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y daughter three years
t to ind her mother
Redmond kissed his mother,

loss had diseipated the me
sorrow ; but now and again

oclearness
of the switt and sudden cal-
smity that bad made barren so many
yeoars of hia life.
As he looked out
Jandscape, he saw the closely
ol » woman coming up

right of command, and sald simply,

A fow minutes later she entered the
house as its mistress.

and lag,
Redmond, * and the d
1ave her go agin.”
Belore the week

made all the difference in the
wo:‘hll.to:lﬁ. lhd:d:hd blood, and
nothing ever the Iris i
ation over that.” » B imaglo-
¢ Oh, mensense I'" I sald., ‘‘ We've
tgrown all that a long time ago
These chb;- are now forgotten or ¢x.
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I could discover.

Esmet. | chaunted the most | age
sword-
(at loast, so I

SY VERY REV. CANON P.
‘MY NEW OURATE,
» ¢ gNDER THE CEDARS
AND THE STARS," ** LOST ANGEL
OF A RUINED PARADISE,’’ ETC.
OHAPTER XIX.
A FLIGHT AND A RETURN.
Three years had r

though the tragedy
lenanaar WwWas #!

¢ Mother, you were alwa
snd I Invo'novor been as good” .:.od

ys rolled by, and the magoi
‘oonstitution of this mountain
in bardship that strength-
ened and purified,

Meagher's Sword
ab night, plotting
could

British regiments
the hero of a hundred
enthusiasm was
fiat on the souls
fellows, whom I knew to
They would listen
ion, look at one

snd balls into whole
and annibilate thew ; | ploded.
¢ | wish I could believe it, Father "
Do you remember my
nervous aoxiety, that neither my name
ol“Elill’hl", ::;un dbbolknm ”
erfeotly ; but I tbought and sti
think it absurd. Events Eow lucl:;i}(li
each other so rapidly, and the news.
papers supply such daily relays of mcst
interesting intelligence, that we have
ceased to linger on the past.’
¢ I don't know,’’ he said, dubiously,
¢ The old saying is there, ready to be
quoted sgalost me
* What's bred in the blood will break
out in the bone.’

over the cold, bleak | ought to
Nodlag ehanged her
the road | ficent old name forever (though we have taken

then, the liberty to retain it), and became
Redmond Casey.

OHAPTER XX.
HAGAR AND ISHMAEL.

This then, was the history of Nodlag,
told me, from time to time, there in
d left her a kind | the twilight of bis sick-room, by her

parent abd almost unearthl 1
loveliness that made Redmond afraid d :.‘::;gl'.?o o sevainet,

There grew up between | perien
them, t00, a kind of shynees, that made | peart,
Redmond afraid to be alone with her | rous X
for » momsent ; and Nodlag, on her part
of milk (into | seemed to court the soclety of the | own tri

e hot water) | mother rather than the
ece of home-made and

Making her way with some | after ‘her
she came within a | took down
the fainting woman | mond was from home on
raid of the fever to | after kissing the old woman,
he placed the food
such as is always

fights. Someho

slter s moment’s asserted iteelf, and | Mrs.

she was able to go about again, and do

little bits of household work.
oame back, there came with

it » new and more spiritual besuty, as

it sorrow and hunger

gth failed, for putting out one
till fresh im the oo blind,

he groped
and then fell against it

had worn away
mond rushed into the

They did not bel
How could they wi
41 had grown
sixteen years, W

t into & background

hearths, it was cas
ce when the grest

of utter insignifican:
national tragedy commenced

famine and all its ghastly
far and wide upon the | cried the mother.
on that appalling

There's another
hures in the ditch!"
«The Lord betune us and all harrum,’’
“Will it ever ind?"’

