—'l‘llhe Untenanted Graves.

4 TALE OF TIPPERARY

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XXV,

There is an old church-yard a little
below the wood, from the corner cf
which Connor. Shea took a last look
at his home. Oae day, not many
weeks after his poor wite's flight from
the workhouse, a voice might be
heard speaking in low, but earncst
tones, w the jering walls of
the ruined temple, re the Mass
had not en offered since the day
Father Kenrchan was hewn to pieces
by a few Cromw n troopers who

je that way. The
was that of Brian Purcell. |

aped from the poor- i ed ¢
R

house,’ said he in continuation, ‘she |
found her way to the church-yard |
Her reason was entirely gone, shc1
remembered nobody. hough 1
came to her nearly every day, [ onever
noticed the least sign that she recog-
nothing would in-
ave the church-yard.
to force her away, but
she clung t5 the beadstone, and
shrieked so wildly, [ thought it cruelty
o attempt removiog her. S)> we
supply her with a little food, and
there she sits all day, apparently
happy. At night, when the weather
is inclement, we induce her to lie
upon the heath in that shed in the
corner, But what is most extraordin-
ary—and I don’t wonder the country
people view il in a supernatural light
—there you see the five little mounds,
with their brown slabs for headstones,
exactly like the other graves, beneath
which she is persnaded ber children
are buried. No one, as far as [ can
learn, saw her constructing them.’

‘Merciful God ! exclaimed the list-
ener.

‘Stand near the slit in the wall,’
said Brian, ‘and you can see and hear
while I am speaking to her. And
then, as you say you would rather not
have a witness to your interview, I'll
walk up as far as the cromlech, and
be back with you in an hour.’

“Well, Sally,’ said Brian, ‘so they're
all dead’ For he knew there was
only one subject she could be induced
to speak about.
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itten by her extraordinary beauty, |Shea looked more
and intended to propose wmarriage to | n w, but was barely able to
her. And the go>d priest thought it | his former landlord—the
right to acquaint me with the circum- | all his misery—so frightfully
ance. | assure you, it did not|alicred. He bad but partiall
cause me the slightest pain,—not the | covered from an attack of
faintest sympton of jealousy did I|which had left him speechless. "
feel. Neither did I feel any pleasure | jaw fell down upon his chest, ¢ 4 .
on learning afterward that she declin-| mouth open, and the tongue ‘olling [ him that best thing he could
ed the rich man's offer, preferring to | over the under lip, while the slaver | was to call upon Mrs. _Hazlitt and eo-
remain with the good nuns, and en- | inckled down bis negleeted beard and | fist her benevolence in favor of the
deavor to atone for those sinful years | over a dirty napkin which was tied | suff-rers. v .
by a life of repentance. But when |under his chin. The face was that ‘Matt, Matt," says Mrs. Hazlitt, wi
my revenend friend wrote to me|of a corpse, save that the red, glassy |she had hf'd the story, ‘rua up to
again, after a few months, to inform |eyes glared hideously in the midst of | Shawn Gow's, and tell him to call to
me that Rose Mulvany was danger-|it. ﬁe had come with the police| Tim Croak, and let the two of 'em
ously ill, then I found my mistake in |to have Sally Cavanagh arrested as a|and Nancy and Betty come here to
supposing I no longer Joved her!|‘dangerous lunatic’ The man with|me without delay. An’do you, Mr.
Accompanied by my young friend, | the spade and shovel was brought to | Purcell, send Mick Dunphy over with
Neddy, I hastened to the city. I|level the mounds which the poor|a horse an’ car, an’ lave the rest to
found her surrounded by the good | woman supposed to be the graves of |me.’ ;
Sisters, some kneeling by bet bed-|ber children. Her melancholy bis-| Brian was satisfied that Sally Cav-
side, and one leaning over her, re-|tory was attracting so much interest |anagh would be well cared for, and
versing Gerald Griffin’s beautiful pic- | that an English tourist, who had been | he and Matt hastened to execute Mrs.
ture of the ‘Sister’s of Charity,’ whom [the guest of poor Sally's friend, | Hazlitt's commands.
he represents with her bair ‘wet with | Parson Stephens, had taken a note of| The next moming, Brian could
the tears of the penitent girl." Roselit. Me. Oliver Grindem resolved to |scarcely believe his eyes when he
Mulvany's hair was wet with the tears|put a stop to this. He gesticulat-|looked round Connor Shea's kitchen,
st the Sister of Charity. ed to the police, who reluctantly drag-| which presented so desolate an ap-

‘The priest had prepared her for my | ged the poor woman from the head- | pearance the day before. Tim Croak
visit. She held out her hand when |stones. She struggled violently, and |and Shawn Gow, and Nancy and
she saw me, but she closed her eyes, | seeing nothing else to catch hold of, Beatty sat by the fire, as if resting
and a faint blush stole over her wast- | seized the magistrate’s bridle rein. |from their labor, while Mrs. Haslin
He began to strike her with the butt | was pouring out a cup of tea at the
eng of his whip. The horse backed | dresser, which was resplendent with
to within a yard of the slit in the wall, | pewter and china, and St. Patrick

