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KNOCKNAGOW

VR,
THE HOMES OF TIFPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

INTRODUCTION.

Kuocknagow hus been out of print for &
cunsicerabie time, aud Very mapy esger in.
quiries bave been made for 1. It nwow re-
uppesrs in & new aud chenp edition, which
way be usefuliy introduced by u brief
acoount of its Author, The secondary ttle
whicn he gave to his tale was—*7'he Fiomes
of T'ipperary.” His own home wus vue uf

em

x'nunu'lol Joseph Kiekham was born in the

ear 1340, At Mu linanone, & +rmall town of
he vousty Tipperary, Tue Anuoer flowa
past the wwa, knd Blliveuamon rises not
far away~Lhe riverand the mruoisin which
figure often in hls writipgs. His father,
Jonn Kicgham, had & lurge drapery estab-
lishmeot i that place. and was widely re.
apected for bis inte/ligence and probity. His
mother, Anue O Manouy, wis & ptous sod
charitable womap, whom he lovingly de-
scrived (0 the earii-st of nla stories,* Bally
Cavanagh ; or, Untenanted wuraves.” His
uncie, Fatner Roger Kickham, was a zealous
member of tné Viuceutlun Order; and
snolnor uncle, whose name he bore, was a
priest in the archdir cese of Cashel Butthe
Aucnor Oof KNOUKNAGOW was probably
called after hie graudiutuer, Charies Klok-

I’E his youth ke was greatly influenced by
T he Natton of Davis und Datf, ; and, like
bis kKipeman, John "Mahony, be took an
active part in the '48 movement He was
the leading spirit in tne Coufe eaca Ciub, 1n
Mulliuabone, which he was oniefly lnstru-
mental 10 formiog ; and efter Lhe failure of
the risirg at Ballingarry, waloh was not far
from bis nome, ke wus forced to hie Lim
seif for a time. A little later, whbiie silil &
young man, he worked earnestly in the T'en-
ant Right Lieague, hoplug against hope thut
someLning would be dune L0 Besp the people
aL home. When that failed, ne 108t faith in

al agitation.
l.ﬁn ;guaverluu in & political caree-, avd
devouing his life Lo what ne believed to be
the seryice of his couatry, Char'es Kickham
showed not a little of that iron will whion
enavled Henry Fawcett 10 achieve distinc-
tion &8 a public man, in spite of tremendous
difficuliies of & simliiar charecter. The Kng-
lishman, on the thresbold of manhood, was
totally deprived of sight b+ an uccident in a
saooting party ; yet in spite of this misfor-
tupe (the more disiressing becaure his
father's hand fired the shot) Fawcett con-
trived to work on, to ride, to ekate, to fish,
10 become & successfal Uoiversity professor,
an sctive and influential Member of Parlia-
meant, and & rost efMcient Postmaster-Gen-
eral. Young Kickhum’seccident was not so
tragical \n 118 CRUsS, NOF 8D destructive In its
effects, aL lewst in one respect. One day,
walle he was dryipg & flask of damp gun-
powder, it exploded, lnjurlog permavently
not only hiasight but bis hearlng. This was
not (a8 we bave s en etated In print) in his
s xteenth year, bul two or three years
earller. Both sight 8nd bearinggrew duller,
and his frame less robust, ae time wenton;
and tne hardships of his prison life greatly
inoreased theso infirmities.

For it was t0 a prison that his political
career oonducted him. He was one of the
writers in tae Irish People, tho organ of the
Fenjan movement. uf courte, there was an
informer workiog in the very office of the
prewspaper. Klckham was arrested in Nov.,
1865, He was trled in the courthouse of
Green street. Dublin,on the 5ih uf January,
1866 He was four d gallty, and Judge Keogh,
sfter expres-lng his sympsthy tor the prig-
oner, and respect for his futellectual utiain-
ments, sentenced him to psnal serviiade for
fourteen years His attorney announced
the sentence Lo him trrough his err trum-

et, He heard it with a smile. As he was
fe.x away 10 his cell, something on the

roand attrrcted his notice, and ho picked
L up. 1t wes a litile paper picture of the
Blessed V1:gin, and he kissed it reverently.
W wis accusiomed to have the likenees of
the Mother ¢f God mornlog and evening
befure my oyes since 1| was & chtld,” he satd
to tbe warder, ‘*Will you ask the governos
1t | may keep Lbhis "¢

Io prison _he showed great pallence and
fordiude. His healtn, alreaay impatred,
8000 guve way, but ke bore up bravely, He
teit deeply his sister’a death 1n the firsl year
of his prison life. Thoslster of hispesociate,
Mr. John O'Livary, asked 1n afier yours, did
he pray much whilo there? He anawered
that he said exncu'y the same prayers as
whoa he was out in the world. From tne
golitary souflcement of Peutonville he was
removed to the invalld pricon st Woking.
Onoe he was sel to knlt stockings. Toe
warder poluted out that he was not makiog
muceh progress !n this novel art. 1 have
tims envugh to learn {a fourtesn \ears,” ho
replied. What proficlency he bad attalned
we du not know when this parteilar study
was interrupted. IHis wretched health,
helped no dcubt by his binmeless character
and gentle demeanor,shortened very con-
siderably hls terin of 'mprisonmeni. He
was released in Mareh, 1869,

o someboly who asked what he had
misied wost in gnol, he replied, *vhildren,
and women, and fires "’ He was very fond
of lwtle children, asd knew how to win
tholr heacts, “ludelighted hilm,"” saysons ol
his bast friend, * when the l1ttle on s trled to
talx to hlm oa thotr fogere; and he was maost
patient to teacning thew, taking particular
o4re not to wllow them 10 speuk 1moorrectly.
Canildron wio loved bl wers playing about
his feet in the sunsiine when the stroke of
paralyale came upon bim atihe iast.,” There
was much of what 18 best in women and in
¢hlld fa hig nutura; end 1t was Linpossible
says anoiher devoted voung friend o know
him well witaout feellog that he was as
trasvful, ant kindly, ana sympathetic as a
womun, Hig slender hand was faebioned
liks & woman’s, t00. There was a great deal
of allky grav hair in curls about hie head,
which was finely shaped, n.d he wus very
1all

r'nesa last phrases are taken from & writer
who, in hec all ¢c..onate obituary, Spurks
thus of the tale which we are now latroauc
ing aaow to the public:

