after him for a minute,
and commenced rubblng her eyebrow.
Mrs. Hanly had dropped an occasional hint
during the morning, intended to lesd up
gradually and naturally to a certain sub-
ject with which her mind was occupled.
Bat the abrupt and unexpected exit of Mr.
Hanly scemed to have hopelessly dis-
arranged her plane. Looking through the
window she eaw Mr, Isaac Pender sham.
bling up the avenue ; and the attorney
soon appeared wrapped in his great coat,
and met the old lﬁent half way between
the gate and the house.

“Rup, Lory !” exclalmed Mrs, Hanly,
a8 il she saw there was but one chance
left her, “and tell him I want some
money,”

Lory started off without his cap, and
quite terrified old Ieasc by simply pro
nouncing the word “money” and holding
out his hand. It seemed to have a stand-
and-dellver effect upon Lory’s father
too ; for he at once thrust his hands into
his walstcoat-pockets, and then into the
pockets of his great-coat, The result ap-
peated in the shape of two or three
pound-notes, two or three shililngs in
sllver, and two or three pence in copper.
Rolllog all these Into one bundle, Mr.
Hanley thrust them into his son’s hand,
who ran back to the houte rejolcing,

“Well, 1t is better than nothing,” said
Mrs, Heuly, after counting the notes.

“But I wonder why did he mind glving
me the odd coppers?” Lory asked, drop-
ping them fnto his pocket, and resolving
to have a game of pitch and toss with
Barney Broﬁhmlck and Jack Delany’s
apprentice the first convenlent opportun-
ity.
“Ah, you don’t know all the plans he
has,” observed hls mother, “Don't you
see I am now to suppose that he hasgiven
me all the money he has, and lefi himself
qulite penniless 1"

Lory uttered that startling two-.fold
sound he intended for s laugh, and evi.
dently looked upon his father as a clever
fellow. “I may as well keep this for my.
sell,” he remarked, looking at the silver
In his open hand.

Scarcely had he uttered the words when
his hand was struck, and the money sent
rolling about the floor,

“You must nct keep it, sfr. I don’t
know what you want of money, Come
here and hold him, Kathleen.”

There was & tremendous struggle be.
tween Rose and Lory for the money ; bat
Kathleen, who was reclining with her lap-
dog on the eofa, contented herself with
holding the little animal fast, and trylong
to stop its barking, Mrs, Hanly quietly
plcked up one shilling which rolled
agalnst her foot. Rose seizod amother,
But in eplte of all she could do Lory
caught hold of the third and thrust it into
his pocket. In valn did Rose exert her-
self, till she seemed in danger of bursting
a blood-vessel, to pull Lory’s hand out of

bis pocket, And finding the hand and

arm quite immovable, she paused to par-
loy and take breath,

“Now, what do you want that money
for " Rose atked, as she twisted up her
balr.

“For the movelty of it,” added Lory,
jlogling the coppers, which were all safe
1nt e other pocket,

“No, olr ; 1t is not for the novelty of it.
I bave found you out. Misws Lloyd, who
hates you, because she thinks ’tis pur-
posely to frighten ber you talk loud, told
me that she saw you call for three pints
of beer at Bourke’s ; and that you drank
one yourself, and gave one to Joe Russel
and another to Brummagem ; and that
you talked and swaggered in & most awfal
manoer. Bhe co not understand balf
what ye sald ; but it was plain to her ye
'ﬁo,’ltupod to the lips in Iniquity, she
sald,

“And where was she 1” Lory asked.

“She went In through the yard gate
when she saw you in the shop, and re-
mained bebicd the door while yo were
there,”

“I'm sorry I didn’t know she was
there,” returned Lory; “I'd put Brum-
magem up to kiss her, and pretend he
thought it was Kitty, the servant glrl.”

“O mercy !"” exclaimed Rose. “What
am I to do with him 1”

“Who 1s this person you call ‘Brumma.
gem !'” her mother fnquired.

“That horrld fellow with the black
face,” Rose answered. “They call him
‘Lovely Delany,’ too. I suppose because
be Is such & monster of ugliness.”

“Don’t mind her,” said Lory. “He's
Jack Delany’s nephew, His face Is black
becanse he's a blacksmith ; and they eall
‘Brummagem,’ because he was born in
Birmiogham, in Eogland, I suppose they
call him ‘Lovely’ on the same principle
that you are called ‘Rose,”” sald Lory,
with a langh that wonld bave been the
death of his enemy, Mlss Lloyd, if she
were within reach of it.

“Don’t be impertinent, slr,”” retorted
Rose. “And didn’t I sse you playing
pitch-and-toss at the end of the grove
with this person and Joe Ruaseel, and your
other Interesting frlend Barney Brodher-
ick alias Wattletoes,”

“I suppose it was he gave poor Joe the
black eye,” Mra, Hanly obaserved.

“Ob, no,” eald Rose, “that happened
the last day be drove mue into town.
Grace Klely can tell you all about it.”