and the many and varied ex
that tend to harden the human

the tenderest and most chival-
ove for his mother.
—that of » pariah amongst her
be —seemed to separate her in
{nation from all other beings

a few weeks | with whom he had been 4
providential resc A S b Sas bronght in ote

her black shawl,

hen the famous rising
For weeks before,
ows had been out on the
engsged in active
but as scouts or
ve warning to the
in valley or wood, of the
police or the redcoats.
it night did we watch,
in the icy winds that pierced
through, and no thought

of thim poor crac

train of evils was
land. Looking back
od in our history,

, not that so many perished
famine, but that so many
lived in comfort, in the
to that dread vi

illages then existed,
its lttle army of tradesmen—
masons, stone cutters, CAr-
whose economic eon
et up to the normal
ask ourselves in
how did the peo|
live. The lan
ever; the pop
down to one-half
1f to-day the strugg
still keen, what
then? And yet,

are the best proof
the men of those bygone
ured exclusively on potatoes
were a far more po
thelr descendants; ocould
endure greater
plish greater work.
potato was the sole
we can imagine what
ing on their minds, finally
with utter panie, when, in
the autumn of '47, and again in
sutumn of '48, tha
the atmosphere, an

Isn't that it 2"’
There was little use in trying to dls.
sipate such foolish fears. I let him

hills, not so much

She took up a porringer service ourselves,

the great wonder | ypich ghe poured a littl companionship | his imag
proceed.

# The strangest thing of all was that
wmy father shared the superstition or
Although deeply attached
to my mother, she shared none of hie
secrets. He left his housekeeping al.
together in ber hands ; but political or
other secrets he rigidly withheld.
And though I think, nay, I am sure,
he loved me, for, being like him in ap-

ce, snd for my great strength
and agllity, somehow he never trusted
When I broke out into my rhodo.
montades about Ireland’'s misgovern-
ment and England's perfidy, he was
He never encouraged
me. And I knew even _then that he
had arms concealed in the haggart—a
coffin-1oad of rifle barrels, well-greased,
with cartridges to mateh, but I knew
po more where they were than you do

« I think he was quite right not to
trust the ‘discretion of a mere lad,” 1

ue, Nodlsg | tact ; and the singular birth-taint which approach of the

whilst Red- | he had derived from her, and which, as
ybusiness, and | he imagined,

ovious | gread and ocaution,
few feet of where

day places where | oo, 1ving; and af would cling around him

identified him in so
sterious a manner with her, that he
to regard himsell and her as
beings spart, with the destiny of a
misfortune, not of their own
This was the second | making, but inherited. ' But here, as
blasted. In his | his own personal experiences commence,
Nodlag's flight to | I shall give the narrative in t
real cause. He
is mother ; he blamed Nodlag ; | own word
himse)f for having allowed 80 | picked up
splendid an opportunity to
pass. Then he became suddenly prao-
tical. He asked his mother which way | America strive to do.

she | Nodlag went. He was determined to | tive was a sad one.

and bring her back, or

The old v} telling the story of Hagar
t say whither Nodl
ught she only

us throngh and
of danger in our m!
ealousy of the swo!
Irish Republie,
which set our pulses bound-
ing, that we might attract the notiee of
some one of the Irish-
of whom at that time the ocountry was

who neve
*pp L nearer, 8 r | to the end of life,

on s large stone,
found near » smithy and shouted :
« Here, poor 'uman, here is milk and
Thry and rouse up,
'fll give you the

noticed how expressive it was, she
passed out of the humble cottage snd
faced the world agaln.

Red Casey was
he returned home.

rn soidiers in the

bi for you!
standard of living, .m" God American officers,
anger, he attributed
She turned and passed into the house,
alraid to remain longer in such a d
vicinity ; and the unfortuna
ing one last effort for dear | O
hersell by a great eflort,
forward a fow steps, and
fell. Then, after & few moments,
raised hersel! on hands and feet,
and orawled along
towards the now thrice-tempt | no
had to pause s few
watching throug
jed to catch a sight of
her face. But she held her head so
low that he could not see
after many painful efforts,
within reach of the stone, an
putting out her
ringer of milk,
sheep dog leaped
ditoh, upset the milk,
bread in his lank, gaunt jaws, an
reen towards the road.
ised hersell from her stooping
her arms with | way!
senseless to the | mon
mother, on that
odlag was but an infant,

far as may be,
He had read a good deal,

a knowledge of some lan-
d had oultivated the art of
as wost of his countrymen in
But the narra-

ulation has dwindled
of what it was
le for existence
it not have been

1 well remember the mnight poor
ot in Kilclooney wood.
funeral, down through
mountain, town, and village, amidst &
population, to his grav
the ses. 1; was an awful evening, and
e clean mad with hate and
t was ther I committed one of
t sins of my life.”
¢ The Yank *’ turned
deprecate my wrath.
¢ I cursed, hot and heavy,
* the priest who refused, for
to have the chapel bell
as we passed, &
men, through the

Crowley was sh
I remember bis

and | follow the girl,

in the wilderness.