“No wrlter has producad mora falthful
pletures of Irish country 1ife than Charles
Kiekham. For no other writer possessed o
miad quicker to #ee, or wider tu hold the
best foelings of our people; none other
owned head or hand more obedlent Lo the
highest 1mpulses of the Ositlc cherrcter,
and bis memory was filled with the tradi
tlons of our land aud race. ‘Kuocknagow’
illustrates many sides of bhis own personai-
ity aud of his ready humour, which was
naver cvalcal. Ia thie book, a8 In nearly
ali ho wrote. tears and laughter are close to-
getner, * * «

“Kunocknagow had always been my favor.
e Irisk story, and when an opportuuity of
meetiug 118 Author came, 1t was an event in
my lite, I remember givivg hilm the sory of
informalion he mwust have had from hun-
drads of persons—of what & pleasure his
gtories aud sosgs were and how dear tH me

and my frisnds were Grace Klely, and Mary
Kearnsy, and yoor Norah Lahy, whom, In
spite of his necs’s entreaties, he nrd to let
die. He bore theintlietion good humoredly,

and talked about his heroines as 1f they had
just gone out for & walk,”
Bosldes the present mnovel and “‘Sally

Oavanagh,” and eoms shorter tales, Mr.
Wiegnaw left behind him & full-length
noval, which was publishea last year, in a
cheap form, vnder the title of “For the Old
Laod " His kvowledge and love of the Irish

caaraclter o many different phases are
showa in every page of thls tale, and fan
and pathos ars very skilfully intermingled.

Churles K cgham's poems are very few
and short, 1o 9o at least which ho gave to
print, Very ruany of our readers must be
fntatliar with the pathetic Hitle ballad about
o [lsh peasant girl who “lived beside the

er, at the fooy of Sllevenamon.” Also,

tory of the Hills,” and 'Patrick Bheenan'

heve taken a gress hold oo the peopla
Thisiutroduction has r ow, perhaps, served

its purpose by letting the readers kncw
sometnle g beforekand about this book and
its Author With the addition of » few
names snd dates Jearned from his Kkins-
w man the 8ister of Mercy who he pad to
make his death-bod as holy as his life had
been innoecent, our sketch, as 1t has ao-

knowledged more than once, bas fol'owed
the published recol ections of Miss Kllen
O'Leary and Mlss Rore Kavanagh. To the
parsonal deseription elted from the latter,
we may |oin that given by the former lady :

“Jn person Oharles Klokham was tall and
stroogly built, He walked llke a mallor,
«waying from side to slde, He had a fine
pleturesque head, on which the wavy browa
halr, of iawe years thickly streaked with
gray, grew in softs curls; a large forehead,
Eeon, plerelng eyes, which had & strange
power of reading one’s very thoughts, and a
rougn 8kin, somewhat scarred by thai ter-
ribie powder accideni. The expression of
hls face when 1n repose was etriking—a face
you'd love to look upon : earrest, thought-
fau, rather sad, and 80 good. In conversa-
tion he showed wonderful powers of observa-
tion, an intuitive iusight into character.
His talk, when in good 8pirits, was very
pieasant, He had a grest fucd of qulet

bumor, and would describs & scene or &
oharacter with u few well-paintea sirokes.
I'hough gentls and kind 'n disposition, he
could 'boa €00d hater ws well s a fervent
lover.”

Charles Joseph Kiokham died at Black-
rock, nenr Dubliu, on the 22a0d of Avgusi,
1882, His body was brought home to the
Tipperury gruveyard where his futher und
mother, aud vister, and many kKinsfuik were
buried. In the Dublia Exhibition of 1864, he
had lipgered loug before a paluting, ‘‘the
Head of & Cow,"” by one of the Old Mastars,
not on secount of any subtle genius he dis-
covered iu 1L, but “vecaure it was #o like an
old onw iu Mulitvshone.” A quaiot truit of
the affeclonate, home loving nature which
made it Atting that bis grave should be
where his cradle had beer—'"beside the
Anner, al the foot of Silev. namon.”

Dublin, 27th February, 1887, M. R.

*Thia touching ivcident probably comes
from Kicknam himsslf, for we take it from
un sf-ciionate memorial writlen ‘‘before
the firat bloom of daisles was dead upon his
grave ” by the young lady whose kindness
soothed his last years and his lasu hours,
Miss Rose Kavanagh. Bhe recalls a “paral-
lel passage ’ in his 1ife, when almost the last
use his tongue made of language sfter the
f+tal blow came, wus L0 say aloud tue
Rosary of the B.ested Virgin.

CHAPTER L

MR LOWE BECOMES THE GUEST OF HI8
UNCLE 8 PRINCIPAL TENANT.

It {s Chrlstmas Day.

Me. Henry Lowe bas just opened hie
eyes, and 1s debatiog with bimselt whether
it is the gray dawn, or ouly the ligat of
tha yourg moon he sees struggling
wurcugh tke two round holes iu the
window shutters of bis room. He has
slept soundly, as well he m'ght, after a
journey the day before of sume eighty
wmiles on the cutside of the mall coach,
from the metropolls to the town of — ;
sapplemented by an sdditionsl drive of a
d: zen miles in bis host's gig to Lbis present
pot uncomfortable quarters,

The yourg gentleman knows little of
[reland from personal experieuce, having
spent moet of bis life in what is some.
times oddly enough called “the eister
couatry.”