‘She turned her head away, and |and when Connor Shea heard the | baptizing the King of Maunster past
wept silently. After a while she|hard buckhorn knock sharply upon|ed on the side ofit. Mrs. Haslin
looked at me, and said :— the fleshless knuekles of his wife, he | beld up her finger in token of silence,

‘1 trust and believe God has for-|ground his teeth with rage, and pull- and pointed to the room door.
given me, and why should I be afraid | ing a revolver from his breast, thrust| ‘She's finely,’ she whispered.
to look at you,—you who saved me?'| it through the slit: the muzsle was| ‘You're a wonderful woman,' said
But the effort appeared to have ex-| within three feet of the monster’s|Brian, in the same low tone, as
hausted her, and she closed ber eyes|heart. But at this moment he chang- | looked around, and saw every thing
again. If it were not for the light | ed his mode of assault, and struck his | precisely as it was on the day he
pressure of her hand I should bave |victim in the face with the lash of the |found Comnor Shea rocking the
thought she had fainted. Her mind | whip. The bard whipcord entered |cradle.
began to wander, for she asked me | | one of her eyes, and with a scream| ‘You see, sir,’ said Mrs. Haz'itt, ‘I

‘Are they coming still ?' she let go the rein. The horse rear- | thought ing 'd help to bring ber

‘Who, Rose ?* I asked. ed, and before Connor Shea eould [reund like the sight of the things she

‘The people,—the young girls. Are|pull the trigger, the brutal tyrant fell | was used to,’
they still coming ?’ bheavily to the ground,—his head| The room door was opened, and

‘Coming where, Rose ?’ striking against the stone slab which | Connor, after grasping Bran by the

‘Coming to America,’ she replied. | Sally Cavanagh bad erected to mark |band, beckoned to him to follow

“They are,” said I. what she imagined to be the grave of | him.

‘Oh " she exclaimed, opening ber|her youngest little boy. ‘Don't stay long out, Coonor,” said
beautiful eyes and fixing them earnest-| The poor maniac ran screaming in- | Mrs. Hazlitt; ‘the tay is filled out
ly on me, ‘tell them not. Tell them |to the ruin, and with a bursting heart | and a warm cup ‘Il do you good.’
to stay at home. Tell them of Rose | Connor clasped her to his breast. Cognor shook bis head with a sad
Mulvany.' ‘Oh save me—save me !’ she cried, | but grateful smile, and he and Brian

‘She appeared to become uncon-|in an imploring voice. Purcell walked out into the little
scious again for a minute ortwo. ‘I'll save you; yer, I'll save you. garden.

One of the nuns motioned me to| But oh | Sally, don't you know me?'| ‘Well, Connor, how is she?'
kneel, and I did so. They continued| ‘He comes down every night when| ‘She won't hould long sir," w:
reciting the rosary, and I soon saw |the stars do be shinin’,’ she whisper-|reply. ‘An, I b'lieve ‘tis & mercy to
the dying girl’s lips move and could | ed, ‘and now they want to take me|have her go. But oh, good God!
even catch the words—‘Holy Mary|away.’ "tis breaking my heart to think that
Mother of God, pray for us sinners,| ‘Oh Sally, look up—look up and |she'll go an’ never know me.’
now and at the hour of our death.|say you know me,’ he sobbed. And| ‘Have courage, Connor, I'll send
Amen.” When the prayer was end- |as he raised her face from his bosom, |out for the doctor, and per some-
ed she started, and said, ‘Ob, that is|he kissed her wan cheek passionate- | thing might be done for her.

Mary! And—and she forgives me;|ly, ‘Do, sir. Maut Hazlit is after
and my father, and my poor mother. | ~ ¢ 're dead,’ she murmured, ‘a'l [goin' for Father O'Gorman to read
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tse,’ said [, ‘I'm sorry to see you
so ill.’

‘All dead,’ she repeated, with a|They all forgive me !—they all forgive |dead. Poor Norab, an’ Comey, an’ | over her.'

vacant smile. Then noticing a little
of the turf turned up upon one of the
mounds, she patted it smooth with
her haod

‘All de But I'll tell you some-
thing if you won't tell any one.’

‘I won't tell any one, Sally.’

‘Well every night when the stars
do be shinin’—but you won't tell, or
they might take bim from me ¥’

‘No, Sally, I will not tell.’