« My earliest recollection of my
to the | mother was of a tall, thin woman, very
sflectionate, but very re-
I particularly re-
her very bright blue eyes,
which she always wore in tiny
waves of auburn low down on her
and caught up by a fillet be-
She never went from
but to Maes on Suaday.
all the pleasure of life in
in the love of her
husband, and the care of her chil
to dawn for me,
was the only child remaining.
d- | two sisters had gone out to servioe, for
ed Nodlag's | owing to emigration and the iamine,
g when | gervants were not to be had except at

and the | enormo: .
ther in her wretchedness was debat :of,’, :.:. s b ¢
ith hersell whether her ochild | the County Lime:
t be happier there in the death | one left at b
al | of the torrent than in the dreadful life | of petting, w
hed sullenly before her. g
thing dark caught his eye, and in | fo!
ed | » moment he saw the girl
She looked pale and

ag weant. BShe
round, as if to
and Redmond, tore off his leather | gentle and

burnt here and there by the | served in manner.
and putting on a rough cap | member
over his sooty, red hair, he
He went up the hill guickly,
and leaping a gully, be
abrupt height, whenoe he oould

sald.

¢ It wasn't that,” he replied. ‘' He
trusted me in all kinds of business mat-
ters, but he was silent as the grave
But the strangest thing of all
either by word nor sign was
ghtest hint given me that
tainted. You'd imagine
it should transpire.
When I heard my father call
¢ Nodlag !' I thought it a
That was all.
brought up so rigidly,
and in strict seclusion from the com-
elders, that there wae no
my ever discovering the
gecret. But I often wonder that not
schoolmates in a temper, or
ischief, ever hinted at it.
hey were afrald of me, on
f my great strength and
or probably it was sowe

sallied
she came | forth. N tolled that evening
deep, serried mass of
streeta of Fermoy.
up at once to memery &
had been fading and
and, as the whole
ed back, I could not help
starting with surprise acd, perhaps, &
little enthusiasm. i
¢ We were mad,
grettully, ¢ and we
Government and that
« He wasn't altogether to blame, my
dear fellow,’’ I said, laying my han

ascended an | temples,
hand to seize the por-
when s huge, gaunt
over the neighboring

trace | hind her ears.
He could see 1o | home,
trace of the hglrlhh lomhhol Nodlag.
o retraced his steps, and | her domestic dul
down along the western road N
The | his head
hope in his mind.
s across the brid
d Connors had challeng

d told of the deadly that somehow

y that word has an

he thought of it. The
snifis the air on one
tumnal evenings, and

slumbering away ;

sunk on his breast, and no | When reason
He had passed half-
ge where old Ed-

grow pale at ¢
farmer or laborer
of those sweet aul
into his cottage & depreased
wapaper report t
of the country,

mad,’’ he sald, ré-

sture, and flinging u
4 3 ~ did curse the | pany of our

a gesture of despair, fe!

Just at the moment, however,

and hands to heaven in | mo My only brother,

ppreaticed to a carpenter in
I was the only
and I got a good deal
hich I repaid a hundredfold
love as son never had before

she lifted face

men still shudder. the sgony of & f

been in these far
food was to be had;
of the great prairies
and a whole people
the hands of the
charitable could reach them.

And they did perish; p

hat must it have nal supplication, the

days, when no other
' when the granaries
were yet unlocked,

How 2" sald the Yank.
ou think he was justified in re-
h s little mark of respect to | courage,
the dead patriot 2"

¢ Perhaps not.
yourself about it—""

¢ What, you ? Surely,
there !"’ he cried in amazement.

¢ [ was,” 1 replied.
that black March even
a lot of raw, young students W
massed on the College Terrace ; an
remember how we watc
ing hearts that gr
multitude of men.

hanged amidst the gener:
and terrible transformation of f
and of one stray lock of auburn h
that had freed itself from the hood
shawl ; and with one wild 1
erished by | through the smithy d

by tens of a i
e 2 Shosands § | S P

in the flelds, by

ple, that kept them

1 was as mad as|amongst our peo
with such a terrible

from taunting me
d ineradicable birth-taint.

