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CHAPTER XXXIX.,
MARTYRDOM

As Luke Delmege returned home the
following day, he was » prey to an-
guish and remorse such as rarely visit
souls, except those who sre called to
the high planes of thought and trial.
The sudden contrast b his own
flawless and immaculate, but

p'ace and unheroic, with the
1ife ot that humble priest, stripped of
all things for Christ's sake; sud the
sharper contrast with the sublime
heroism of this young girl, filled him
with that poignant sell contempt,
which fine souls feel when they ocon-
template the lives of the saints of God.

o have been troubled with prob
Jems,”’ be said. * Here is the great
solution—Lose all to find all.”

Even the great kindness of the
Bishop, which sugured great things for
hls futare, could not dissipate the

ht. Nay, it intensified it.

| have been in touch with great
souls,” he said. ‘‘Now, et me see,
esn I be worthy of them. Ozn I see
that great old man again without com-
punoction ; and that young saint with
out shame? Surely, heroism and
beaven are for me, as for them "’

He commenced at once. Bit by bit,
every superfluous article of furniture
was secretly disp sed of, uptil his bed
room became as bare as that old bed
goom on his first mission where he had
sst and meditated in despair. Aond,
exoept ome or two articles, souvenirs
of old friends, he denuded in like
mapner his little parior, saving only
his books. Then he begged for a cross.
# Cut, burn and destroy.’”’ He plaeed
po limit to God's judgment. He ssked
for the uoknown ; and shut his eyes.
And the cross came.

One mornirg be had s letter from
Father Cassen saying that all pre-
liminaries had been arranged, notices
had been served on the Board of Gaar
disns; and it was almost certain’ that
the evictions in Lough and Ardavise
would commence during the ensuing
week. Furtnermore, it was suspected
that an example would be made of the
leading Nationallsts: and that, prob-
ably, Lisnalee would be visited first
A few days after, a second letter told
him that the evil day had come. A
company of soldiers had been drafted
into the village, and the police were
eoncentrating in a neighboring town.
He made up his mind to leave that day,
and go tu Seaview Cottage to await
events. Whilst he was reading these
letters, he noticed that Mary was lia
gering in the room, under one pretext
or another, Snhe poked the grate
assiduously, arranged and rearranged
the two vases several times, until at
last Luke sald :

 Well, Mary, what’s op?"

Mary, trembling very much, faltered

out:

“ 1 was thinkin' to be afther asking
your reverence to get another house
keeper.”’

* Oh, you are anxious to leave me?
I thou ht you were fairly happy bere,
Mary.”

¢ And so I was, your reverence,”
sald Mary, biting the lace edging of
her apron, and studying the pictures
earefully.

¢ Then why are you leaving? Do
you want higher wages ™

¢ Ah, 'tisn’t hat at all, your rever
ence,” sald Mary, with a frown.

* Well, surely you're not going to
America with the rest ?'’

* Yerra, no! your reveicnce,”’ sald
Mary biting her aproo more furiously.

¢ Well, I mustn't try to discover
your secrets,’”” said Luke. ‘‘You have
your own ideas—"’

* Yer e, 'tis the way I'm going to be
married,” blurted out Mary.

* Married ?"’ cried Luke, aghast.

¢t Yes, your reverence | Why not a
poor girl get married if she gets the
chance ?"' said Mary, with a pout.

** Oh, to be sure, to be sure,”’ said
Luke. ** Bat I hope, my good girl,

you are m:king a good choice. You
deserve a good hasband.”
“jndeed n he is a dacent boy

enongh,’’ said Mary.

s¢ He doesn't drink, I hope?’’ asked
Luke, auxiounsly.

 Ah, not much, your reverence.
No more than aoyboay alse.”’

* Because you know, Mary,’ said
Luke, kindly, ** that the worst thing a
young girl ever did is to marry &
drunkard in the hope ot reforming him."

“ Ah he's not as bad as that at all,
your reverence,’’ said Mary.

“ Do | know him 2"’ asked Luke.

“ Yerra, you do, of course,’” said
Mary, blushing furiously.

¢ Does he belong to our parish ?'

¢ Yerra, of course, he does, your
yoversnce,’’ said Mary, with a little
giggle.

s | won't ask further--'" said Luke,
turning away.

 Yerra, 'tis John, your reverence,’’
sald Mary, now scarlet with confusion.

¢ John ? what John ?"’ said Luke.

¢ Yerra, your John, your reverence,’’
sald the poor girl.

¢ What ! that roffian!” cried Luke
in dismay.

* Ah, he'snot,” said Mary, pouting.
« He's a dacent poor boy enough.”

* Well marriages are made in heaven,
I suppose,” said Luke, resi :nedly.
¢ Bat I thought you and John were al
ways quarelling.”