Mr. Henry Lowe is at present the guest
of his uncle’s principal tenant, Me, Maar
ice Kearney, The vlsit was partly the
result of accldent ard partly a stroke of
policy on the part of the young man’s
motber, Her brother, Sir Garrett Butler,
owned—at leaet nomioally—extensive
landed property in the South of [reland ;
snd the prudent mother was trying to in-
duce him to give her son the agency.
And Mr. Kearney having gone to Dublin
to see the landlord abouc tbe renewal of
his lease, it wes agreed that the young
goatlemsn—whom we intend to {ntroduce
to the reader when he gets out of bed—
should accompany him on his return home,
and sperd some week among hls uncle's

'{pperary tenants,

And go we find Mr, Henry Lowe balf
buried {n down, thisclear Christmas morn-
ing, in the be:t bedroom of Ballinaclash
Cuttage—for e0 Maurlce Kearney’s com
modlous, {f not bandsome, residence ls
called,

He bad just ecttled the questlon with
which hia miod had been occupled for
gotue tea minutes back, in favor of the
woen, and was relapsing fnto slumber,
when 1% snddenly occurred to him—-

That he was ¢ land-ageut in embryo,

That he wes at that moment {n the
mides of a district not unknown to fame
in connection with *agrarian outrages ;"

an

Thét klo rcom was or tie grenaed floor.

This train of thought gave the holes tu
the window shutters a naw iuterest tu hl
eyes,

’He was beginning to wucceed preity
well fu caliing np a vislon of o blunder-
buse losded to the muzzle with slugs, and
wwo tell figures In frleze coats and kuee
brecches, with crape over thelr faces, when
@ tremendous report—as if tte blunder-
buss had gone off and buret—made him
start to a elttleg postore,

A gecond bang, {f possible more stun
ning than the first, caused Mr. [Henry
Lowe to execute & jump—or rather to
put forth a degree of muscular cction
which, under more favourable clrcum.
stances, would havo resulted in thet gyw-
nestle feat ; bat which, cwicg to bis posl-
tlon end the non-elasticity of a feather-
bed, muet be promounced & failure, The
repetition of the sound a third, and &
fourth end a fifth time, was followed by 20
many vigorous but—whether we have re-
gard to & “high” or a “leng jamp”—aboz-
tive efforts on the part of Me, Herry
Lowe,

At thls stage of the proceedlngs the bed-
rocm door was opened, and Mr, Kearney
ontered with a l!ghted candle in bie hand
He bheld the light above his head, and
looked considerably astonlshed when hls
gucst was revoaled to him, performing, a8
he thought, tke {dentical African dance
which the Reverend Edward Wright, the
mieloner, bad been describing to him a
{e# daye before.

The gentlemen regarded each other
with looks of mutual surprizs and inquliry.
Bat Me. Kearney, divinilng the cause
of his guest’s pertuzbation, sald, apologet-
fcally :

“I'm sorry they’re after dlsturblog
you.”

“Wha—what 1s 1t "’ gasped Mr. Lowe,
who malntalned his sittleg position and
his scared lock.

“The drum,” replied his host, in & self-
sailsfied way, &s if further explanation
woald be altogether superflaous, “Icame
{n to tell you not to mind it.,”

“Oh |—a drum,” the youug gentleman
repeated, eomewhat reassured, but evi-
dently sttll bewildered. “Yes, thers it ls
sgaic.  But what drum? What does It
mean 7

“The Kaccknsgow Drum,” was the
reply. “They always mest at the Bueh,
Bat don’t stir, They’ll shortly be off,
and you can have a goed sleep before
breakfast s ready.”

“Kaocknagow! The
o'clock is 1t 17

“Not eix yet. We're going to seven
o'clock Mass, We'll be back to breakfast
st nine, So stay where you are,suug and
warm, till I call you.”

“Am I to understand the whole family
are golng to prayers?’ the visitor in.
quired ; not at all relishirg the idea of
belng left aloce in the house,

“Yes: we always go to early Mass on
Christmas Day.”

“Would there be any objectlon to my
going with you?’

“Not the least, But the mornlog is
very cold ; hard frost.”

“Well, but I'd like to witness as many
of the customs of the country as pos-
sible,”

“Very well, Please yourself, I’llsend

Bash! What

up Wattletoes with hot water to you.”

He laid the candlestick on the dressing.
table, and Mr. Lowe soon heard bim
shoutiog to Wattletoes to bring hot water
to the gentleman in the “middle room.”

The gentleman in the middie roow lsy
back upon his pillow, aud rurveyed the
bearer of the bot water with some curios

ity.

’The firat thing thatstruck bim was, thatit
would be impossibla to eay whether this {n
dividual were old or yourg or middle aged.
Hs was low e'zed aud stooped somewbat,
Bat his face, though shrivelled and puck.
ered in an extraordinary manner, was the
face of & withered boy, rather than of sn
old man. He wore an old frock coat,
which evidently reached to the knees cf
the original owuner, but nearly touched
the heels of its present poesescor. The
legs of his troueers, which were as much
out of proportion as the other garment,
were rolled up, acd formed thick clrcular
pade half way between bis kuees and bls
avkles,

B:fore Mr. Lowe could proceed further
with his loepection, this odd lookivg
figure was dissppearing through the door.

What {s your name 1" he asked

The grotecque figure stopped suddenly
In the doorway, aud, wheellug round, with
his hand to his forehead, he answered
with a grimace, of which it would be vain
to attempt a description :

“Barney, slr—Barney Brodherick.”

“Not Wattletoes,” thought tbe yourg
gentlemao, as he pulled the blankets
ughtly over his shoulder. “I wonder
who the devil is Wattletoes! Have 1
much time to drees "’ he asked aloud.

“Lots uv time, eir. On’y if you don’t
hurry you’il be too late.”

“Lots of time,” Mer. Lowe repeated ;
“out 1’1l be too lata if I don’t burry.”

Before be could ask for au explanation
of th's somewhat coutradictory pleca of
{uformation, Barney vanished, ecratching
his head and muttering sometbing about
“the beote,” as it he feit himeelf in a diffi
culty.

