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CHAPTER V
ROHIRA

Whilst this interview was in progress,
there was an earnest debate going on at
Rohira, the home of the Wycherlys.
Rohira was a plain, two-story building, |
with unusally large, high windows, and
it swept into a semi-circular apse where
it rested on the outer edge of a rather |
abrupt and precipitous terrace (that had |
been artificially raised behind the hill
that commanded the swamps and sea- |
marshes at Athboy), and on a slope of
flelds and gardens that gently undulated |
toward the sea, It commanded a magaoi- |
ficent prospeet, for the brokem coast
swept outward in huge cliffs toward the
ocean, and the house could be seen for
miles, its white walls shining against
the hill behind it, and the great sweep
of upland throwing it into greater reiel
in front.

Dr. Wyeherly was a retired naval sur
geon, who had dipped in his ocean voy-
ages into every kind of quaint and pic-
turesque bright and bay across the
world ; and had now come to settle down
on a few ancestral acres that were worth
but little from an agricultural stand-
point, but was dear because they
were ancestral and because they bore
the magical name of *property.” The |
huge hall held many indications of the
past history and tastes of its owner.
Great dried skins of snakes festooned |
the walls, where these latter were not
covered with Oriental tapestries ; and |
every vacant coign and nook had hung
beneath it quaint old-fashioned rifles |
and muskets and swords, gathered from
natives in mart and market from Corea |
to Ceylon. Each had its own label, in
parchment, indicating its use or history ;
and sometimes the owner would expati-
ate to visitors about such things, and |
bring to his aid all the vast experience
he had acquired by dealings with the
more exclusive and therefore more in-
telligent denizens of the Hast, On the
right of the large hall was the drawing-
room, which of late years had become
rather a library. This, too, was stocked
with Oriental curiosities; and cases of
books, ancieat and ponderous in heavy
dark bindings, contested for place with
long narrow portraits in oils of soldiers,
and sailors, presumably the ancestors of
the present owner. On the left was the
dining-room, heavy massive mahog-
any dining-table; massive dining-room
chairs; a few horse-hair sofas and a
large oak dumb-waiter were the only
furniture here.

Dr. Wycherly himself, a tall, straight,
angular man of sixty years or more, had
more the aspeet of an artist than of a
doctor. And in his library, when h>
wore his rather faded black velvet
jacket, his keen, gharp features, long |
gray hair, well-trimmed beard, and easy,
voluptuous, undalating movements, took
hold of the imagination and transferred
this remote and reserved man into a
society-artist on his holidays.

He was very popular in the neighbor- |
hood for many reasons. lirsy, because
he had come of an ancient family in that
district ; and here and there were re-
tainers or ehildren, or grand children of
retainers, who kept up the traditional
devotion and respect even for families
that had decayed. Then, he was very
kind,gavegratuitous services tothe poor, |
pulled troublesome teeth, cured white
swellings and consumption, blistered for
colds, ete. And it was whispered that
he had a cure for cancer which he had |
brought back from the East—a decoc-
tion of certain * errubs,” which he alone
knew, and which he had to gather under
ight, and only when the first faint
sickle of the moon appeared, and unseen |
by human eyes. The local doctor was
very mad about it all; and talked of |
quacks and charlatans and madmen, |
roaming about strange, uncanny places
at night, and holding nocturnal eonfer- |
ences with people whose past was mys-
terious and present more than suspici
ous,

There were some slight grounds for
these allusions, uncharitable as they
were. The doetor was eccentrie. Some
went further and said that at the death
of his wife he had grieved so much that
he had become temporarily insane. And
a slight remuant of that mental revolu
tion still elung around him in the shape
of a delusion that his wife would come
back some day and remain with bim ;
and that in the meantime she did ac
company him in her spirit form every-
where, occasionally revealing herself to
him in one guise or another. This illu-
sion was inereased by a singular dis

covery he had made some years after the
death of his wile.

Far down along the coast-line, where
the sea clilfs rose abruptly, a fiord, nar

row and sinnous, cut deep i
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sometimes narro 14 int omy {is
gures, which a st night leap ; and tw

high rocks,

and Abila «

the ancients, guarded the entrance, and
tried to break the huge seas that came
on laughir revelli in «
streagth, an hrough t rim
portals, and fe | around the walls of
the fiord, and ke in anger on

gands, and furthest

limits, whe

their barric

imes leaped
v trophy from

the moss

On the one of the
gaardian rocks th was perched a tall
and stately ruin i ancient castle.

Unlike most of

the upper
stories still remained, and here and
there projec battlements were sus
tained by heavy buttresses, whilst the
lower parts of the castle were still quite
integral in door and sunken window and
limestone courses that ran all around
the walls marking off the different land-
ings. It was known far and wide as |
Dunkerrin Castle ; and there was a tra-
dition that it was not so long uuin-
habited ; but had been within the cen-
tury at least the eyrie of a gang of sea-
rovers, or half-pirates, which had only
been broken up when Eoglish war vessels |
skirted the coast on the look-out for
Hoche and his invading fleet.

| books to the service of the poor, who |

| twelve years—all swarthy and dirty and |

spent his days. He said the place was during his idle summer and autumn days,
haunted by his wife's spirit; that there | he went about mending kettles or
she met him, and revealed herself to | earthenware for the farmers, or he
him ; and that there finaily they would | worked for Dr. Wyeherly in the fleldsor
be reunited and would live happily to- | around the house for moderate wages,
gether for evermore, A rather singular | and agpeared to be an industrious and
discovery accentuated this delusion. skilful man.