““Ah, we used make it up agin,”
said Mary.

* Ol course, you please yourself,
Mary,” said her master at length.
¢ But it would be very embarassing
and awkward for me, If you were to
leave just now. ] expeot within the
next few days that my father and
sister will be thrown upon the world ;
and they have no shelter bat herc i

* Don't say another word, your
reverence.’”’ sald Mary ‘‘ If it was
for seven yeirs, Johp must wait."

But John didn't see the force of this
unnecessary  procrastination. Aud
there was another big xow in the
kitchen.

“ An’' you won't ?”’ said John, as an

ultinatam,

“[ won's,” sald Mary, determinedly.
* Well, there’s as good Oeh in the
sy as ever was caught,’’ sald Jobn.
“ Go, an' ketob 'em,’’ sald Mary.
But Jobn relented after some hours’
meditation.
“An’ "tisn’t for your sake,” he sald,
#bu: for the mastber’s, It would be s
qasre thing If we wor to lave him in
his throuble.'’
So Luke went down to BSeaview
CQottage to await ovents.
He bad not long to walt. The
following morning, as they sat at
breakfast in the neat little parlour
fronting the ses, there came to thelr
ears a low wailing sound, that sppeared
to be caught up and echoed by similar
sounds here and there across the coun:

try.

*“‘Some stesmer golng up the river?"
said Father Martin. *‘Tbat’s the fog-
horn, and the echoes along the shore.
Ran out, Tony and tell us what she's
like.”

Tony soon returned.

“There's no steamer in the channel,”
said Tony : “but the people wre all
runoing here and there up towards
Ardavine.”

“ 'Tis the signal of the eviction,”
said Luke, rising. ‘‘Let us gol”

+Sit down, man, and eat your break-
fast,”” said Father Martin. * You
bave a long fast before you.”

Bat Luke did not sit down again.

The bome of bis childhood and man
oood, the dream of the London streets,
the vision that hovered ever before
his eyes, even in his moments ef un
faithfulness, was about to vanish in
flame, and smoke, snd red ruin. How
coald he sit down calmly and eat? He
gulped down a cup of tea, and waited
impatiently for Fataer Martin.
They drove up rapidly, to find that
the terrible proceedings had already
commenced. As they pasmed with
difficulty through the vast, surging
crowd, that swayed to and fro with ex-
citement, they saw the red dotted line
ot so diers, who formed the cordon
around 'he house ; and within the cor
dn was the black tquare ol police,
who were te guard tne bailiffs from
violence. The soldiers, standing at
ease, gezad suilenly into the moaths
of their rifles, never lifting their heads.
{t was dirty, unsoldieriike work, and
they were ashamed. Their young offl
cer turped his back on the whole dis-
msl proceedings ; and lighting a cigar
ette, stared out over t e landscape.
The priests briefly siluted Fatber
Cussen, who was trying by main
strength of arm to keep back the in
t riated people. He had barely time
to whisper to Luke:

[ wish we had 2'l your coolness
to day. There will be bad work ; and
we'll want it."”’

He struck the hand of a peasant
lightly, as he spoke, and a large jagged
stone dropped on the groand.

Luke and Fatber Martiz begged
leave of the resident Magistrate to
approach the house, and give such con
soistion, as they might, to the poor
inmates. It was relused courteously.
No one could pass inside the cordon.
They stood on the outskirts, theretore,
and watched the eviction — Father
Martin, anxious aond sympathetic;
Luke, pale with excitement, his eyes
straining from their sockets, his face
drawn tight as parchment. Io dramas
of this kind—alas! so frequent in Ire
landi—the evicted as a rule make a
show of hostility and opposition to the
law. Sometimes, the bailiffls are (uri
ously attacked, and their lives im-
perilled. When the keen, cruel hand
of the mighty monster is laid upon
them, the people cannot help s rik ng
back in terror and anger—it is so
omnipotent and remorseless. But, in
this case, the beautiful faith and resiz-
nation to God's inscratable will which
bad charac.erized the life ot old Mike
Delmege hitherto, and the gentle de-
cercy f his daughter and her husband,
forbade such display. And so, when
the b ilifis entered the cottage at
Lisnalee to commence their aread work,
they were mel silently, and without
the least show of opposition.