Mr., Lowe had nearly completed bis
tollet when Earney retorned with his
boots, followed by Mr, Kearney, whip
in kand, and wrapped in & frieze great.
coat,

The master had evidently hbeen “pltch-
{ng luto” the man ; for Barney exclalmed,
ss he placed the visitor’s boots on the
floor :

“Blur en-agers, have since, sir—have
olnge.”

“Havo tense yourself—and that’'s what
you'll never have, yor ninnybammer,”
retorted the master, in an apparentl
aogry tone, “He was told,” he continued,
turnivg to hls guest, “to bring blackling
from Kilthubber, yesterday ; and they
deslred him to get Martindsle’s blacking.
When they fouud they kad no blacking,
and asked him why he didn’t briog it—‘1
tried every house,’ he eays, ‘from Gallows-
bill to Quarryhole, and the devil a Martin
Dale could 1 fiud.

Though no tesce of smlle could be de.
tocted in Maurice Keerney’s ruddy face,
while he spoke, his repeating Barney’s
explanation of the nur-appenrance of the
blacking, twice over, skowed that he ea-
joyed it in bis own way.

Wlea they siood with!n the glow of the
blazlug wood fire in the parlur, the host
agaln edvised his guest to remaln within
doore till the family had returned from
Maee. Bat the young gantleman repeated
his desire to accompsny them,

The roll of the drum—the performer
evidently usiug less force than when be
20 eiertied the siranger & whulle ago—
sccompanied by the ebrill but not unpless
lng music of hali-a duzen fifes signified
that the proceeslon—which coneleted of
vearly the whole popul:tion of Knockna-
gow—had set out for Kilthubber.

e, Kearney end his guest were soon
seat>d in the gig In which they bad ar-
rived the uight before, and slowiy follow.
ing the crowd along the onow covered
road.

It was tos dark to ece much elther of
the country or the people, and Maurlce
Kearney could do litile more to amuso
the stranger than to pelnt out the direc
tlon in which some objscts of Interest
would be vleible o the daylight. But,
even with the llght they had, Me. Lowe
could not help belog struck with the fine
outline of the mouutain range ia front of
them,

The fer famed Kuocknagowan drum
shook tha windews of the eld town of
Ktichubber, an the processlon marched
through the principal street to the chapel
at the gate of which the music suddenly
ceased,

Barney Brodberick wes in waltlng to
take the horse to the hotel, and Mr. Lowe
was conducted by hls host up the gallery
stairs and soon found himeelf in a front
pew, next a lady who, he rightly conjec-
tured, was hle host’s eldest daughter, but
to whom he had not yet been introduced,
owlog to the lateness of the hour when
he arrived at the cotiage the night bafore,
aud to the fact that Miss Kearney was on
her way to church before he left his room
in the morning.

Never having been in a Catiiolic place
of worship durlog divine service before,
he looked around him with eome curlosity,
not unmingled with a sense of awe, The
aiter  was briillant with innumerable
tapers and tastefully decovated with flow.
ers and evergreens, Three branches, sus:
pended by long chalas from tha celling,
guave light to the congregaticn that filled
the spacious alsle, whils candles In sconces
attached to the pillars and round the walls
enabled the occupsnts of the pews In the
gallery to read thelr prayer books, The
tinkle of & emall bell called back his atten-
tlon to the altar, and he saw tha: durlng
hie survey of the church, the prlest,
aciompauled by a number of boys in
white susplices, had moved from the
sscrlsty and now stood bowlng wlth
clasped hends in front of the altar, As
he ascended the carpeted steps the organ
pealed out sclemnly ; and In splte of his
prejudices, the ceremony and the evident-
ly earnest devotlon of the worshippers
lmpressed Me. Lowe with a respect for
thelr form of religion which he never had
felt before, This feellng, however, was
glving place to a sense of weariness, when
he waa startled by the suddenness with
which the people rcee from thelr knees
and pressed forward towards the altar.
He looked down with astonishment upon
the swaylng sea of upturned faces till it
settled into stlliness as the clergyman
turned to address the congregation,

A pecullar ring In the preacher’s aweetly
modulated tones at once attracted the
stranger’s attention. Having read the

text, he repleced the book on its stand,

snd, leaning back sgeinst the altar, com.
meuced bis sermon, At first his words
came slowly and hesitatingly. Bat as he
warmed with his subject he moved about,
pow to the right, now to the Ly, snd
sometimes straight forward to the verge
of the altar step, which formed the plat.
form upon which he stood—pouring forth
what seemed to the unsccustomed cars of
Me. Liiwe a torrent of barbarlc eloguenee,
which rose into & kind ot gor

geous sublimity, or melted into
pathor, sometimes bomely, some-
times fanelfully poetical. Sach lan.

gusge Mr, L we would bave thought fil.
suited to such s crowd as be now
looked down upon, if he had not wit
neased the effect it produced. And he
was surprised tofind that it was the figura.
tive paisages that moved the people most,
For instauce, when the preacber depicted
the Virgin wandering through tbe etreets
of Bethlehem, seekivg fcr shelter and
fiodl: g every door closed sgalnet her, and
proceeded : “The snow falls; the cold
winds blow—and the Lily of Heaven is with
ered,” a cry burst from the copgregatiup,
and the eobs were so lond and frequent
that the preacher was obliged to pause tiil
the emotion he had called forth had sub-
sided.