He was prowling around one of the | Notwithstanding all this appearance |
lower rooms of the old castle one dreary | of harmlessness and good-will, strange |
wintce day. The wind was howling | stories about this uncanny lot began to |
through the open windows, and oceca- | wander around. Judith, the woman, i
sionally a flake of foam, or a spurt ol | very soon acquired an nnsavory reputa- ‘
sea-spray was lifted up from beneath | tion, not only for fortune-telling, which
and deposited on floor or window-sill, | was rather an attractive accomplishment |
1t was just the day he thought when his for the farmers’ and labourers’ daughters |
wife's spirit wonld come in from the sea | all around the locality, and the servants |
and seek shelter there. So he roamed | in the houses of the gentry; but she was |

| around, dreaming, watching, hoping, | credited with the dread supernatural

until, tired of seeking for spirits, his | powers of the evil eye, with all its usual |
mind came back to earth, and he | accompaniments of pishogues, uterilixn-d\
noticed a strong, oaken, iron-knobbed | milk, cattle-maiming, ete. She had |
and plated door in one of the walls. It | been sternly denounced for her evil

is possible he had seen it & hundred | practices by the parish priest, for which |
times before ; but, absorbed in his own | she stored up in bher dark mind many a |
dreaming, he had not paid much atten- | legacy of hate and revenge; but her
tion to it. This day, under some sudden | power over the peasantry remained un-
impulse he clambered up, and shook the questioned, and Jude the Witeh became
door violently., To his surprise it|a formidable factor for evil in the parish.
yielded, and revealed a long, low, nar- | All this power for evil, too, was
row nassage, quite dark, and leading he | accentuated by the now frequent sppari-
knew not whither., Fullof the idea thav | tions of the Doetor’s deceased wile i
it might reveal something, he hastened | and around Dunkerrin Castle. Some-
home, procared candles and a short | times she appeared at one of the
rope, and hurried back. The oaken | windows looking toward the upland
door had swung to again ; but this only fields and the hill; .\uu.r’l,iun-q she ap-
confirmed the insane idea that spirits peared on the very crest of the castle
were at work there to debar him [rom | battlements, a tall, thin, shadowy figure,
finding his treasure. He flung the door | standing out against the dark back-
back violently, clambered on hands aud | ground of the sea like a statue of white
feet along the passage, until the former marble., Sometimes, the fishermen,
touched an edge, and then wandered in coming back from the mackerel grounds,
air, and he knew he had reached the @ saw aboat, propelled by neither sail, nor
end. Lighting a candle, he slung it on | scull, nor oar, nor earthly hand, but
the rope and let it down. It descended | there always was that white figure
slowly without being extinguished and | standing in the stern. And sometimes
he knew the air was pure ; and from the | they saw another boat, but not built
dim reflection he saw a narrow chamber, | like their coracles, but much stronger
framed around with undashed and un-| and more seaworthy, and it seemed to be
cemented walls, Slowly with drawing | driven by no human hand up the dark
the candle, and placing it on the edge of | defile of waters, and fire gleamed around
the chamber, he let himsell down gently | its prows, and flames shone in ity wake.
until he touched the floor of stone. He | And it seemed to be projected out of the
looked around. There was nothing to | side of a great hulk, that would loom
be seen. Bat just as he had sighed a ‘sunhlvhly out of the darkness, and as
sigh of despair, he saw in one corner a quickly disappear; and no voice of hail
long, narrow box, tied round with wire | or warning was ever heard, nor did the
that had long since rusted. e raised | waves suck round its prow, and there
the box. It was light as if empty. IHe | was no flap of canvas, nor ereak of mast,
was just able by straining a little to | but such silence on the seas as comes
place it on the edge near the candle ; | not from mortal man or duly registered
and then he drew himself up, groped | schooner or br ntine. And so every-
along the narrow passage again, and | thing in and around Dunkerrin Castle
emerged into the large chamber of the | at d the more modern Rohira mausion

castle. was gradually wrapped in a sombre mist
Hurrying home with his treasure, and of mystery; and the superstitious peas-