It was he.rtrending to witness it—
this same cold, callous precision of the
law. The quist disruption of the little
househoid ; the removal, bit by bit, of
the farniture; the indifferences with
which the bailiffs flung out obj=cts con-
secrated by the memnries of gener-
ations, and broke them and mutilated
them, made this sensitive and impres-
sionable people wild with anger. In
every Irisa farmer’'s house, the appoint
ments are a8 exact'y identical as if all
had been ordered, in some far-off time,
from the same emporium, and uander
one involice. And when the people saw

the rough deal chairs, the settle, the
ware, the little pious pictures, the
beds with their hangings, flang out in
the fleld, each felt that his own turn
had come, and that he suffered a por-
sonal and immediate Injury. Acd
Father Cussen had the greatest diffi
culty in restraining their angry pss-
sions from flaming up into riot, that
would bring them into imwediate and
deadly couflict with the forces of the
Orown. As yet, however, the inmates
had not appeared. There was an in-
terval of great suspense ; and then
Wil McNamara, a splendid, stalwaru
young farmer, came forth, the cradle
of the youngest child in his arms. He
was bleeding from the forehead , and
the people, divining what had taken
place , raised & shout of anger and de-
flance, and rushed towsrd the house.
'ne police moved up hastily, and
Father Cussen beat back the people,
Bat they surged to and fro on the
outer line of the corden ; and the
young English officer threw away his
cigarette, aad drew in the long thin

line of the soldiers. In a few
moments Lizzie came forth, hold
ing one child in her arms,
and a younger at her breast,

Foll.wing her was her husband again,
still bleeding from the forehead,and with
two frightened children oclioging to
him. Lastly, Mike Delmege appeared.,
The sight of the old man, so loved and
respected in the parish, as ke came
torth from the dark framework of the
cottage door, his white hair tossed
wildly down on his face, and streaming
on his n-ck,and his once stalwart frame
bent and broken with sorrow, roused

the people to absolute fury. They

oursed deoply between thelr teeth, the
womep weeping hysterically; and a
deep low mosn echoed far down the
thick dark masses that stretched along
the road sad filed the ditches on either
band. For over two hundred years the
Delmeges had owned Lisnalee—a grand
race, with grand traditions of an um-
stained escutcheon snd an unspotted
pame. And, now, as the last member
of the honoured family came forth, an
outcast from his fatber's home, and
stood on the threshold be should never
cross again, it seemed as il the dread
Angel of Ireland, the Fate, that is ever
pursaing her childrer, stocd by him ;
and, in bis person, drove out his kin-
dred and his race. The old man stood
for » moment besitating. He then
lifted his hands to God ¢+ and kneeling
down, be kissed reverentially the sacred
threshold, over which tions of his
dead had been takez, over which be had
passed to his baptism, over wbich Le
bad led his young trembling bride, uver
which he had followed ber hallowed r«-
mains. It was worn and polished with
the friction of the centuries; but so
bitter » tear had never fallen on it be.
fore. Then. raising himselt up to his
full height, he kissed the lintel of the
door, snd then the two doorposts. He
lingered still ; he seemed loath to leave.
Aud the bailifls, growing impatiest,
pushed him rudely lorward. Weak and
extausted, the old man stumbled and
tell. An angry scream broke from the
people, and a few stones were flung.
Avd Luke, who had been watching the
whole melancholy drama with & barst-
ing heart, broke away from Father Mar-
tin, and forcing his way beyond the cor
d n of soldiers, he rushed toward the
house, crying in a voice broken with
sobs and emotion, ** Father ? Father!"
As a river bursts through its dam,
sweeping all before it, the crowd rurged
after him, breaking through every ob-
stacle. Tne police, taken by surprise,
fell away ; but a young sub-inspector
rode swiftly after Luke, and getting in
tront, he wheeled around, and rudely
striking the young priest across the
breast with the broad flat of his naked
sword, he shouted :

* Get back, sir! get back! We must
maintain law and order here!"

For a moment Lnke hesitated, his
babitual self restraint ca culatiog all
the cons¢quences. Then, a whiriwind
of Celtio roge, all the greater for hav
ing been pent up 80 long, swept away
every consideration of prudence; ard
with his stroog hand tearing the weapon
from the hands of the young officer, he
smashed it into fra~ments across hi»
knees, and flang them, blood stained
from his owan fingers, into the cflizer s
face. At the same moment a )DOUDE
girlish form burst from the crowd, and
leaping on the horse, she tore the young
offi:er to the ground. It was Mona,
the filsherman’s sunny-haired child, now
grown a young Amazon, from her prac-
tice with the oar and helm, and the
strong, kind buffeting from winds and
waves., The horse reared and pranced
wildly. 'Uhis saved the young officer s
lite. For the infuriated crowd were
kept back for a moment. Then the so!-
diers and police charged up ; #nd with
baton and bayonet drove back the
people to the shelter of the ditch.
Here, safely intrencted, the latter sent
a volley of stones flying over their
assailants' heads, that drove them back
to safe shelter. In the p:use in the
conflict, the resident Magistrate rode
up and read the Riot Act.