She placed her hand upon his

shoulder, and with her mouth close to | attached to the convent. .
his car, while a childlike smile light-|leaving the cemetery, Sister Patrick l‘"‘ sences, an a n
ed up her face, whispered, ‘He comes | placed a folded paper in my hand. | I'll never let enter my heart again |

me! Look, look! my mother is|Tommy, an’ Nickey, and little Willie| Brian remembered that Matt passed
opening bc; arms.’ Here she attem- | with the blue eyes—an’ all.’ him on the road, on his yellow pony,
pted to raise berself up, but finding| gy don't you remember me, Sa'ly riding furiously.
she bad not strength to do so she —your own husband? Thry, Sally,| ‘I'll bid you sood morning now,’
turned lulonc okflh:hnunl.d and remember ould times.’ said Brian. ‘And be advised by Mrs.
‘Sister Patrick,’ she said, ‘won’t A Haslitt, and take some breakfast.’
you raise me up to my mother /' l.;!‘"' there was 0o meaning in ber ‘May God bl
“The nun bent over her to raise her | S™"¢ ] R
up, and as she did so, Rose Mulvany| ‘My God! my God! cried
died in her arms. distracted man, ‘what did I ever
‘I remained in the city to-see her|to deserve this? Sare I was
laid in her grave in the little cemetery | awhile ago, when I thought to
As I was | his life. O Heavenly Father | restore
thought of

casion by endeavoring to convince

down when the stars do.be shinin’, | It contained a long, shining tress of | Holy Mary, Mother of God, intercede | g1 o' ()'Gorman that St Patrick was

and I have him in my arms all the |golden hair.
i g ciousthangold. . .
Who comes down ?’ | come in; be is,I am glad to say, much
Well, | calmer.
I'll tell you, the youngest of all,—|have said.’

night.
‘Who, Sally!
‘Ab, you wouldn't guess !

foor Willie with the blue eyes. An’
have him here all night,~here,’

against ber bosom.
Brian was almost affected to tears.

he folded the letter.
she repeated, pressing both her bands | cur to me before.’

To me it is more for her,) he exclaimed aloud, in a otestant—

¥ Connorp'h: voice of the most intense entreaty. E:vm, '”nl‘ l:r.ot:::ent..‘ 'l';'ut ::::
‘Look at me again, Sally, my beart's | broke off in the middle of his argu
But do not forget what I|bright love.’ ment by d——g ‘Brown Jack’ for a
> o " He felt her start slightly, and hold- | lazy brute, s0 impatient wae he to
I must look to this,” said Brian, as | ing his cheek close to hers, repeated | have the priest read over poor Sally

‘It did not oc-|the words. She raised her hand, and .

: bent her head in a listening attitude,| ‘Very well, Matt,’ ‘said Father
On his return, he was startled 1o jike one trying to catch some distant |O'Gorman, smiling, and putting spurs

. see a party of police coming out of lgound.  Again he murmured the[tobis horse; ‘we’ll put off the dis-
‘Here is Norah outside,’ said she, |the church-yard. covered

But on coming| words in ber ear. She ber|cussion to a more favorable oppor.

kneeling down and laying her hands | closer to them, his surprise was turd- | face with her hands and sobbed. |tunity.’

on one of the mounds. ‘An’ shure|ed to horror, for they carried a dead [ we were all togetber,’ she murmur-

Connor Shea was right—she did

you'djalso know Corney, for de was|man between them, and Brian saw at | .4
nearly @s tall as Norah. An’ any|a glance that the dead man was M.
one'd know the little one entirely. | Oliver Grindem. He burried into

But who only myself could guess|the grave-yard, and saw a

ridetless

these two?’ She looked up at Brian | horse grazi

‘No,’ she
able to
is

as if expecting a reply.
i , ‘you'd mever be

m 1'll tell you.
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N. K. FAIRBANK & CO.
Wellington and Ann Sts.,
MONTREAL.

| Ripans Tabulcs.

ltl?t‘;nr‘l‘nbulu are com-
pounded from a prescription
widely used by (h!r best medi-
cal authorities and are pre-
sented in a form that is be-
coming the fashion every-
where.

neainess and despateh, at the Hera'
Office.

.. YACDONALD & G,

Will sell you Clothing cheaper

Dr. T.LC. Raobins,
SURGEON DENTIST.

than you can buy elsewhiere

in Charlottetown. Be sure

and call and see them,

J.B.MacDONALD

& CO.

OFFICE -—Prince Street, Opposite
8t. Paul's Church Charviottstown, P.
E. Dland. mar 1st 93.

Tho Ontario Mumal Lile

ASSURANCE (0.

Assurance in force $16,122,196.00
. - . 615,956.00

2,253,983.00
2,061,602.00
176,%01.00

Ripans Tabules act gentiy
but promptlg upon the liver,
stomach and intestines; cure
dyspepsia, habitual constipa-
tion, offensive breath and head-
ache. One tabule taken at the
first symptom of indigestion,
biliousness, dizziness, distress
after eating, or depression of
spirits, will surely and quickly
remove the whole difficulty. ~
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Boys Suits|

from 4 to 10 years

$2.00 TO $6.50.

YOUTHS SUITS

from 10 to 14 years

$38.50 TO 87.50.
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