afraid that some one would see him, he | antr all along the coast, and far into
hastened to his bedroom, undid the the interior of the country, had long
rusty wire that easily snapped beneath | since decided that it were wise to give
his fingers, and raised the cover. Theun | such places and people a wide berth, and
were revealed to his wondering eyes | as much sea-room as possible,
some long, fair tresses of a woman's When the two boys reached home in
hair, apparently in a state of perfect the growing dusk of that December
preservation, and exhaling a faint per afternoon, aud had sat dowi o dlnwer,
fume, and on them was laid a letter. | they could bardly explain to their
For some time he stood entranced before | father the surprising offer made by the
this message from the grave; and then priest in the school that day.
with trembling finge.s he took up the “Yes, | understand he is an
long coils of hair and tried to weave ingly clever man,” said Dr. Wy
them around his fingers. They snapped | musing on the strange proposition, “an
asunder at once, and seemed to fall into exceedingly clever man. But it is a
golden dust. He took the letter. It | singular invitation.”
broke in his fingers. Holding the frag- “Well, you see, Pap,” said Jack
ments to the light, he thought he dis- Wyeherly, “you won' us Lg
cerned some faint appearance of hand- | though I've asked you a hundred times;
writing : but, bit by bit, the paper or and you don't want to let us go away,
parchment crumbled in his hands, and | as long as you can help it. And I'm
dissolved, like the hair, into dust. He | getting pretty advanced. Dion can
sat for a time pondering, dreaming,  wait .
exulting over this strange missive, “Can I, indeed?” said Dion, with his
Then he sighed, drew down the cover on mouth full, *I tell you I can't wait. I
the golden dust and fastened it securely; don't know what good is Latin or Greek
placed it in a cabinet as something alto- | to me, because 1'll be a captain of aship,
gether sacred, a shrine where he could | or nothing. But perhaps Dr. Gray
worship daily. But his visits to the old | would coach me in science. These old
castle might be said to have ceased from | ehaps know everything. You see they
that day. have nothiug to do but read, read, read.”
Apart from this monomauia, _“"~ “You mustn't speak in that way of a
Wycherly was altogether a sane being. | clergyman,” said his father, mildly ex-
In all the other affairs of life he was a | postulating. “1t's not right, my I..’.v, no
sensible, although not a shrewd man. | matter what persuasion they “.'1,,,,;' to.”
He had no talent for business matters, “Oh, I meant no harm, Pap,” said Dion.

| and his land was not productive. He | “But I know that this old—old elergy

was wrapped up in his science, and in | man is awfully fond of Mensuration and
his benevolence; passing easily from his | Kuclid and these things. 1 saw him
teaching a young fellow how to measure
thronged his hall, and who presented a | the whole sehool-ground with his eye.
lugubrious spectacle enough with all | The master taped it afterwards, and it
kinds of bandages and wraps, and malo- | wy right to the inch.”
dorous from iodoform and ecreosote, “Yes!” said his father gravely. “But
which he plentifully lavished upon | the question is now, what ru.;l\t‘h‘.\n\ we
them, to trespass on this clergyman's time?
He had altogether the character of a | [t is very good of hifa to make the
benevolent madman, for, apart alto- | offer—"
jor from his illusions about his wife, “Oh, so far as that,” said Jack
it was taken as a certain sign of mental | Wycnerly, “I guess he's only doing it to
trouble, even by those who were his | fret the Catholies who ‘are kicking
beneflciaries, that he should expend | geainst him. t

skill and medicine without ever exacting s to-day; and I suppose they won't

a fee, now till after the Christmas
Hence when a band of strolling | holidays.”

gypsies (who had strayed into the parish “\Wh
and who just as they were reaping a | pow?
bountiful harvest by the telling of for-| hands?
tunes and the stealing of hens and such “Ye They want him to dismiss the
other portable property, had been sum- | teacher because his uncle took the farm
marily expelled from the parish by the | here at Crossfields. He saysehe won't
vig dismiss him. They say he must, and no
left bebind them in some rancorous | thanks, 4

quarrel afew of their tribe, these had no
difliculey in takir
castle, and settli
imnmates,

The boys were all kept

ome

hy 2" said his father. “What's up
Has he got a new fight on his

rous denunciations of the priests,)

- “I think you'd better let us go, Dad,”
asession of the old | gaid Dion. *“It will b

» rare fun, stndy
ing with such schoolmaster, though 1

In fact, suppose he'll lick the life oun f us

mission ; for th indicatio They say y the devil when he gets
presence w wreath of sm into a temper.”

some long sed ehimney “The man at least is sticking up now for
then sum called to ac law and order. Yes I thiok I'll let you
the most obsequions apologies, appealed | o5, Did  he say to- ht?? WY
to the well-know benevolence of Dr And he's to cure all the books, 18,
Vycherly, protested that they had nk, paper, and stationary. And
come there from far off and unknown | heg \ were to tell yon that he
plac at the invitation of his deceased | won't 'say a word about religion. Tsn't

dwere left thenceforward undis- | that sqrare and honest?’ y

turbed. “It is.  Although, my dear boys, I fear

you both have not much religion to be
tampered with,"

“No matter, Pap. At least, we stand
for a free Bible, Queen and Constitution.
Hip! Hip! Hurrah!"

“Well, go ahead,” said his father.
“I'm of opinion that teacher and pupils
will soon tire of the experiment. But [
suppose no harm ean come of it."”

I'his family consiste 1 of & woman,
wpparently about sixty years of age, but
tall and sinewy and strong, as il each
docade had but lightly lelt its mark up
on her. She was very sallow of com-
plexion, and two deep lines that ran
from eye to lip on either side gave her
a sinister expression, which wasemphas
ized by the bold, fearless gaze of eyes
that never seemed to wink or flinch or
fall before the eye of mortal. There | CHAPTER VI
was a brood of dusky children, ranging
from a babe of twelve months to a girl of

THE LIST OF IMPROVEMENTS

“Now, let me see ! said Dr. William
“H'm ! what thi The Bishop's

ill-kept, but healthy and hardy from Gray

cain.  Their father was a man of thirty, | ments I wanted.”
a lithe, vigorous, active fellow, who after | *“They're on the other side, sir!"” said
his arrival at Dunkerrin Castle seemed | Henry trembling. I had to use the

| to spend his life in his boat, watehing | Bishop's letter.”

| imate resources for a priest ?"