« But it was almost a joke, though &
that I sbould be always
t the detested tribe of
Just then the State Trials
ers who had taken part in
f '67 were proceeding in
dial detestation of the

Here he stopped, mot for the last
time, for his emotion subdued hi
it she had been guilty of | The shame and sorrow that had hung
and this disarmed the | around his mother’s memory had made
oung smith, He came | hor dear, very dear to him.

1 only remember,”’ he
“ her face and figure, and ome small
babit she had, of listening at strange
in a dream, listening
as if to the sound of far-off bells, or to
ling, calling out of thenight.

Father, that we who have
 God | travelled and seen the world get rid of
these old superstitions ;

since 1 came back to
Ireland, the glamor of the old times
seizes me, and I am really afraid I'd
tting | ture back it I saw one magpie on the
" he | road. But my mother had that strange
> gm0 and | habit. She would lean down and listen
o small enough it is nows, cou
he crled in a hoarse | naye g difler to me mother or me.’

¢ It isn't that ayther,”’ she sobbed.
« Sure I knew ye never begredged me.
But I couldn't stop,
now, only the wakeness

along the | frl
t had the faint-
He ralsed her | anger of the y
iated form as if it |over,
were a child’s, and bringing it into the he
t all | pouge, he laid it on his mother’s bed,
and shouted in a suppressed whisper:
¢ Mother, quick, quick!
An’ a dhrop of sperrits

you weren't | ani

thousands, by hun

rished in the houses,
the roadside, in the ditches ; peri
from ocold, but most of
It is an appall-

1 remember | gruesome one,
ing well. We | 8o fierce ag

on the parapet near
She was trembling all over.

Reddy,” she said.

ere | informers.
d I| ot the prison
hed with beat-
moving | Cork, and my cor
Crown Prosecutors,

¢ I counldn’t stay,
¢ Indeed I oouldm’t.
A little | righ

from the famine-fever. s aiaa't be | times, ae if rapt
aunt spectres move here
looking at one another out
{ despair and gloom.

But when the yel-
low coffin containing the mangled re-
mains of poor Crowley came in sight,
and fro on the bearers’
lost ourselves out and | agalnstth
or thought we | and raged
ding from | smile. But my com
were | and said nothing.
livered poltroons for no
like myself. They never I
They only smiled.
by the reflection that
ine patriot in Irelan

espeoially of **Scor-
n Sallivan,”’ was nothing to the
ed I had for the wretched approvers
turned Queen's evidence

Did me or me mother trate you |a voice call
badly 2"’ he sald, stifiy.

¢ N-no,”” she said, weeping,
knows [ am ever so thankful.
owld grave to-day but for you,
asey, and your good mother ;
and how could I forget that ?*’

* Thin somebody has been pu
some quare things into yer head,
“ As if the bit you ate,

of hollow eyes O

Ghosts walk the The mother, amazed at his temerity,

anic-stricken to remonstrate.
ed and lamented over

'd be in | a good many of

keletons by hunger, RaD, Sowahow,

thes, which hang loose
attennated frames.
till their children's
bringing their cold,

She only moan

shake in their olo I remember now Wwith &

panions only listened
1 called them white-

We saw the bedy,
saw it, rent and torn aod blee
bullets ; and some of us
and some of us were cursing,
and more wanted to scale the
walls in spite of priest and Bishop.
But I heard afterwards, when we had
use of reason, that there | genu
were at least extenuating circum-
tanoces in the Administrator’s Case.

+‘Perhaps 80,” be said incredulously.
Then alter a pause :

« But I was about to say as a set-o
I ever after enshrined in my

of h th ot
earts the memory ttho smile, * even

one left of the ra

¢ Oh, Lord, Lord! he has lost his
five sinses, an’ brought the favor and
aguey into the housel
rpee stares at what's come

Mothers try to &
ories of hunger by
blue lips to milkless breas
the wayside a co!
rs-by, as it lies against the
t had sought shelter.
ace is darkened by

Oh, Red, Red,

1d | with her hand to her ear ; and some-
times my father would make great fan
of it, and say: * Nodlag! Nodlag !
who's calling now ?’
¢ Bat I had little

hedge where 1
The pallor of its f
lines of green around
dry juice of gri

bending down his face to hers,
it Nodlag dies, I'll never forgive you,
the mouth, the | living or deaa!'’