The sermon was short and withel practl
cal; for while it comforted the poor, it
impressed upon the rick the duty of
alleviating thelir sufferings

Aud ae the clock struck elght, the
Knocknagow drum told euch of the in.
babitauts of Kilthubber as Fad not yet left
thelr bede that firet M see was over and the
cun%regll.lan were on thelr way home-
ward,

CHAPTER IL

‘MY ELDEST DAUGHTER, SIR,”

Mr. Lowe judged from the hearty ¢I
wish you & merry Carfetmas, elr,” which
greeted his host e0 frequently on the way
tomeward, that Mr, Kearney wos on ex
cellent terms with his neighbors, They did
not wait for the procession ; and, after a
briek drive of twenty minutes, the young
geutleman sgaln found himeelf in front of
the crackling wocd fire. While looking out
on the snow-covered landecape, his atten-
tion was sttracted by the extraordioary
gait of a person approaching the houese,
swingiog his legs and arms about in &
manoer impossible to be described. As
he came nearer, the eizs and shape of the
feet were particularly noticeable, And &s
the figure wss pamsing the window, the
fact flashed upon Mr, Henry Lowe, ae if
by inepiration, thet after all Barney Brod.
herlek was Wattlatoes.

He had the curlosity to raise one of the
windows to see what Barney meant by
stopping suddenly oprposite the hail door,
and holding out bis hand with a cosxing
wink of bis little grey eyes.

Maurice Kearney’s youngest son, a fat,
innocent looking boy, stood, with his
shoulder learving against the jamb of the
door, picking the ralelus out of a great
sliee of plum-cake,

“['ll briog you to hunt the wran,” sald
Barney.

“] can go with Tom Maber,” the boy
replied.

“I'll give you a rida on Bobby,” Barney
continued, In & &illl more inslbuatiog
volce.

But the boy countinued picking the
raleine cut of his plum cake.

“Be gob, Mr. Willte, I'll—I'll show you
s thrish’s pist!” exclalmed Barney, in a
sort of stage whisper,

The boy looked from the cake to the
tempter, and hesitated,

“With five young wansin id,” continned
Barney, pressing the advantage he eaw he
lild"gnlued, “feathered an’ all—ready to
fly.

This wes too much. The thrush’s nest
cerried the day; and Bairney was in the
act of taking a bite out of the plum-cake
a8 he repassed the parlour window on his
way round to the kitchen,

But the promise of e thrush’s nest, with
five young onves in i, on a Christmas
morning la our latitude, impressed Mr.
Lowe with & high opinion of Barney
Broderlck’s powers as a diplomatlat,

¢“Come, Mc. Lowe,” eald his hoet, as he
placed a chalr for bln st the breakfast
table, ‘‘you ought to bave a good appetite
by this time, I'm sorry you would not
take tomethicg befors you went out this
merning.”

“Oh, thank you,” he replied ; “but I'm
all the better able to do justice to ycur
vlands now.”

As the young gentleman was sittlng
down, Mrs, Kearney’s portly figure
caught bis eye in the dcorway. She at
once walked up to him, holding cut her
hand, end apologised for not having been
prepared to recelve him properly on his
arrival. “Bat, indeed,” she added, “we
had not the least notlon that any one was
coming. Why did you not wiite to say
that Mr, Lowe would be with you ?”’ she
acked, turning to ber husband,

“Wheie was the use of writlng, when
I knew I'd be home myseif before the
leiter,” way the reply, In a rather brusque
msnner, which was peculiar to Maurice
Kearney.

“The time,” eald Mr. Lowe, “is very
unusual for such a visit ; bat you know [
am a homeless wanderer at prasent.”

“My eldest daughter, sir,” sald Me.
Keainey, waving his hand towards the
door, near which the young lady had
stopped hesltatingly for & moment.

Mrs, Koarney took her portly person
out of the way, and her face beamed with
pride and fondnees as she eurveyed the
lovely glrl, who, af'er comtesylog grace
fully, advanced and with a half-bashful
smile, gave her hand to her father’s guest.

The youvg gentleman was taken com-
pletely by surprise.  He had felt some
caricaity to kuow what eort wae the face
hidden by the thick vell next bim in the
chapel. He thought it would be rather a
pleasant dlscovery to find that the face
was & handsome one ; and was quite pre.
pared for a blooming country gitl in the
person of bis burly host’s daughter, But
the lady who now stood before him would
have arrcsted bis attention anywhere,
She was tall, though not of the tallest,
The driven snow was not whiter than her
neck end brow. A falnt blush at that
mement tinged her usually pale cheek,
which, together with a palr of ripe, rosy
lips and eyes of heavenly blue, imparted a
warmth to what othexrwlse might be con-
sldered the marble coldness of her almost
too ideal beauty.

Mr. Henry Lowe, for once In his life,
felt at a loss for something to say ; but the
entrance of two young giele apared him

the necessity of making s speech, The
taller of th! two mon% timidly behind
ber father’s cheir without venturing even
to glsnce at the stranger ; while the other
surveyed bim from head to foot, and then
turned to Miss Kearney with a look of
surprise if not reprosch, Mtss Kearney
understood the fook, and sald with a
smile :

“Mr, Lowe, let me Intrcdace you to my
friend, Mtss Gracle Kiely.”

“Miss Grace Ktely,” said the little lady,
drawing berself up to her full helyht, and
bowing with great dignity.

She was moving awav, with an alr of
stodled gravity, when Me. Kearney eald :

“Come, Girace, oit here near me. 'Tis a
lopg time sicce you snd [ bad » talk
together.”

Her face lighted up st once, and for-
gettiog all her womauly digulty, she ran
with child like glee to the chalr which be
bad drawn close to bis own. She resumed
her serious look sgaln ; but her keen sense
of the ludicrous was too much for it, and
one of Msurice Kearney's characteristic
observations had even the «fT<ct of makirg
our diguified young Jady laugh into her
cup, aud epill 5o much of the tea that Mre,
Kearney tuslsted upon filling her cup
again,

“How did you like the sermon, Mr.
Lowe 1” Mies Kearney asked

“It was 80 uulike anything 1 ever heard
before,” be replled, “tbat I really cannot
venture to glve an opivion. Bat he cer-
tainly moved his hearers ee I bave never
seen; an sudience moved by apreacher.
Scme passages were quite poetical ; aud
these, I was surprised, produced the grest
est effect. 1:is very stravge.”

“I belleve,” sald Miss Kearney, “we
Irlsh are a poetical people.”