He took a good, large pinch of snuff
here as if to put the profanity out of
court, and continued:

“ ¢Dining-room.—To be newly papered
in maroon.” What's ‘maroon’ 2"

Henry Liston looked up at the eceil-
ing, and around at the hookeases, and
finally bronght back his wandering gaze
to the face of his pastor, which was
steadily and sternly turned toward the
window.

“I'm sure I don't know,” said Henry
at length. “I suppose 'tis some kind of
colour,”

“Then, if you,did'nt know what it was,
why did you put it there ? Look out in
that dictionary to see il there is such a
word."”

“Then, if you didn't know what it was,
why did you put it there? Look out in
that dictionary tosee if there is such a
word,”

With something not quite like a bless-
ing for the ingenuity of his predecessor, ‘
Henry looked out for “maroon,” and |

|

Maroon'—| sneh  marron, runa-
way, from Spanish cimarron, wild,
unruly, from eina (Fr. cime) the top of a
Lill.] A name for fugitive slaves, or
their descer ta in tha Waeat India
Island, and Guiana.—Pret. and pp. ma-
rooned, to put ashore, and abandon on a
deserted island, as was done with bue-
caneers.”

“H'm. Very good,” said the pastor,
grimly smiling, whilst Heury lo sked the
picture of cowfusion. “l see, you con-
sider yourself marooned here—cast
ashore on a desolste and lonely place,
away from the civilization which you
are so well qualified to adorn. H'm.
The Bishop must soon construct |
parishes to please our ambitious youmg
men. Athboy and Lackagh,are no fit
places for up-to-date curates—"

“Here it is! Here it is!” said Henry,
with a shout of relief, ‘Maroon—A
brownish crimson, or claret colour; a
rocket used in displays of fireworks,” I
knew it was a eolour,

“And a rocket,” said his pastor, sen-
tentiously. *“Something that goes up |
with a fizz and a sparkle, and comes
down a stick. I'm! we'll strike out
that item, I think!”

Aud he drew a broad blue pencil
across the words,

“Wood-work, window-shutters, doors,
to be painted in faint pink; panels in
rose- colour,’” H'm! that may go too!”

Aund he drew his pencil across the

pa
Now let me see!” he coutinued,
taking another pinch of snuff to fortify
himself. . **Drawing room'—ocf course,
openiug upon a boudoir, settees, faute-
uils, pictures of actresses and winning
horses, ete. Pi pictures now rele
gated to servants' apartments. Well,
let me see! ‘*To be papered white,
with chrysanthemum-leaves in gray. All
the wood-work he painted white ;
panels in pale blue or green.’’

That * chrysanthemum-leaf’ appeared
to knock the old man speechless, for he
began to murmur as if his senses were
just leaving 1 “ *Chrysanthemum-
leafl, ehrysanthemum-leaf My God!
And has it come to this?”

He ran rapidly down the remsaining
items, merely catching the leading
words, — * French-gray,” * panels,”
“ architraves,” “in lavender,” * sea-
green,” ete.

Then he laid down the paper, and
turning round, he looked long and
earnestly at his curate, who, with eyes
cast down, was longing for the ground to
open and swallow bim.

“You have not wmade any mention
here,” he said at length, his lips carving
in scorn, * of a piano. Surely in this
advanced age you cannot get on without
a piano, and a revolving stool, and a |
music wagon ? |
1" said the curate faint-

“ 1 have one !"
ly. “1 want one. I can't do without
it. In the long, lonely winter nights,
when there isn't a human being within
miles that you could speak to, you must
have some resource, or go mad.” |

“Haven't you your theology, and your
rubries, and your Canon Law to study ?
Are not these resources—the only legit- |

There was no answer ; and he turned |
to the paper again.

“* Back bedrooms, staircases, ete., |
ete,, to lejt to the option of the
pastor' !’

“To be left to the option of the pas-
tor! Yes! To be left to the option of |
the pastor! KExcellent. Unique. Orig-
inal in its insolence and contempt.”

I'he paper was now a blurred sheet of
white and blue lines, item after item
having been strack out remorselessly by |
the plue pencil with which the old man
not only erased the writing, but posi
tively tore t paper. Then, after a
long pause he said :

“I1'll let you know later on what my
intentions are about the matter.”

This seemed a dismissorial note and
the curate 1 to go. But the pastor
detained him, and bade him be seated.
I'hen, he said in a gentle tone that
startled Henry a great deal more than
his angry sarcasm:

“ Henry, | kuew your father and your
mother well, They were
Catholics, God-fearing, honorable in
their dealings, simple in their lives,
ery action. They would
craves, if they thought
a priest ol God, would
e in s vagaries as this, The
oil that consccrated you a minister of

dry on your hands;
is only a licthe while since you said, (I
he 'sincerity of a pious
8 pars haer

decent, pious

charitable it
urn in thei
that their

indul

Christ is hard

hope with al
Levite) D

tatis meae
et calicis
Why, I have been seven years on the
English mission, and twelve months
chaplain at home,” said Henry, who did
not know whe ar he ought to be angry
or ery. He was deeply rurt by that
allusion to his parents; and he was be-
ginning to feel that he had embarked
upon Wrong courses.