¢ Nodlag! yerra,
your sinses are wandering
iag! what Nodlag ?"’

But Redmond saw no
shuttered. | lost in askin,
t the corners of

d not limited to ardent
outh . but the attrib
d condition. Well,
odest, at least itis

interjected, *‘ an
and impassioned y
ute of every age an
it is not exactly m

time to notice
for as soon as ever I got through
and Oarpenter's Spelling Book,
taken from school, and put

I had a taste for it, for I r
small, how I made | b

an’ I'd be far away

d tles.
R kim on me | things,

are moving to the grave-
ir ghastly, staring, on
In the town it is even

glory be to God!

giotis with ¥he ¢ Thin, in God's name, can’t

come back to where you're a hun
said Red, utterly
failing to comprehend the girl’
cacy of feeling.
you're a burden, sure we'll make you
work for the bit you ate.”’

* Oh, no, no, no 1"’ she wept.
can't go back at all, at all, Redmon
I'll go along, and maybe some
wan of the farmers round about
There are few handy
ork now, God help us 1"
¢ Well, whatever you
Redmond, rising up, and
on the white face of the girl.
before we part, Nodlag, I'd like to
clare up wan thing.'

Nodlag looked up.

« Did Donal Connors give you
e the day his father was mu

time was to be
g or answering questions.
He put a small tin vessel of
From time | hastily on the fire,
up into the | the cup!
kites with a plece of | whiskey.
he meat comes down | secret ool
At the governmen
here and there, starving crea
nto the boiling malze,
Indian meal (hen
Ireland the synony

worse. The shops
Great fires blaze
streets to purify the air.
to time the dooto
polluted air paper
meat attached.

d he, with a meaning
Saw thinks he is the only
ce ol Emmet and Wolie

member, when very
a valisnt effort to pick ul
think | from the floor,

young curate, who, more or less at
sk of his own life, knelt by the fallen
and had his anointing hands
y: the living God I’ he
g up suddenly rigid,
and flinging out his right arm whilst
sparks seemed to leap from his eyes,
« mot stained, but consecrated, with the
blood shed for Ireland.”
The paroxysm was so sudden, 1 was

¢ | strack dumb, the end of time.
bim—his livid face, and the
n- | of battle in h
tension relaxed,

and went over to
board to get th
As he did, he took a swift,
k at the poor girl.
appearance she was
tures dip | had been flung aside,
or | wers now quite visi
ce and forevermore in | a dread change
m of starvation and | bones,
with avidity the | ful hollows,
food. A priest is called from | withered.

his bed at every watch o
As he opens his hall-door,
corpses fall into h

after many | ri
succeeded, I remember
¢ Harrah I’ and my | 8
Then, when I be-
ble to lift and swing the sledge,
father said I had boo
and now I should do something
for | for my bread.

¢ Ah! how well I remembe
ts surroundings—the grea
hung here and there wi
horseshoes and all kinds
work ; the deep night
that was only lightened by t
blaze from the great fire ;
me | bellows which sent sparks
the ocoal-strewn floor
some terrified,
ing quietly to

¢ Sam has »t least one a
another kind,” I replied.
of the littie intcrlude.
listening at the keyhole the last even
ing I was here.”’

*The Yank’ was very aDngry,

Sam will be Sam t0
He bad made sundry
to get in to our
He had several

my father shouting
exclaimed, sittin

and her features
But, oh ! what
Beneath the cheek-
had sunk in in dread
and her neck was thin an
There was & blue line across
Her forehead (though her
re sunken), and the thiok
burn hair that crowned it,
alone retained their graciousness.
ts, while | young smith pou
h more | the black, hollow pal
a | rubbed the blue lips ligh
gers. This ho repeated several times dered ?
only interrupting the
over and dip his grimy
his | vessel eontaining the mi
After some time he had the
of | satisfaction of seeing a slight oo
come back to the marble face.
is read over | then took up the
Those who | saild to the weep
dread | mother :