“[ particularly admired that passage,”’
Grace observed, with her serious look,
“begiouing, ‘From the ripple of the rill to
the rolling of the ocean ; from the lily of
the valley to the cedar on the mountain.’
That paseage was very beautiful.”

“Yes, I remember that,” satd Mr, Lowe,
with a nod and & emile, which so flattered
Mlse Grace’s vanity that she could ouly
Ereulve her look of gravity by dropplog

er eyelids and almost frownlog. Bat,in
spite of her eftorts, & glance shot from the
corner of her eye which plainly showed
how gratified she was,

“She could preach the whole sermen to
you,” sald Mr. Kearney, in his empbatic
way. And then, after s pause, he added,
still more empbatieslly : ““I’d rather have
her in the houee thsn a piper,”

This was too much for Grace ; and Mles
Kearney and her mother jued in her
ringlog laugh, while Mr., Lowe looked
quite as much puzzled as amused, as ke
turned full round and etared at his hoet,
apparently expecting eome explanation of
this extraordinary testimony to Miss
Grace's powers of pleasing,

Mr. Keerney, bowever, rubbed bis
whiskers, contemplatively, to all seeming
quite unconsclous of thelr mirth, end
added, with a jerk of bis head :

“Walt till you hear her play ‘the Fox-
bunter’s Jig ? IMles Batler is a fine girl,”
he obeerved, abruptly charglog the sub-
Ject.

All eyes were turned upon Mr. Lowe,
aud he felt called upon to say something,
8o he ssid :

“Indecd y <o, & very fine girl.”

Bat the youny gentleman felt that a
certain opinion which he had always held
regarding the respective merits of black
aud blue eyes, was conelderably medifiec
during the paat half bour,

*She plays the harp,” sald Mr, Kearney
confidentiaily to Grace, who nodded, ard
evinced by her look that the concerrs of
ﬁreat people poscessed a great interest for

er,

“And the gultar,” he edded. “Though
the devll & much I'd give for that, only
for the elnging. She has a fine volce,”
he remaked, turning to hir. Lowe,

“Does Miss Klely siog ¢

“She does, she does,” his host replied,
rather impatiently, “But I'm talklog of
your cousin, Miss Butler,”

“Oh, she sings very well,”” sald Mr,
Lowe,

“I never heard ‘Savourneen Dheelish’
or ‘The Coolin’ played better, Sae
brought the tears to my eyes. ”

*She {s quite an enthusiast about Irish
nouste,” sud Mr, Lowe,

“Kicd father for her,” put in Mrs
Kearney. “He and my Uncle Dan used
to spend whole days and nights together
playlog Irish air. My Uncle Dan played
the fid—vloiin,” ssid Mzs. Kearney, cor.
recting kerself, for che liked to call things
by thelr grandest nemes, particularly
when they happened to be conmected
with her Uncle Dav, or, indeed, with any
of tho great (’Carrols of Ballydunmore,
“Mr, Butler,” she cortuued, “used to
play the flate, He made somo beautiful
songs about Annie Cleary before they
wers marrled. He was not Sir Garret
then, for 1t wae in Sir Thomas’s time.
My Uncle Dan, too, had a great turn for
poetry, and he unsed to help Mr. Butler to
arrange the music for the eongs. "I'was
my Uncle Dan,” she added, turning to her
husband, as if sho were impacting a pleco
of Jnforwation he bad never heard be.
fore, ‘‘’twas my Uncle Dan that trans.
lated the ‘Coravaih’ {nto English,”

“I know, I know,” eald her husband,
rubbing the slde of his head uneasily—
koowlag from sad experience that when
hls porily better half once set off upon
her hobby it was no eacy matter to pull
ber up.

“My Uncle Dan,” she proceoded, ‘‘was
the most talented of the family, though
the councelior had the nams,”

Mrs, Kearnoy closed her Ilps aftie
uttering the word “counse!lsr,” and then
opened them with a kind of smack, fol-
lowed by a gentle sigh, as she bent her
head languldly to one side, and rested her
folded hands upon her knees. Her hus-
baad rubbed his head more and more
frantically ; for these were infallible signs
that the good lady was settling down
steadily to her work. But fortunately
Mr, Lowe, whoee curlosity was really
exclted, averted the threatened izfl!ction,

“Did Sir Garrett,” be seked, ‘“‘really
make verses 7"’

“Ob, yes,” Mrs. Kearney replied ;
“‘Father Ned’s sweet Niece,” and ‘Over
the Hills,’ and aeveral others.”’

“I knew his marrlage was s romantic
buelness,” rald Mr Lowe. “But [ was
not aware that my uncle was a poet, He
Was graatly blamed by his family, but Sir
Thomas's conduct was qulte unjuastifiable.
There was nothing so extraordlnary in
euch a marrige, after all.”

While Mr, Lowe was speakiog & robla

flaw round the room, and deshed itself
ageioat the window, Mles Kearney, lean-
ing buck In ber cbair sud shadipg ber
eyes from the light with her havd, locked
up at the bird as it fluttered againet the
glass, And the plcture thus presented
had, we suvpect, something to do with Mce,
Henry Lowe's inability to see anything
extraordinary In his unclo’s marriege,
She stood up to let the robin escape, snd
her father and Mr. Lowe also left the
breakfsst table The latter, with an afr
of essy good breedivg, put back the bolt
and drew up the window; while the
geaceful girl gently took the robin in her
hand, snd, sfier lookirg for & moment
futo the bold, bright little eyes with u
smile that made M, Henry Lowe swear
mwentsliy that eyes of birde or man never
bebe!d snything more lovely, let bhim fly
out iuto the suvshine,

“As ready s he ls to come in,” ehe eaid,
as she followed the released prisomer with
a melancholy geze, which in the difference
her compauion thought was even more
killing than the smile It succeeded—"as
ready as he {8 to come i, he is always
impatient to get sway. I belleve no bird
loves liberty so weil.”