“ Ah, yes ! that Eoglish mission " |
said his pastor, with a sigh. * Many |
aud many a time,” he continued, with |

| his fingers strotched out like a fan, 1 ‘
| said to the Bishop, * Keep your priests |
| at home, or let them ge forever. Keep ‘

ernal exposure to sun and wind and | letter! Why it was the list of improve- | them at home, and let them learn sheir | to some—well, to some personal or lower

| having.'

edge in their heads of theology than so
many Freshmen in Maynooth, And,” |
he snorted, * that's not the worst. But |
they have come to despise theology, and
to rank it beneath some little rubrics
and ceremonies, and taking off their
hats to ladies, and keeping their lnd\
gloves well buttoned. And these are
the soldiers that are to fight the battles |
that are looming up before the Chureh ‘
of the future, Look how things are go- |

\

|

ing on here ; and they are only sympto-
matic of the deeper disease. \What will
these people care about your *rose-
color ' and ‘pink-blues ' and * maroons' \
and ‘chrysanthemum' and your kid-
gloving and piano-tinkling ? They fear |
me, but they will despise you.” |

“1 don't know,” said his curate, |
“ there is some fallacy somewhere ; but |
I can't put my finger upon it."” [

“ Yes, there is,” said the pastor.
“ The fallacy of forgetting that we pro
fess to be disciples of Him Who had not |
whereon to lay His head.”

“Well, but if you ecarry out
that idea,” said Henry, plucking |
up courage, “to Dbe consistent |
vou should give up your books aud your
library, and—and—" he looked around
for somathing else to cateh at, * and all
your own domestic comfort, and go out,
and live in a limekiln,"

There is a strong suspicion that Henry
had some latent sting in that last ex-
pression, but he looked very innocent
and iumble. The pastor did not aotice
anything. He was engrossed by one
idea.

“ By no means,” he said. * There is
a clear line ot demarcation drawn be-
tween the necessaries of life and its
superfluities. Books are necessaries to
a priest—at least, that was the old ivea
that has come down to us from genera-
tions. Probably ‘maroon wall-paper,’
and ‘chrysanthemum-leaves,’ and ‘pale-
piuks, and French-grays,' and ‘Cham-
pagne Charlie’ waltzes will now take
their place. But believe me, the old
ideas were not far wrong. 1 remember
well—"

But here the old housekeeper knocked,
and coming in, announced the presence
of two young gentlemen who wanted to
see the parish priest.

“ Two young gentlemen ?” he said,
not at all pleased at being disturbed,
just as ;he was launching forth on the
seas of pleasant or vain reminiscences.
“ Who can they be ?

* They are the two young gentlemen
from the ‘Great House,” ' said his house-
keep, * They say you were speaking
with them to day.

“ Oh, to be sure,” said the old man,
recalling his invitation. * Send them in!
These are the two you Wycherlys,"”

He seemed to be hall-ashamed before
his curate for such condescension to
heretics ; but he welcomed the lads
cheerfully, brought them over near the
fira and said :

* Your father
to your coming

“ Ol, not the least, sir!"” said Jack,
the elder. * He is awiully pleased. le
says he has forgotten all about his
classics. The sea air and knocking
about the world has driven everything
out of his head.”

“ Not everything! " said the cld man.
“If 1 am to judge by his kindness to the
poor, he seems to have kept a good deal
of knowledge of his scienc
large amount of benevolene

He paused a moment, as if not know-
ing where to begin, before he said :

“ Well now, to carry out our pro-
gramme |  Where shall we begin ? Of
course, you understand the object of
learning the ancient classies ?"

“Of course, sir,” said Jack. *To pass
the matrie.”

“ Well,” said Dr. Gray, “ that is the
utilitarian view of the matter. Bat
there is a higher object. Can you
guess 2"

“To be able to write a preseription
like Pap,” said the matter-of-fe

“ That again is utilitarian
pastor. * What would you think of get-
ting a golden key to unlock the treasures

then, had no objection

besides a

| of antiquity ?" |

“ I say it would be right jolly,” said
Dion, * that is, if the treasures are worth

“ Well said,” replied the old man. |
“Did you ever read the Arabian Nights?
“1 read Sinbad the

aidor,” ~aid Jack. |

| “ 1 got it somewhere after our Ned, who

went away to sea.”

“ An’' I read Aladdin, or the Wonder-
ful Lamp,” said Dion. * Ah, that's right |
iolly. But it's nothing to Cooper’s Pilot, |
or any of Captain Marryat's. Did you
ever read Snarleyyow ? That's a rip-
ping story. Give me a tight brig, wind |
right astern, a good sea, sud a j.lly |
crew—and I'll sail the world ten times
over. And it we can come across a
slaver, or a pirate, yith a black flag and
cross-bones aloft, I'd send a seven-pound
shot across her bows, and make her bear
up to have her papers examined. Then,
if they were wrong, I'd put eaptain and
erew in irons.”

“ H'm " said the old man, admiring
this juvenile rhapsody (whilst Henry
Liston smiled at the absurdity of the |
thing), * we must get you on to Virgil at
onee so that you may read of his voyages,
and then to the Odyssey for Ulysses,
But the reason I mentioned the Arabian
Nights was this, There is some story
where he speaks of countless treasures
kept in a cave, the doors of which will
only spring back at mention of one |
magic word Sesame ! Now, I want you
both to commund the treasures of Greek
and Roman literature by learning the
Greek and Latin grammar, and the
magic words that will open up lor you
the caves of the mighty ancients.”