« Mother, for the love of God, keep
This is no tims for keening.
{ls before them. | Here, lift Nodlag’s head,
see if I can get a drop of m

what's the use?

plase,” said | forge and i

and could only watch
looking down | black walls, ineflectual attempts

blindness

little conferences.
is eyes. Presently, the

and his soul came baok | L0 knocked at the

But it was an elcquent
n of What-night-have-been.
ood, and under that spell,
'67 would have stormed

two or three | temples we! of ite recesses

he ruddy | to ki
the huge | revelatio
all | In that m

their last refuge!
Here and there along the stree
the soft rain comes do#n to was
corruption into the festering streets,
n the mud over a pros
He is administering the
whilst a ocoursgeous b
stander holds an uwmbrella above
head to guard the Saored Speoies.
as after the carnage

Did you ring, sir?”
A few times he suggested :
“ D), you want any
which I resented, a8 an impu
And a few times he
solicitously remi
that ¢ this was the

red some spirits into
m of his hand, and

m
tly with his some sub- | the gates

kneels i
prieat kneels the operation of

few minutes he remained
silent. Then, turning around, and
hing his right band until it was| o o
bloodless from the pressure, he Se

process to go| * He aid,” said Noulag, the color | mitt

idi-
thern apron ; the smel tolwe for his mi

the burnt cartilage, the tap, tap ol the
hammer ; the shrinkin,
beasts ; but, most of

music that echoed all day long from $he
and which beat time in my mind
tune or song about | chains of i

did you say ?"’ said the
th, watching the play cf her
features as if lite and death hung upon
She was silent.

“ Did you say yes ?'’ he demanded.

¢ You know [ did, Redmond Casey ;
but why do you torment me now by

¢ 'Tis you're tormenting me,’’ he re-
It the same question were
would it be the same | 1

But I nearly stumbled over h
Iast evening I was going out.
on h:;ll“ door-mab,

lued to the ke e, bu
people to you with fn an instant, ‘; 3
The | with the medicine
are torn from the | ghich he had taken the precal

graves, but pits,
a great battle, are dug in tl
ies ; and the burial sorvice
twenty corpses at a time.
have managed to oscape the
visitation are flying
the seaports. They h
ship, nor the sea-per
anywhere, out of
ine-stricken (Gehenna!
Those who are compelled

1, the metallio

vessel of milk, and ¢ Yes 2"’ I replied.

1 d distressed
o s o to many an old

Ireland and her sorrows.
« For that was the first lesson
earned—long before I knew my pray
y catechism — tha
suffered, and had been wrong!
manner ; and that it was
he de- | bounden, solem!
Irishman to fight fo

until her wron
1| and her rightae ac!
ite | 1t all comes back,
fence and memory,
understand a hundred
which even then were a
For the very rebel songs
beat out the long iron rods

ron and links of steel.

day the priests
1 | people is woe, woe to I

He paused again, and his
relaxed its tension, and the
ed in an | his eyes contracted,
the | come back to reality once mcre.

¢ Pardon me,’” he said
hand across his forehead, ‘‘ where was
I? I was talking about something.
I was about to say that|young man,

bottle and giass
panic-stricken to

eed not the coffin-

and lemme | put to you now,
ilk into her | answer 2’

¢ How ocould it be,
different now 7'’ she replied.
« How are they different ?'’

ed at him severely,

wine-glass with
geanuinely angry.

when things are and Isaw he had
n duty of every young
r that sad mother

gs were avenged

exper- | Wherever we were
and how now I
@s | never left alone. O!
puzzle to me. sent out,
that I hummed | soll

¢ Yes, yor reverence,

spirits of fever “Sam,” said I, *

There is no exoro
There is nothing but
flight! The panio has lasted | to be flickering
of death, as & can

1 didn't know all thio,
« till that dreadful night.
How can I be the w

" ghe re- | 1snd, you are s good
and s plous yo
on vedette duty, on

hill, or mountain, or valley, and taiily vouse,
‘w2 Kopt thelr
and kep o

mile or 80 apart. I Tepy
on the | had always a» comrade, who stuck to
' ¢ The | me like a leech.
even the | such a dislike for pe
that I never spoke
kan Reel,’ I noticed | days.
heard in my father’s cot
tage. Neither did he ever take
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