* Now,"” he said, folding the paper
coolly, and placing it in his pockes,
¢ the first stone that is thrown I shall
order my men to Qire!”’

It is quite possible, however, that tne
people would have disregarded the
threat, so infuriated were they ; but
their attention was just then diver ed
by a tiny spurt of smoke, that broke
from the thatch of Lisnalee Cattage.
For a moment they thought it was an
accident ; bat the smell of burning
petroleum and the swift way in which
the flames canght the whole roof and
enveloped it in a sheet of fire unde-
ceived them. It wasthe irrevocable de
cree of the landlord. It was the sowing
with salt;the fist that never again should
bread be broken or eyelid slosed on tha;
hallowed spot. The solemnity of the
tragedy hushed people, polics, acd sol
diers into silence. Silently they
watched the greedy flame eat up
thatch and timber, and cast its refuse
ioto a black, thick volume of smoke,
that rolled across the s~a, which dark-
ened and shuddered beneath it. Then,
there was a mighty crash as the heavy
rafters fell in, a burst of smoke, and
flame, and sparks ; and the three gab-
les, smoke-blackened, flame scorched,
stood gaping to the sky. Father
Cussen took advantage of the momen
tary lull in the flerce passions of the
people to induce them to disperse ; but
they doggedly stood their ground, and
sent shout after shout ot execration
and hate after the departing bai iffs
and their escort. And as they watched
the laster moving in steady, military
formation down the white road, =
strange apparition burst on theirsight,
Accross the valley, where the road
woand round by copse and plantation,
a carriage was seen furiously driven
toward them. The coachman drove the
victoria from a back seat. In the front
was a strange and imposing figure, that
swayed to and (ro with the motion of
the carriage, yet kept himself erect in
an attitnde of dignity, and even
msjesty. His long white hair, yeliowed
and almost golden, was swept back upon
his shoulders by the land breeze ; and
a white beard, forked and parted,
floated and fell to his walst. He held
his hand aloft with a gesture of warn
ing. With the other he olutched the
carriage rail. The priests and people
were bewlldered, ne they stared at the
apparition. Some said it was the land-
lord, for they had never seen that gen
tleman; and with the eternal hop- of
the Irish, they thonght he might have
relented, and was coming to stop the
eviction, and reinstate the tenants.
Some thought it was supernatural, and
that the great God had intervened at
the last moment, and sent them a
Moses, But they were not disappointed
.ay, & great light shone upon their
faces, when, on cresting the hill, the
Canon's coachman was recognized, and,
by degrees, the old familiar face ot

power and dignity beamed on them.

Toere was & -lcl:‘ shout of weleome,
that made the so pause and tarn
backward. The people, mad with de
light and » new sense of hope snd pro
tection from the presence of thelr
mighty patriarch, crowded around the
carrisge, kissed his bands, koelt for
his blessing, told bim tbat if he bad
been io time, Lisnalee would bave been
»aved, otc., oto. Slowly the carriage
forced its way through the thick masses
that surged around it. The old man
saw pothing. His eyes were stvaining
out to where the peaked burnt gables
cut the sky. Then, when he came In
full view of the borror and desolation—
the broken housebo d furniture, the
swokiog ruin, the evioted lrlly. ling-
ering in wisery d thel ked
ha itation, saw the old man bending
over his grandchild in the cradle, ani
the wouod on the forehead of its Iather
he grosved aloud, and with a despairing
ory, *4 My people oh! my people I'' he
tell btk belpiess in his carrisge, and
cuvered his faca with his hands.

W A lew days after Luke Delmege re-
ceived a summons to appesr belore a
special court that was to sit in the
Petty Sessions room at Ardavine, to
apswer to a charge of obsetructing the
police in the discharge of their duty,
ss+aulting a police cflicer, eto.

In the sfternoon of that day of trial,
Barbars Wi'son was summoned to the
parior of the Good Shepherd Convent.
The Sister who summoned her took her
young charge gaily by the band, snd
led her, woudering and trembling,
along the nuns' corridor to the large
reception room in front of the Convent.
With = bright, cheery word, the
ushered Barbara into the parlor, and
closed the door. There were two in
tbe room—the Bishop and the Mother
Provincial. The former, advancing,
placed a chair for Barbara, and ba e
her be seated. Barbara sat, her hands
meekly folded in her lap, not daring to
lift her eyes, but filled with = :weet
emotion of mingled apprehension snd
hope. She knew that the crisis of bher
lite had come. The Bishop looked at
her keenly and said :

*¢ Miss Wilson, the secret of your so-
journ here, i the character of a pen-
itent, is known, You cannot remsin
here any lcnger !"’