TO BE CONTINUED,

A CRITIC SHARPLY CRITI-
CIZED.

GAIL HAMILTON'S “ITALY AND THE
POPE.”
Kate Vannah in Globe Quarterly Review.

The editor of the North American Review
for February, 1890, announced *a viva.
clous paper—from a woman's point of view
—on ‘Italy and the Pope,’ by Gall Hamil.
ton” (otherwise known as Miss Abigail
Dodge). I have read the paper with
interest, a little surprise and some amuse.
ment,

Aus to its “vivacity,” it 1s marked by a
certaln vivacity of inception, apathy of

rogress, and prematureness of decay.

he above italics will explaln its incoher-
ence of matter, startling suppositions
without proofs—*the cause concealed, the
effect notorious”—all of which will pass
for strong reason with nnthinking minds,
ever ready to condemn what they do not
understand,

Miss Dodge, like many otber writers
not of the Roman Catholic faith, comes to
us preposseseed by the high authority of
the secular press and bigoted hlstoriane.
Hence 1t 1s not strange that she regards

everything Catholic with a preconceived | b

neutrallty, or with the eyes of prejudice.

It 1s at once evident to the Catholic
reader that whatever helghts ehe may
have attalned in political polemics, Miss
Dodge comes to ues not by any means
crammed for ecclesiastical dlecuesion,

It fs with certain qualitles as with cer-
taln eenses: those who are entlrely
deprived of them can neither appreciate
nor comprehend them.

It 1s only natoral that & writer who
confines himself to historles mulcted of
justice and truth should fall utterly—and
ofientimes lndlcroullg—to comprehend
the splirit of the Church,

“As difficult aa llttlnF on the moon
To guess the earth,’

The author of the paper in question s
“like & child, which, Insensible to the
glowing siguificance of & Greek statue,
only touches the marble and— complaine
of cold !” The most clement apology to
be made for her I have found in a paper
from her own pen, entitled “Catholiclsm
and Public Schools,” In the North Ameri-
can Review of November, 1888, She pre.
faces her sketch thus:
= I am speaking entirely from a point of
sight of a Protestant—a Protestant not
only by every trait and tinctare of hered.
Ity, but by every conviction of reason—
& Protestant to whom some of the assump
tions of the Roman Church seem not only
unwarrantable but well nigh Intolerable,”

Now, then. “Italy and the Pope”
opens with a coup de theatre. The curtaln
rises upon two striking fizures—the King
of the entire Oatholic world and the King
of Italy, Miss Dodge accords precedence
to the latter. I trust that ehe will pardon
me for reversing the order. Humbert
stands at the helm, watchful, graclous,
constant, calm,”

“Leo 1s borne along juet as inevitably
a3 Humbert, and just as rapldly, but
struggling, plunging, fllnglog (7) agatnst
the current with valn and vociferons vlo-
lence.” Tho alliteration of this statement
admits of no question, whatever misglv-
ings we may have about facts, or the Holy
Father’s proficiency in swimming.

“Leo XIIL is a spolled child, hurling
down his toys with petulant willfulness
because fate will not re Instate him in the
Thirteenth Century.,” The secret of his
wish to retrograde is not glven.

The second scene s even more Impres.
slve. The Pope s to celebrate Mass in
St. Peter’s for the first time in elghteen
years, Wo like to see Mass spelled with a
capital, en passant, slnce Mass {s a repewal
of the Sacrifice of Oalvary,

Mies Dodge 1s there, impatlently walt.
ing, greatly annoyed by the delay of the
Erlncely celebrant, After a long while,

owever, ‘‘the great bronze doors opened
wide, ard, far, approaching, thrilled a
straln of* muale, enchanting to sach a
degree” as to cause the writer to forget
certaln notable decoratlons of St, Peter's,
Among these wera “the yard-high mosatea
in which the words of Ohrlet have been

k]

nted for eternity, and only painted
gl‘:lht. read always wrong” (which afpllu.
ad unguem, to the Protestant read g of
Cathoile truths), She forgets also *the
Papal Peter and his keys, standing ever
ready to Jock God glven reason and un-
lock & man-made heaven.”

This is bardly . surprise. Since the
memorable day on which a frlend told me
that Dr. Peter was a Protestant, nothing, at
least of this sort, has much surprised me.

