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“Ireland in the PPays of Cromwell.

A TALE BY THE AUTHOR 0F ¢ TYBORNE "
CIRISH HOMES AND trisH HpArTs,” &

(Continued.)
CHAPTER THE TILIRD,

Two days have passed . since  the
stormy interview we deseribed in our
last, nnd ‘the sistershad. nought to do
but, wait’ patiently foi. news of the army.
Rumours of a great batile having talken
place reached them several times; peas-
antse oming in declared they had heard
the news from olhers, but fveleen and
Mary paid “Hitle heed to these vague
declarations. .~ On the evening of ihe
second dry théir solitude was agrecably
brolcen in upon. In'the afternoon, de-
scending the winding hill that leads in-
o thevalley, a traveller might he scen.
Ile worethe common peasant cogtume of
the period, and slung over his back was
a.bag of carpenter’s tools.  Apparently
he wasone of those travelling workmen,
who went from house to house offering
to.do any repairs that might be wanting
since his last visit.  As he descended
into the. valley; and wound his. way
slowly will' the step of one “sorely
tired, he formed no unapt l'el)l-éseu't-
ation of the carpenter Saint ‘more dear
to God than any other mortal man.

- His haiv was: almost white, and his
face'so gontle and rofined, that it was
difficult o believe him an- artizan;

Clearly it wus not. o helieved by tho
inhabitanis of the gray house; he sot’
foot in the courtyard just as Mary IFitz-
gerald happened to enter it to remon-
strate with Terence, one of the gossoons,
who had allowed & crowd of young
chickens to stray into the courtyard
where they ran instant danger of being
frightenced to death, it not eaten up by
the large watch dogs,  Mary, with her
dress looped ap,-and- her little sachel
containing corn for her chickens on her
arm, formed apretty picture. Iler eyes
rested on the old carpenter, at first with
only the pussing. ewriosityw stranger
excites, then & quiek glance of recog-;
nition flashed into her face. She! ran
towards him, and with eager hands be-
gan to'loose the bag of tools. '

¢ Tather, dear father, welcome, what
joy to secc yom, how tired you lool,

come in, come in, & thousand thousand

weleomes”

Pather Tgan smiled brightly as he
followed her. The .hard life -of a
Catholic priest obliged to travel in ail
sorts of disguises, and in the midst of'all
sorts of peril; was often cheered by wel-
comoes sich as these, When at last the .
dangerous and weary journcy. was over, -
and he drew near a dwelling place of
the faithful, he knew how hearts would
bound and light up at the sight of his
face, the sound of his voice. - Evelzen.
came running into the parlour into-
which Mary led her guest, -and - both .
girls fell on their knees for the priest's-
blessing.. . ¢

The visit of Father Egan gave them

especial delight. o -had  been'. for
many years at tho-Franciscan. monas--
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