“ You see,” he went on, taking a huge
pinch of snuff, and addressing in imagin-
ation a much larger audience than th
which was listening to him, “ all modern
notions of education are wrong, because
they are purely utilitarian. You know
what the word ‘utilitarian’ means, I sup
pose 2"

Jack shook his head and looked at the
table. Dion si00k his head, and looked
in a rather comical manner at Fat'wc.
Liston,

“ No ! Well, tutilitarian’ means, what
is devoted, primarily and principally

\(luty. and study their theology under | advantage, what is generally called
the venerable priests of the diocese.’ | advancement in life. That is, a young
| But he would not listen to me. And | medical student wants to read classics

| here now,” he continued abstractedly,

because lie has to compound medicines ;

| allowance for the poor we

his lobster beds in summer, and earning | ‘““And I'm sure His Lordship would be
a decent livelihood by pulling out and | much complimented if he knew that his
hailing ontward-bound and home bound | note-paper with all its mitres and Car-
vessels, and selling his ugly freight at | dinal's hats were used for such a pur-

very handsome prices. In winter, or | pose. But no matter.”

In this gloomy, wind-swept, and some- ‘\
times sea-lashed castle, De. Wycheriy, |
immediately after bis wife's death, and |
when he was no longer under restraint, %

las if his curate were not concerned, “we | a lawyer, because there are so many
have a lot of little creatures coming | words in legal books all derived from the
back to us, with their nice accents, their | classics ; a priest, because he has to
lace surplices, the gold watch of course, | read Latin during his whole life. Now,
and—a piano ; but with no more knowl- | that's not the highest motive; and I

hate to see the olassics turned into a
kind of bread-winning machine by those
who don't eare for their beauties avd
sublimities. Now, I'd like you, young
gentlemen, to conceive such a love for |
the classics that you'd think it a pen- ‘
ance and a punishment to be compelled |
to read Cooper or Marryat or any of [
those silly and absurd writers, whose |
books are so many potboilers, t.hmwu‘l
out to make money by silly boys nnd‘
girls. Do you quite follow me ?" |
Jack turned his pale face away. Dion, |
more courageous, said : |
“ I'm afraid, sir, you have never read |
a real, rousing novel, Of course, they're |
beyond you—that is, youre beyond
them. But I'd rather read Marryat |
than eat butter-seotch, and butter- |
scoteh is ripping, too 1" |
“ You'll grow out of that,” said the |
old man, smiling. * Bnt, to come back, |

| there was the advantage of the old |

hedge-schools over your modern academ-
jes, with all their noise and boasting.
Under a roof of sods, and seated on a
bench of sods, the o'd hedge-school-
master, who loved his work, used to read
out long passages from Virgil and Homer;
and when he had hypnotized the boys,
e then translated for them; and he made
them mad, downright mad to be able
themselves to translate. lHenece, a
generation of scholars,—peasants and
en laborers talking Latin in the fields;
and every gentleman eapable of quoting
Horace at will. Now, il you were to ask
a student or collegian to write a line in
Latin, he would have to hunt up twenty
dietionaries for the words. But, I am
delaying you. Father Liston, would
you get down that Latin grammar—
Valpy's, and show the young gentlemen

| the First Declension ™

Thus commenced their first lesson.
They told their father when they went
home that Dr. William Gray was =a
“ jolly old chap,” and that he had a lot
of queer books bound in shoe-leather, in
which all the s's were {'s, and the word
“ and " was expressed by a figure for all
the world like a twisted constrictor.
He was pleased ; and hoped they were
polite. They assured him they were al-
most young Chesterfields.

TO{BE CONTINUED

HOW COUNSELLOE O'CONNELL
FREED THE WEAVER

He was a mortial clever man, anyhow.
He could make a langhing-stock of t}
other counsellors, and leave the jud
without a word in their cheek. There
was more learning and law and wisdom
in his wee finger than in the bodies of
all the other lawyers put together. By
my sockins, Dan O Cennell could nearly
tell ye the thoughts of your heart by
looking in your face, and troth it was a
ek day for the whole of us when the
ent man closed his eyes on Ireland.

Maybe some of you didn't hear before
that Dan was a counsellor. Faith and
he was, and no booby at the business,
either. I have heard it said that he had
more law books at a guinea a piege than
ye could carry In a sack, and so seen on
him, for he had forgotten more law than
most of the judges ever learned, He
would be pleading before the court in
Dublin when he was not in the London
Parleyment jarguing with them English
lords. And by the same token, he was
the only man from this country who
could ever take a fall out of them. He

I left none of their misdoings untold to

them, anyhow. Musha but it must have
been a delight to hear him speechifying,
and all the great lords of the Euglish
Parleyment sitting with their mouths
open listening to him, and them ashamed
and afeared to get up and say a word
against him, May his head lie easy this
day, but it's himself knew what to say
and when to say it.