*“ My Lord !"" she said, trembling,
* | have bwea very happy here. Could
ycu not let me remain 2’

* Qaite impossible,” sald the Bishop.
“ In tact, I m not quite sure that the
whole think has not been irregular
from the beginning. You must now re
sume your proper station in life."”

* I am very belpless, and quite un
fit for the world, my Lord,” said Bar
para. The dream and its realization
seemed now totally dispelled. ** What
can I turn to mow, especially as my
past is known 2"’

** On, you can easily assume your
proper place in society,’” said the

Bishop. ** You are youog; life is
belore you, and you msy be very
bappy yet."

** My Lord,’’ said Barbara, weep-
ing, ** it it is happiness I seek, I shall
pever know sach happiness again a- I
have experienc d here. Bat I know
all now. | was murmuring against my
cross, and dreaming o! other things ;
and now God has taken away my cross
and my bappiness forever. O Mother,
dear Mother, plead for me, and let me
g0 back again !"’

* Impossible, child,’ said Mother
Prcvineial, but with a tone that
brought Barbara to her knees in a
moment. She buried ber face in tue
Mother's lap, crying passionately.

¢ Oh, Mother, you can, you can.
Keep me here ! I'll do anythiog, any
thing you like ; but don't send me
out into the world, the dread
tal world acain, Oh my Lord,"”
she cried, * I saw things once, that I
never care to see again—one dreadful
night when I lost poor Louis in Lon
don, and sought him, up and down, for
hoars. And, oh ! I found heaven here,
and I didn't know it. And God is
punishing me dreadivlly. O Lord,
dear Lord, give me back my cross, and
I promise pever, never again to repine,
or revolt against it 1'*

The thought of facing the great,
hard, bitter, world had never occurred
to her before, until now, when the
door of her happy home was opened,
and she was bade to depart., Allt e
nervous fear of .n experienced :oul,
and all the horror of one which has
been in the world, bat_pot of it, com
bined wo fill her with a strange dread
which became almost hysterical. In
her great agony her white cap tell, re-
leasing the long, rich tresses that
now flowed down, tussed and dishevel-
led, and swept the ground., Ard the
Bishop thought, that it the picture
could be transferred to canvass, it
would make a ‘* Magdalen '’ such as
po painter had ever dreamed b tore.
But he remonstrated, reasoned, argued,
pleaded. What wouid the world say ?
what would cven goud Catholies think ?
what reflections wounld be cast uoon
the Church, her disciplive, her teach
ing, ete. ? Bat the silant, pros rate
figure made no reply. Aod the B shop
went over to study carefully a picture
of the Good Shepherd, which he bhad
seen a huudred times.

Alter an interval, Mother Provinocial
said, looking down on Barbara, and
smoothing with her band her long, fine
hair :

¢ My Lord, I think there is one
eondition on which we could keep Mis:
Wilson here 7’

Barbara lifted her face.
turped rcund rapldly.

 What is it ?’ he said, without a
trace of dignity, and with very red
©

The Bishop

yes.;

s It Miss Wilson could care to
change this dress, sald Mother Provin
clial, tonching the blue mantella, ** for
the babit of the Good Shepherd—"'

¢ Oh, Mother, Mother | there's my
dream, my dream 1"’ cried Barbara, in
a paroxysm of surprise and delight.
¢+ O Lord, dearest, sweetest Lord, how
good srt Thon | and how wicked and un
pelievin® havel been | Oh, my Lord !’
she cried, turning to the Bishop, with
clasped hands, ** there was hardly a
pight in which I did not dream 1 was a
Sister of the Good Shepherd ; and I
thought our dear Lord Himself clothed
me with His wounded hands ; and [

with my fingers, as He sald : ¢ Arise,
and come : the winter Is past !’ But
oh ! the y of waking and finding it
was all a dream. And then, I unsed re
proach myself with being unfaitbfal to
my vow; aod I pray ;
but oh | with such a faltering heart,
I have chosen, I have chosen,
to be an abeoct in the hovse of my
Lord I' And now, here is my
reslized. Oh, Mother, I shall never,
never distrust my dear God again !”’

* Very well, Mother,”” said the
Bishop, trying to steady bis volce.
* There's one clear sign of a vocstion
whatever, that this young lsdy has been’
thinking of your white habit so long.
Now, '?u she make her noviti te
* [ tbiok not, my Lord,"” sald the
Mother Peovicolsl. *' I shall send her
to Cork, for many reasons.’’

* Well, then, the sooner the better,
[ presume,’’ said the Bishop. *‘There's
s train at 520. Will the young lady
have time to change her dress in that
time ? Very well. My will
e »t the convent dovrat 8 4.45 And,
as I have some business to transast in
Cork, [ shall have the honor of escort-
fog Miss Wilson to her new home.’’