Bitterly dlsappointed because, pending
a deliclous roﬂ:da of silver clarions from
the dome of St, Peter’s, she lnll{ expected
to bebold our Saviour Himself, “every
sacred association vanished on the instant
of bebolding” only the Vicar of OChrist
upon earth,

It {s consoling to learn that ‘‘the revo-
lution has been most generous to the
vanquishiog order. Italy could bave but
one head, and that head must be for the
taxable, tangible world, and mot for the
lotangible (she does not say intaxable),
spiritual world,”

She bas, after the custom of the prema-
ture newspaper reporter, alteady composed
the obituary of Leo XIII, and founded a
“new republic” as easily as the Brazilians,

After reminding us of certaln inestim-
able privileges accorded to the Papal Court
by the Law of Guarantees of ’71, she con-
tinues : ““I cannot see that the Pope is re-
strained from the exerclee of any important
fanctlon of the holy offize except that of
burning Brumo,”

Here we have the first symptoms of
bystera, and theattack continues through
the entire article,

“The Pope,” we learn, “ls not a prisoner
at all though he chooses to call himself o,
It s pure childishness, constructive dis-
bonesty and bad policy to style himself a

risoner when he can really go where he
{kes, and he remalns in the Vatlcan solely
because he {s fond of it,”

This is much the argument used by a
hyper-sensitive spinster who wishes it dls-
tiuctly understood henceforth and for.
ever thatshe is an unappropriated blesing
not from neceasity but from cholce. Bat
who belleves us when we make this bold
assertion ?

If, perchance the paper under dlscussion
should be read to Leo XIIL he will quote
at Mles Dodge the famous Meredithisn
couplet ;

‘‘Golden wires may annoy us as much as
steel bars
If they keep us behind prison-windows."

“I'he Pope,” we are told, “ls at once a
devoutand a professional Catholle. Qaeen
Margeret of Italy s a devout Catholle,
while Humbert is & moderate Catholic,”
What {e a moderate Catholle 1

It 1s a Catholic who just clears the law,
80 to speak,

When a moderate Catholic, be he prince
or pauper, has become so apathetlc that he
does not even clear the law, the portals of
the Caurch are flang wide : he s at per-
fect liberty to ecale the walls and practice
his moderate religlon al fresco, with others
of bis kind.

There 1s an old Breton proverb: “He
who does not answer to the rudder must
answer to the rocks,”

An Italian noble tells Miss Dodge that
“the men ia Italy do not go much to con-
fesslon, They bave no time, The king
Roes once a yearor 80.” ‘'Once s year” la
clearing the law.

* Oz 80” might tip the balance elther
way. I know not Into which side of the
scale the noble meant to drop 1t.

Victor Emanuel had “no time” also,
But It was rumored that, when death
approached, the ambassador dispatched by
bis old friend Pope Pius IX. was admitted,
albeit unatded by Cavour, and bis eervices
not desplsed by the dying king, who had
een & “moderate Cathollc.”

All moderate Cathollca hope for the
same chance, I heard the “bravery of the
unrepentant thlef” lauded the other day ;
yet even the moderate Cathollcs prefer to
Imitate the penitent thief, in extremes.

'That latest Inepiration of the fermenting
Piedmontese, Bruno, 1s baving its little
::onr. To-day, a king ; to-morrow, noth-

ng.

Miss Dodge will have 1t that the Holy
Father “sulks,” refuses to be comforted,
“because he cannot burn Bruno,” an lrre.
liglous charlatan,

This thunderbolt of rash judgment is
smplushed (if I may coln a word) the
next momeat thus: “I do mot suppose
that benignant faced old man would really
barn a fly ; but it s difficalt, otherwise,
to conjecture why he weeps.”

It certalnly does take & woman to stand
Loglc on her head.

About Brano, It 1s pitifal—too pitifal
to be amuslng—to observe how men will
become the dupes of their fancies by
affecting to dlscover motives and analogles
the most unconnected imaginable with the
objects themselves,

When one learns that Bramo taught,
among other things, that all religlone are
hllg ; that Chrlst was an imposter and
the inventor of impostures ; that there is
no punishment for sln ; that the soul is g
product of nature, not a creation of God ;
that it passes from one animal {nto
another, and {s the same In man as in
beast—It 1s easy to understand the joy of
Swinburne at Bruno’s resurrection—Swin.
burne, an apostle of what Southey denom -
Inated as the “Satanlc school of poets,”
It 13 easy, also, to understand the admira.
tlon evinced for Bruno by Col, Ingersoll,
whose latest utterances upon “The [m.
proved Maun” aro of a strlpe with Brano’s
clazsic saylngs,

If Miss Dodge will read the article en-
titled “Brunolatry” in the Irih Ecclesias-
tical Record (June, 1889,) she will find
mauch to her own enlightenment, if not to
the glory of the above mentioned ‘'re.
former,” 8o called. It Is better sometimes
not to follow great reformers of abuses
beyond the threshold of their homes, a
certaln ‘Eagllsh author tells ug, Every.
thing that patlence and prudence could
suggest was done by the Church to wean
Bruno from lnsubordination and error,
Then the Church declded, “to a viclous
dog, a short chaln,” But as to his belng
burned, there 1s large doubt ; and, even 80
Protestant  historians bungle ~matters
sndly in dlacueslog the action of the
Charch and the action of the State.

However, I am rather inclined to think
that the Holy Father, prostrate upon the
floor, was dolog penance, and praylng for
an elevation of ‘the moral tone of Ltaly,
not “'weeplng because he could not bura
Bruno,” as Mi{ss Dodge suspects,

She glves a covert accasation of toady-

lsm, next, on the part of the Pope ; and