Well, as the old folks gave the story
to me, Dan was doing a great trade as a

| eounsellor in Dublin the time the thing

I'm going to tell ye of happened. From
morning till night suitors fought around |
the door of his house to see aho would
see the inside first, and it was dei speed
the hindmost. People came from all arts

| and parts to get his aid and advice, If
| they had Dan on their side they reck-

oned themselves as safe and sure |

| as meal in a chest, but if he was against

them they migint as well give up their
cases altogether. And small wonder.
He could nearly persuade a dacent man

| that he would be arguing against that

lie was the greatest scoundrel unhung,
and when it was like that with himself,
how must he have appeared in the eyes
of the judge and jury ?

Well, and at this time there was a |
poor linen weaver from near Belfast,
and he was in great trouble. It was
this way with him. The poor man was
in great distress, for he could not get
as much work as would keep body and
soul together, and he had seven hungry
mouths to fill. So it was said that he
carried away a web of his master's |
linen.

When bis master found out what the
weaver had done he had him arrested.
Trotn, and considering the straits the
poor man was in, he might have let him
down easier. But the ould rascal, bad
seran to him, was as bard in the heart |
as the middle of a whinstone rock, He
had never heard his own chilc ren ery
for bread, and he couldn't make any
er. E

The day of the trial came around, and
everyone said that the poor man would
be transported at the very least, They
thought nothing at all of sending a man |
to Van Diemens Land in them days for

| stealing a scone of oat bread.  The weav-

er couidn't eat or sleep for thinking of i
the trial. He was IIIQ- a ghost with fret-
ting upon what might befall his childre |
when he would be goove from them, |

One day a neighbour tould him about 3
Counsellor O'Connell, of Dublin, There |
was great talk of Dan in them days. “
And the neighbor man advised him to |
start for Dublin and lay the whole case |
before him. No sooner said than done,
end way went the weaver. Things were |
as bad with him as they could be, and it's l
an ould saying and a true one that when
things are at their worst they are near-
est an amendment, the darkest hour is
before daybreak. So he made his way
as fast as he could to the counsellor's
house in Dublin.

How lung it was before he got a word
with Dan I cannot tell, for I never heard.
But it wouldn't take a Connaught msn
to guess that he must have spent a day
or two in Dublin, anyhow. So he tould
his story to the counsellor from begin-
ning to end, the same as I'm telling it to
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you, only he tould it in a bether
And he axed him to do something 1/,
him, and he would pray for him upon 1.
bended knees night, noon and wor;

Dan rubbed his hands across b
head, a thing he always did when 1,
making out some great schame t
the other counsellor, and scz he :

“ Ye say, poor man, that this w
cloth was of a particular pattern,
he.

“ There wasn't an inch like it 1
land,” sez the weaver,

“ Ha," sez Dan, and lLe thinking
planning as fast as he could, “ Y.
we, my poor fella, thut it was &
under your roof.”

“ 1 eouldn't deny it,"” sez the oth

“ Well and good,” sez Dan, af
had thought for a while longer,
sez he, ** there's only one way of s
ye that I ean thiuk of.”

“ Aund what's that ?" sez Le
at the bare idea like a drowning
a straw.

“1t's this,” sez the counsellor,
me the makings of two shirts
same linen unkoownst to any«
he, handing the poor man t
sovereigus ; * aud put a bould |
to every man, woman and e¢hil
meet from this day till the da
trial,” sez he. * Tell them
use in meeting sorra hall way

The weaver did as he was t
from that day out you would t
the appearance of him that he
to the fair of Ballymagee ins
his trial.  Faith the neighbors
all thought that the trouble hy
unhinged the poor fella’s mind.

And the day of the trial cams
was in the Dublin coorts that i
off. The judge was sitting on the
with a clumsy red wrapper abo
shoulders, for all the world like a
woman's petticoat, and his bair w
grey as a streak of flax, and it was
up in the purtiest curls ye ever
And they put the poor prisoner ir
in the middle of the floor, and the
commenced,

The man that owned the line
hard again the poor weaver. Il
that he seen the same linen in t
wan's house, and he could not
taken in the pattern, for nothi
could be found within the thirt
counties, T 3 ould judge,
heard that puckered up his m
a purse, and wrote it down, and the
looked at one another,
said in bis own mind that it was
day for the misguided weaver,

With that up jump! unse
nell, and he dressed like the
self, only he was wearing blac
about his shoulders instead of a re
nel petticoat. Faix be was a
looking a man as ye could find

* Are ye quite sure now that t
cent man in the prisoner's box t
linen ?" zez he, looking 1}
ould boy on the witness tabl

* Quite sure,” sez he,

“ Certain ?” sez Dan.

“ Certain,” sez the ould boy.

“ By the vartue of your oat
Counsellor, * was the linen ye see
the decent man's house exact
yours 2"

“As like as the two eyes
head,” sez the other,

“Would ye be surprised to hear
the decent man got the
Dublin here,” sez he.,

“Faix and I would,” sez the
“for an inch of that same linen
went outside the walls of my b
sez he, “till that rascal stole it.

When he said that the judge loo
the prisoner and he put an ugly
upon his face, Troth it wax easy to sce
that he was counting the miuutes
could have the pleasure of transpor
the poor man. I heard it said that the
judges in Dublin thought nothing at all
in them days of hanging two men
morning afore they got their breakiast

“Had ye any special mark on the
linen?" sez the counsellor.

“I had a pattern on it that was like
none other in the world,” sez he, “for !
made it out myself.”