* Mother,”” said Barbara, * I'm
s'upid with delight. Can I ray good-
bye to my—to the penitents 2"

* No!" sald the Mother, ‘' you
must enter on your obedience at
once 1"

+ Not even to poor Laura, Mother ?"’
** Well, yes, when you have changed
your dress,”” sald Mother Provincial,
with scme hesitation.

It was a happy parting, that between
Barbara and the soul she had saved ;
for it was only for a time, And it was
a happy little soul, that moved down
amongst the lilies and azaleas of the
cuns' corridor, escorted by Sister
Ealalie, who whispered :

¢ It only Luke were here now, how
happy he would be 1"’

And out from behind doors and re
ocesses and lower pedestals, rushed ever
and agsin some wnite robed figure, who
flung her arms silently around thbe
young postulant, silently kissed her on
the face and mouth, and silently vao-
isbed. And as she rolled along in the
Bishop's carriage she thought : ** To
«ee uncle and father now would be
heaven. Bat mo! not till Iameclothed
Then they’ll see we, and rejrice. On!
how good is God 1"

As they entered the Cork train,
there emerged from a train that bhaa
just rua in on the opposite platform a
strai ge procession. Firs' came a de-
tachment of police, with rifles and full
equipwents ; tuen a batch of poor
peasants and laborers, evidently prison
ers ; then a younog girl, with a plaid
shawl around her head ; then a priest,
with his arm in a sling. Barbara
caught her breath, and could not for
bear saying aloud :

“That's Father Delmege, my Lord 1"’

¢ 80 it is 1" said the Bishop, who
nad been watching intently. *' Take
yoar seat, whilst [ go to see kim 1"

And 50, as Barbara passed from her
martyrdom rejoicing, Luke entered un

He had b-en duly arraigned before
the constituted tribunals of the la d,
and bad taken his plsce in court. He
would gladly have gone into the dock
with his fellow-prisoners ; but the law,
always polite and courteous and inexor-
able, would not allow it. It was a
wonder that he wa- not invited on the
Bench to try himself. When the
magistrates entered, all present un-
covered their heads but the prisoners.
They wished to protest agaiost law,
and legislators, and ezecutives alike.

* Take (ff your hats!’ shouted the
polioce angrily.

The prisoners refused ; and one of the
constables, roughly seizing one of the
young men, dashed his hat fariously on
the ground.

‘* Remove your hats, boys,” said
Luke, from the place he occupied near
the Banch. ‘‘ Respect yourselves, if
you cannot respect the Court.”

The young men dofled their hats im-
mediately. It was almost pititul, this
little protest of defiance; pititul, by
reasop of its very impotence.

The Court proceeded to try the cases,
with calm, equable formality, each case
being irdividaally handled to show
cowplete impartiality. Every one in
cour. understood that the conviction
was a foregone conclusion, But every-
thing should be done regularly and in
torm ; though every prisoner felt the
merciless grasp of the law upon him
And s0 the proceedings moved steadily
oo to their conclusion, like well oiled
machinery, smooth, harmonious,regalar,
irresistible. The magistrates consulted
for a few minutes and then announced
their decisions. The poor peasants and
laborers were sentenced to terms «f im-
prisonment, varying from three to six
months, but always accompanied with
hard Jabor. When Mona's turn came,
she was sentenced to six months' im
prisonment without hard labor. She
s-ood in front of the dock, looking
calmly and deflantly at the Bench. Her
eyes alone blazed contempt and deter-
mination,

“1 want no favors from ye,'’ she
cried, as her sentence was announced.
** Ye are inimies of me creed and coun-
try."”

*In consideration of your sex and
youth, we dispease you from havd
Iabor,” said the presiding magistrate,
‘*‘although your cffence was a most
serions one, and might have imperilled
the life of the officer—""

** He struck a coward’s blow,’ said
Mora, ‘an’ it was right that a woman's
hand should chastise him.”

The magistrates were passing on to
the o xt prisoner, when she again inter-
rupted :

** Wil! ye gi’ me the hard labor ?’’ she
said. ** No wan shall ever say that I
showed the white feather.’’

* Then we ehange your sentence to
three months, and hard labor,”’ said
the magistrate.