“1f you sould eet all your captives free
as enstly it would be well.”

“I'd ‘wish to do so—that s, if I had
made any, of which Iam unconscious,”

She felt copeclone, however, of the
young gentleman’s dispoeition to be more
opeuly complimentary then she thought
quite sgreesble, end to divert his atten.
tion to something else, sbe sald :

I fear you will find our nelghborhood
very dull.  But my brothers will be home
to day, snd I hope they msy be able to
fiod eome amueement for you ”

‘I'his speech was calculsted to have the
very opposite effct of what she Intended ;
but her fatbher unintentionslly came to
her relief.

“You have good snipe shooting in the
bog,” be eald aoruptly, “‘avd if we bave s
thaw, the hounds will be out.”

“] am most anzioue,” eaid Me. Lowe,
“to have a day with the Tippeiary
hounde.”

“] can mount you well,” sald Mr.
Kearpey. ‘Come and I'll show bim to
you, Tell Wattletoes,” he contlnued,
turning to the eervent who had come in
to replenish the fire, “to lead out Mr,
Hughe’s horse.”

“He’s gone to hunt the wren, sir,” she
rep'ied.

Mr. Lowe saved Barney from a storm
of abase by remerkicg that es often as he
bed heard of hunting the wren he had
pever seen it,

“Let us welk over toward the fort,”
;nlt,i bis host, “and you'll see enough of
‘.1

“We'll go too, Mary,” exclalmed Grace,
leaping from the sofa upon which she had
been reciining in & gracefu! aititude, end
ia what she pevsuaded herself was a
dreamilv sentimental mood.

Mies Kearney held up her hand warn-
lngly, but her father terned round before
he had reached the door and seid :

“Yes, Grace, let you and Mary come
with us.”

“Of conree you will come tco, Ellie,”
sald Miss Kearney to her young slster,
who was reeding & bouk near the fire, aud
apparently afraid of attracticg attentlon,

“Ob, po,” she replied with a start,
“mamma will want me,"”

TO BE CONTINUED,

WEBDDING BELLS.

HICKEY—-DOWLING,.

Last Wedaesdeay afternoon at 4 o’clock
an event of more than ordinary interest
tock place at the Cathedral of the Holy
Name, Cuicago, on the occasion of the
marringe of Miss Bessie Dowling to D,
C. Hickey, M, D., of Kingston, Oat.,
Canada. Tbe doctor, althouga a Cana-
dian by hirtb, holds the ravk of surgeon
of the United Siates army, and by
coming to Chicago to gelect a bride gave
a remarkable proof of his annexation
proclivities, The bride is the daughter
of Mrs, Dowling, relict of the late Martin
Dowling, residing at 129 E. Pearson
street, A select number of friends were
present at the wedding, which was com-
peratively private and unostentatious,
although rendered more than usually
impressive and dignified by the presence
ot a prelate in his episcopal robes of
office. The marriage ceremony was per-
formed by Right Rev. Dr. Dowiing,
Bishop of Hamilton, brotaer of the
bride, assisted by Rev. Fathers Burke,
of St. Columbkil's, Fi!z.immore, of the
cathedral, and McEvay, of Hamil.
ten, QOat, The bride, who was
beautitully and richly attired, had for
bridemaid Miss Julia Murray, while Mr.
O'Neil acted his part gracefully as best
man for the doctor, The bisbop gave
an appropriate instruction befoie and
after tho ceremony, which conciuded
with the episcopal blessing, whils the
wedding march was played on the orgsn
as the party passed out of the cathedral.
Among other relatives and frienus of the
bride present were ber venerable
mother, her two brothers,J. M Dowliung,
and wite, of Chicsgo, and M J, Dowling,
Owahs, and her eisters, Miss Aggle
Dowling, Mrs, Bresnen, Mrs. Coleman,
Mrs, Keogb, of Windscr, Ont., Miss
Keane, Mr, J, Walsh, Mr. R ONzil, and
wite, and Mies Mona O'Neil. An elegant
dinner was tubsequently given at the
residence of the brids’s motuer, at which
the bishop, assistant clergy and other
invited guests were present. The pres.
ents were numercus and costly, The
happy couple left for the east on their
honeymoon, prior to returning to their
future home in Kingstor, on the banks
of the St. Lawrence,

+ DAGNEAU-MeDONALD.
On the 6th November an interesting

event took place at Wallaceburg, being .

the marriage of Helier Dugreau, Esq.,
one of our most popular young men, (o
Miss Ella McDonald, & young lady
equally popular among her acquaint.
ances, The marriage tock place at 9a,
m, in the Catholic church, where a large
number had assembled to witness tue
ceremony which was performed by Rev,
Father Ronan. The bridesmaid was
Miss Mary McDonald, cousin of the
bride, while Mr, Jos. McKelvey sup-
ported the groom. The bride looke
cbarming, diessed in white cp-utnere
with court train, wreath, vei' »nd orange
blossoms, The bridesi»+ WOre a cream
cashmere made ip ~1e style with flawera
in her hair ..mf’ corsage, and looked

very pre¢cy "The presents to the bride
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were costly and numerous, Afier bresk.
fast the hapoy couple took the train for
the west,. We wish them every succees
in their voyage through life,

TWENTY FOUR HOUKS
THE WORLD.