The judge looked at the weaverag
and began writing down in a big book
Troth I knew by the look on the faces of
the jurymen that they had already made
up their minds to find the poor mar
guilty.

“Are ye quite sure that there was not
another pattern like yours in Dublir
sez Dan.

“Quite sure,” sez he,

“Certain?" sez Dan.

“Certain,” sez the ould boy.

“Then I'll have to trouble you to |
at this,” and with that he bared up !
arm. And when the old boy looked a
the linen that was in the counse
shirt he turned pale as death, and I
didn’t say a word.

“ly that like your linen?” sez t
counsellor, nodding his head at the
judge and jury.

“1t is,” sez he.

“Is that the self-same linen ast
poor man stole ?'" sez Dan.

The lad came to a full stop forl
didn’t know what to say.

“ Answer my question,” sez the coul
sellor, and by all appearance he was I
ing his temper as fast

Vi

inen

he could., * Is
this a pie: e of your linen 2"

The ould boy looked at it again fo
few minutes, and he turned it in
out. * It's my linen, sure enougl
sez he,

“ What !" sez the judge, and he trem!
ing least the ould rascal was about !
ruin his case and let the weaver off s
free. “ Do ye mane to say,” scz he
* that the counsellor here is wearing ¢
bit of the linen with your special pal
tern on it ?"

“[ do,” sez the other, and when i
said that you could tie every man in the
jury box with a straw. with the way
they laughed. The judge himsell had
to put the grin off his face and laugh
too.

“ But honld on, my lord and gentle-
men of the jury,” sez the counsellor,
wand I'll soon show ye the kind of a
seoundrel this fella is, He'll swear that
your lordship stole this linen if ye give
him time enough,” sez he, ‘*Has anyone
in coert a shirt on them like this ?" sez
he, houlding up one of his cufls,

The word wasn's right out of his mouth
till a hungry-looking couusellor at the
back stepped forward and showed his
shirt cuffs to the judge and jury.

» Look here,” sez Dan to the witness,
“and maybe,” sez le again whking at
the jurymen, “ maybe ye'll swear that
this is part of the same linen,”

OCTOBER 8, 1910

————————

The ould lad looked the lis
and he held it in a hundr
prmili(llll the way he could n
take.

W Phis is the same linen,”

wDidn't I tell ye what |
Dan to the judge afore e s

Faix it was as good as
hear the fun there was in co
¢aid that. The other
laughed till they had to
sides ; and it was just odio
way the jurymen carried
minute or two ye would tl
playhouse ye were in.

When they all laughed t|
the jury said to the judg
agreed to their vardiet, a
tould the ould rascal to dis:
his sight immediately or |
on the black cap and ord
hung, drawn and quartere
I wouldn't depend much
judge, for I heard it said ti
hang & man as quick as he
his dinner, So the ould b
witness table in a jifly, and
one could say 2 word he w
gtreets of Dublin and he r
like a hare with the hound:

And that's the way th
(1nd rest his soul, got the
yut of his trouble, and sen
free man to his wee cl
Healy in Rosary Magazine
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It is related in the lif
arch St. Antony that on
sion he received a letic
homage and affection fro
the Great. Aud the letl
not only by the Emperor
his two sons, Constantius

The disciples of Antony
heir father was honore
epistle from the Emperc
ally elated and filled witl
wnd the venerable Patri
the exultation depicted
remarked to them : * Y
sons, because the Empe
But should it nd
astonishment and
jat our KEternal Fathe
and Emperor of

to

ten to us by His b

has made us partakers
ature 2"
And

partaking of the bauqu
ild not we rejoice

e dignity aud the I
s we possess as meml

an family

s and distintion
t \'u\.‘|‘|"‘\“‘.\ al
ts. During these pas

ed Christ the \
1s well as your Hig
edged

reignt

rns now over you

ning powers, over
yffections, over your
smory and over the
ur soul. And I need
htened Christians,
u pay to your Hea
'S l'?ﬂll»‘l'

lessenit

rifies, ennobles and
llegiance to your tem,
And what does Chri;
turn for your loyalty t
rethren, no earthly
ard his subjects as |
King of Heaven rewa
Ve know from histor
ind  capricious are
mises of temporal
wver served his sovere
swerving fealty than
served Henry VIIL
the King's favor, well
in the anguish of hi
served my God with h
served my King He v
old age have left m
enemies,”
CHILDREN
What title then doe
you for your allegiar
creates you the adoj
irs of His KEternal
omes the Son of Ma
become the sons of €
“When the fulness
wys the Apostle, *(
made of a woman, ma
that He might redeor
eceive the adoption

ne act of divine cle
blessing is conferred

ruilt are washed &
spiritual bondage are
cot and we are adop
f God to enjoy the
hildren of God.

“ Behold,” eries o
nanner of charity tl
stowed on us, that v
and should be th
“Dearly beloved,”
wre now the sons of
shall appear, we st
because we shall see

St. Augustin in )
“The City of God,
rulers and generals
desired to impress
as well as on themst
that they were d
gods, so that the o
cognition of their «
stimulate them to
command the adm
loweys., Thus Alex
Aeneas, Secipio, R
were regarded as
gods,

But while their t
you, as St. August:
claim to the title o
of heathen diviniti
true and living G
Most High, wher
you, whea the de:
snare you in his t
gone, Satan: 1 am
born for greater th
for heaven. I