** 'hank ye,’’ she said, pulling the
shaw! over her face.

**We have taken into account, Mr.
Delmege,’’ continusd the magisirate,
courteously, * your position and the
excellent character you have hitherto
maintained. We also took into accouut
that in one sense, the grave assaunlt of

used even touch the gaping wounds

bave led to lamentable consequences,
was possibly owing to the great excite-
ment that unhappily soccompanies the
operations of the law in this country.
We, therefore, sre of opinion that the
requirements of the law and justice
shall be satisfied by asking you to enter
into your own recognizances to observe
the peace for twelve months."”
Luke arose, pale and weak. His
right hand was badly swollen, and he
otill was in darger of blood polsoning,
“] am sure, geuntlemen,'’ he said,
¢ you do not intend it ; but I can hard-
ly regard your decision as other than
sn insult. There has been nothing
slleged in my favor to extenuate the
offence, or mitigate the severity of the
law. I am more guilty thau these poor
fellows and that poor girl. If there be
apy reason for clemency, let it be ox-
tended to her. Snhe has an aged father,
and » sick sister at home—"’

¢ No, Father Luke, sald Mons, * I
wact no mercy from the government of
England. I'll go to jail, with more joy
then 1d go to me weddin’'; an' God
and His Blessed Mother will look afther
Moirs and father.’”’

Then she broke into hysterical weep-

8.

* Itis an extremely painful duty, but
we are unwilling to proceed to extremi-
ties in such a case. Ii you can see
your way, Mr. Delmege, to aceept our
decision, I assure you it will give us
great pleasure,’’ said the magistrate,

¢ Once more, gentlemen, I appeal to
your clem=ncy on behalf of this poor
girl,” said Loke. *‘ Prison life is not
sultable for the young.”

* Don't demane yerself and me, yer
reverence, by askin’ pity from thim,"”
said Moaa, with flashing eyes. ** Sure
we re only goin’ where all the hayroes
of our race wint belore us.”’

¢ Qace more, Mr. Delmege,’”’ said
the magistrate, *‘ will you enter on
your own recognizances—’’
*Impossible, gentlemen,’’ said Luke,
sitting down.

“Then it is our painful daty to
direct that you be imprisoned for three
calendar months from this date, and
without hard labor.”

“ And so you're a prisoner?" said
the Bishop, after he had blessed the
crowd of knegling prisoners, and given
bis riog to little Mona to be kissed.
] expected it. Take care of that
pasty woand in your hand. I hope the
doctor will send you straight to the
infirmary.’’
* Don't fill mv vacancy, my Lord,'”
said Luke, ** at least till I return. My
father bas no other shelter now.'’

¢ Never fear,”” said the Bishop.
“I'll send & temporary saubstitate, with
special instructions to Dr. Kestinge,””
¢ Thaok you, my Lord!'' said Luke.
“ Well, good byel We'll see you
sometimes in your hermitage. By the
way, do you know who's accompanying
me to Cork 2"

¢ No, my Lord !"’ said Luke, wonder-
ingly.
““You might have heard of Miss
Wilson, the niece of Canon Maurray ?"’

“To be sure, I krow her well,”
said Luke, eageriy.

*“Snhe has bad a strange history ;
bat I’ll te 1 jou some other time. Thess
tellows are growing impatient, She's

' about to commence her novitiate as a

postulant of the Good Shepherds in
Cork."

*#QOh, thank God!' said Luke, 8o
fervently that the Bishop wondered
exceedingly.

CHAPTER XL.
REUNION.

¢ Sorrow givee the accolade ! Yes.
The blow is sharp ; but the quickening
is very great. It was just what Luke
wanted. All great souls covet pan;
and Luke’s was a great soul, though he
was u' conscious of it; and thoogh he
had been striving to stifie daring all
his life kis sublime aspirations, and to
sacrifice them on the modern altar of
mare commonplace and respectability.
Circumstances, or rather the Supreme

Mind that guides circumstances,
had now brought him face to
jace with suffering and even

shame, and he exulted. For, if there
i» a glory in the prison, and & sun-
light on the scaffold, nevertheless, the
very thought of personal restraint, and
the sense of loss of man's highest pre-
rogative, libérty, bring with them a
deep huomiliation ; and the sharp
knighthood of the sword is forgotten
for 8 moment in the volgar grisp of the
jaller. Then comes the reaction ; and
the sense of exultation; and the keen
embrace of pain has a quickening and
vivitying power over souls and nerves
not yet strained and unstrung by self-
ishness,

Then agerin, Luke found he was an
object of respectful solicitude to all
around him. The doctor instantly
placed him in the infirmary. His right
hand was swollen to an alarming ex-
tent ; and it was only sfter the lapse of
some weeks that the dangerous symp-
tows subsided.

* It that hand shall ever get hurt
again,’” said the doctor, * I won't
answer for his life.’’