- Waere often struck with the beautiful
tituatlons of movesteries. We forget that
thess pleces which ere now the most lovely
were ouce the wiidest and most barren,
"he lands of Gethvemend, Keutueky, New
Melveray, lows, Little Calrvaux, Tra.
cadle, Nuva Scotls, aud, indeed, Oka, P,
Q, were once dresry wastes before they
came iuto the bands of the Trappiets, In
fact, the whole sspect cf the Jast men
tioned place bae, within a few yesrs, be
como ro chavged svd eoftened thet it is
difticu't vow to re:1'ze what It once was
when the first movk vicited it ; then

‘IuL was a harren scene and wild—

Where naked cl'fls wers rudely plled ;

But ever and unon bat ween

Lay softest tuits of ioveliest green ;

Aud well the 1 onk or bern o koew
Recesses where the wal flower grew,

He deemed such nooks Lue eweelest shade
The sun. tu all 118 rounds, surveved,

our or

But now, a8 tbe visitor monuts up, per-
chance fu the earlv pait of Jauve, the hill
whereon stapds Notre Dime du Lae,
his oyes aro gladdeved by the purple
glory of the rbododendrou, the golden
droplete of the Ihhurnum, and the rich but
rubdued glow of lilec—truly a teautiful
sscent from Okn, to ho crowned by a
glorlous wew of the leke and country
when be galus the top, avd
* Looks over into valleve wonde: fal—

Tulck timbered valleys, with tuelr fair
church towers

stretened into pezy distances, 11l & blank

Or Nghi blue uilis, witn outiine geully
cuarveri,

Stands up balore the gunset,”

N rlet ft be forgotten they, hy whom
this great work has been accoinuyliched are
those to whom, ip their daly life and food,
the words of Dante so well apoly :—

“The women of old Rome were satisfled
ith water for thelr beversge, Daniel fed
On pulse, aud wisdom galued, The primal
P
VWas Lesutiinl as go'd, and hunger then
Mude weorns Lastelul=tnirsl, each rivalet
Run neciar, Houty sod locusis were 1he

w’hsrl:"-":llhe Baptists, in the Wilderness

Fed, and thut emivence of glory reacued—

The greattess wnolen e Exapgelist
records "

Let us euppose the viaitor happens alorg
one of thote Inte Uctoher evenings ; that
be bas regaled blwevelf with the pever
ending fesst of the picturerque and beau.
tifal in nature all around; and that he
wants *‘to do,” & monastery, with bona
file mouke, just fortwenty four hours for
nimeelf.  As be riogs the porter’s bell, en
eerfe notion suddenly hauuts by, sud be
iauks back to the world, the gettivg sun, as
tf to things he may never see spalc —when,
yresto? he fs recdelmed snd reassured
by the unmistakable accents of an Evglith
men, a verliable conutrvman of my Lord
Teunyson, you know— Gae-tmaste: Father
Alban ; who suavely aud courteously shows
bim to a plain Little room, the window of
which, withal, commarcs a charmivg view
of the road by which be had come, the beau
tiful lake, the light blue hilly, the woods
wiere, a8 Tevnya.n hath it, aotumn ‘lays
berasnd there afiery fi ger on the leaves,”
makes the “beeckes gather brown,” while

the waple “ourrs uself sway” Tous
yeaseured, he bogiue to wish—ro doubt,
juspired thereto by the genius loci—that

poet lsureste were o Canadlan, sno
preseut, them #ni there, to palnt, not
merely “the las: red leat of Ustoher
whirted away,” tut, with masterly touchec

to llmn a ecene “not wholly in this buy
world, nor quite beyond 1t.”
IN A MONASTERY,

As the guestmueter bids **gocd right”
and closes the duor of the vizitor's rocm,
we Neglement du Donastere, in fls yuaite
wooden frame, and conspicuously houg
on the wali, natuzelly attracts attentlon,
Tous it reads

2 o'clock 2. m. Risivg, L. Officeof B, V. M
Mediintion,
g & o Maiius and Lauds,
4 L4 ot Low Musser
5 Prime--Intervel,
[ Work.
9 Interval.
1 % jeree, Community Mass
8 xi, Examen,
Augelus.
by p m. Noune
¢ Dinner. Work,
Work stops.
Verpers, Prayers,ete.

1 “ .

el ol

550 *

7 $e i Comyplines Salve Regina
Apgelus, Exumen,
8 i) Sx RKeure.

N. B,—In summer, on accon t of mue
work, dinner is teken at 11:30, and a col
lation at 6 p. m,

Verdly thie is inderd a monnstery an
“to do it es iutended,” mentslly com
ments our visitor, *it 1s necesrary tr b
up at 2 o’clock 8. m.” The lnst roys c
the sun have dled on tbe highest cf th
Oxe bills which anon fade into the ek
The ball rends ita mellow tones across th
shadowy laudecape ; it is the hour of th
Complwe, the Salva apd the Angelus—'k
1sse of the seven ecrvices that the Teappls
holds between 2 o’cleck in the mornin
aud the hour of esrly nightfall.

According to the “Reglement,” you r
tire at 8 p m., bat eleep does notreadi!
come at first. Soomer or later, howeve
it muet have come, for the firet next cor
ecionenes la of a stsrt—elicud by th
eldiitch jirg'ing of a bell—it {s tw
o'clcck.  Up then, and drees, as fast |
ever ycu con, O Visltor——but nathle
baste, the guestmaater is ou haud to co:
duct you to chapel, ere you are qui
ready, The chapel is entered, you fit
there 18 no light, barring tl
feeble gleam of “a sfigle low
creczet” that swings burning, ever burnio
before the altar, You can juat discern
long line of namelees dusky figures cre
forth from the deeper gloow and gik
noteelasely into their sests. You lists
to the Cantas Plenus Gravitate, \hoss loi
Jevel notee with scrrowful cadeuces a
measured pauses, sung by a fall, unfalte
iug choruse of volces, cld and young.
in the music that smote the heart
B)ssuet with such eaduess in the desert
Normandy two and a half centuries ag

From that early hour then, or, on thr
the early morn, day, “dewy eve'—t
hour the viedtor esme—Complires, fa
and the Angelus—until 8 o'elock, when
yetire, the Lrappists goes through wi
hut fuw varistions, day after day, ye
after yeer, the snmo round of dutles,
jadicated {n the ab.ve *‘reglment.” 1d
ness to the Traprtet ls the enemy of t
toul Munual Ishor is one of his scler
vows. Every monastery is self-deper
ent. There are the farmers, mechani
blackemithe, carpeunters, masons, tall
shoemakers, cioks. You have also |
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