These days were days of depression for
Luke—or moments of depression in hours
of deep thought. Left completely to him-
self, his mind ran over the events of
his life in detall. There was little with
which he cou'd reproach himsell, Yet,
he was unsatisfied. Then, from time to
time, odd phrases that had fastened on
his memory would come up at m st un-
expocted times, and plague him with
their persistency. His verdict on Bar-
bara Wilson ten years ago in the Sch-
welzerhof : ** She's not mortal ; she's
a spirit and a symbol—the symbol of
the suffering and herajsm of my race '’
—came up, again and again, doubly em-
pba‘ized now by all he had heard and
seen of her years of renunciation and
suffering. And his thooghts passed
over from the symbol to the symbolized ;
and the strange expressions used by 8o
many priests about Ireland surged back
uvpon his memory.

¢ What would the Jews have been it
they had not rejected Christ ?*’

*“ We have to oreate our own oivili-
zation ; we cannot borrow that of other
countries.’’

“ We are the teachers of the world ;
not the pupils of its vulgarity and
selfishness.”’

which you were guilty, and which might

One night, in the early weeks of his
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amprisonment, he liy aws

umg from side toside in
His mind was unusual'y act
sudden thought seized him
visionary future for his coun
on this ideal of simplicity
punciation. As his thoug
onwards, sod built up thi
monwealth of Christ, the p:
pletely forgotten ; and h
early in the morning.
fouad his temperature mnc
bis morning call ; yet he «
somewhat better.

¢ Doctor, I want sometl
said Luke. *‘ Can I have |

¢ By all means,” said
¢ What s it 2"

<. * Pen, ink, and plenty
paper,” said Luke. ** N
the doctor. *‘ I presume )
yet learned to write with )

It was so much the bet
Luke had tire to think ant
ideas more fully, before h
them to paper.

,  Ther the pain and sacri
their immediate reward. '
domonstration on his
prison. He was an unkn
politics. Even in Rossmc
po ovation. It was felt
above such things. But
imprisonment, every kint
tention was lavished on |
sister and her children, w
come his guests in his littl
the same silent, gentle sy:
around him whea he ret
wept hysterically, and ki
passionately ; and wept st
she saw his face drawn
much suffering. Joha sa
¢ Bad luck to the Go
the landlords | Wonder
out alive !’

Every kind of shy, pat
was put to him by th
people ; every kiad of ge
sive benevolence was sho!
eould not presume too
grave, silent man ; but th
mute love and admirat o
ways. Yet things were
ened in economical matt
Will MecNamara had gen
but the father and Lizzi
dren were there. And
bave bread, and meat, ar
Nature says 80, and must

One day Luke was wa
village street in his sil
way, when he heard a
ing him, and rather defl

¢ What 8 the matthe
yer reverence ?'’

He turned round, an
face with the village
Morrissey. Joe seeme
There had been for a
tain want of sympathy 1
the ** Cojutor.” For J¢
alist, and an eiltreme
been out in 67 ; had er
wires between the Junc
ick ; and had been one
from the young Irishm:
his life gallantly for h
woods near Shraharla
taken it as granted th
well-dressed young p
always preaching the
Apglo Saxon — their
ity, etc., and conseq!
ing the defects of his
—could not be a Nat
triot. His opinions ¢
after the sermon on C
now completely veered
scene at the eviction
quent knighthood of tl

I beg your pardon,
said Luke, bumbly,
had made him very hu

¢ T want to know,
said Joe, clapping
across the palm of hi
the matther wid my
reflectin’ on (v ?"

“I'm sure I'm qu
Mr. Morrissey,”” said
zled, * of baving aaid
atory—"’

* Look at that for
unheeding, and slappl
the joints that hung
dow. ‘‘Is there th
the County Limbrick
for lane, red and jai
rich and cramey; !
man to do whin hi
heads of his Church-

“Don’'t mind him
said Mrs. Morrissey
wiping away with he
tears that were st
face; ** he doesn't
yer reverence—'’

s Will ye hold ye
eaid Joe, angrily; *
talk whin s gintlem
shop? I say, yer
shame that our clerg
thelr backs on their
ers, and sindin’ for
brick and elsewhere,

¢ Never mind bi
ence,” interposed
still weeping. *‘W
that every Saturday
for the future, & le
will go down to yo
time or other, you
sure it you never di

Joe had gone out
and was looking up |
in & very determi
came out, and Was
gratitnde when Joe

¢ There's jest Wi
ask yer reverence,’

¢ To be ture, Mr
possibly grantit,’’ s

*0Oh begor, yO
cheerfully. *‘Sinc
of that,”’ he said,
putting his open ps
of the ground, ** no
anything but Joe.
me Joe; me mothe
brothers and sister!
schoolmaster oalle
didn't call mwe,
Whin I grew up, 8
wife called me Joe
the childre, wan b
never called me
The ycnngater ir
knows me as' wel
and faix! he nev
but Joe. And to
yer reversnce. wl
ther Morrissey,
you're talking to.




