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CHAPTER XXV.—Continued.

"Send her in," «aid Father Ed- 
I wd"I don’t like that secrecy.j. “I aou v ------

"Z went out, and, presently re- 
. Z ushering in with many curt- 

In'd distrustful glances, the 
'°U’ tomale of whom he Rad spok- 
J Father Edward desired her to 
-a chair, and then told the clerk 
**“„ out to the. stable, and give 
It, cony his afternoon fee^ When 
t letter had left the roo*. ho in- 
Zgei in a preliminary examination 
tt tie person of bis visitor. She was 
° and well formed, and clothed 
C a blue cloak and bonnet, which 
‘ so disposed, ns she sat as to 
Leal altogether h-th her person: 
aed her features..

"Well, my good girl, said the
clergyman, in an encouraging tone, 
"what’s your business with me?

The young female remained for 
moments silent, and her dress

“What!" exclaimed Father Ed
ward, while his eyes lit up with sud
den pleasure; "are you, then, mar
ried?"

"I was married, sir, a month be
fore I left my father."

The good clergyman seemed to be 
more deeply moved by this intellig
ence than by anything which had 
yet occurred in the scene. He winked 
repeatedly with his eye-lids, in order 
to clear away the moisture which 
began to overspread the balls, but 
it would not do. The fountain had 
been unlocked, it gushed forth in a 
flood too copious to be restrained, 
and he gave up the contest. He 
reached his hand to Eily, grasped 
hers, and shook it fervently and 
long, while he said, in a voice that 
was made hoarse and broken by emo
tion:—

"Well, well, Eily, that’s a great 
deal. 'Tis not everything but it is 
a great deal. The general supposi-snme moments snenv, —------- , - •---------------- -------- =-----------

* if it were agitated by some tion was, that the cause of secrecy
®oV « Via frann. at, should he no other than a shamefulstrong emotion of the franc, at 
length, rising from her seat, and 
tottering towards the astonished 
priest, while she uncovered her face, 
with a burst of tears and sobbing : 
"Oh. uncle Edward, don’t you know

™per uncle started from his choir. 
•Astonishment for some moments held 
him silent and almost breathless. He 
at last stooped down, gazed intently 

her face, raised her, placed her 
an a chair, where she remained quite 
passive, resumed his own seat, and 

, covered his face in silence with his 
i hand. Eily, more aflected by this 
action than she might have been by 

• the bitterest reproaches, continued 
to weep aloud with increasing vio- 

ilence.
“Don’t cry—do not afflict your- 

-lelf - said Father Edward, in a 
quilt, yet cold tone; "there can be 
no use in that. The Lord forgive 
you, child! Don’t cry! Ah, Eily 
O'Connor! I never thought it would 
ihe our fate to meet in this man- 
mer.’’

“I hope you will forgive me, un
cle.” sobbed the poor girl; "I did, 
it for the best indeed."

“Did it for the best!” said the 
•clergyman, looking on her for the 
first time with some sternness. 
“Now, Eily, you will vex me, if you 
say that again. I was in hopes that 
lost as you arc, you came to me 
-nevertheless, in penitence and humil
ity, at least, which was the only 
consolation your friends ever look 
tor. But the first word I hear from 
vou is an excuse; a justification of 
your crime. Did it for the best ! 
Don’t you remember, Eily, having 
read in that book that I was ac
customed to explain to you in old 
times—don’t you remember that the

unaccepted ! and you will imitate 
his example? You did it for the 
best, after all!* I won’t speak of my 
•own sufferings since the unhappy af
fair; but there is your old father 1 
am sorry to hurt your feelings, but 
it is my duty to make you know 
the extent of your guilt—your old 
father has not enjoyed one moment s 
rest ever since you left .him. He was 
here with me a week since, for the 
second time after your departure, 
and I never was more shocked in all 
my life. You cry, but you would 

'«ry more bitterly if you saw him. 
When I knew you together, he was a 
good father to you, and a happy fa
ther, too. He is now a frightful 
skelton! Was that done for the best, 
Eily?"

"Oh, no, no, sir; I did not mean 
to say that I acted right, or even 
from a right intention. I only meant 
to say, that it was not q^ite so bad 
=« it might appear."

"To judge by your appearance, 
Eily," her uncle continued in a com
passionate tone, "one would say 
that its effects have not been pro
ductive of much happiness pn either 
side. Turn to the light; you are 
very thin and pale. Poor child! 
poor child! oh, why did you do this? 
What could have tempted you to 
throw away your health, your duty, 

"to destroy your father's peace of 
mind, and your own honest reputa
tion, all in a day?”

"Uncle," said Eily, "there is one 
H>oint on which I fear you have made 
a wrong conclusion. I have been, I 
know. sir, very ungrateful to you, 
and to my father, and very guilty 
in 016 sight of Heaven, but I am 
not quite so abandoned a creature 
88 y°u seem to believe me. Disobe
dience, sir,*' she added, with a 
M-h c, the deeps* crimson, "is the 
™y-worst offence of which I can 

myself."

should be no other than a shameful 
one. I am very glad of this, Eily. 
This will be some comfort to your 
father." He again pressed her hand 
and shook it kindly, while Eily wept 
upon his own like an infant.

"And where do you stay, now, 
Eily?—where—who is your husband?"

Eily appeared distressed at this 
question, and after some embarrass
ment, said: "My dear uncle, I am 
not at liberty to answer you those 
questions at present. My husband 
does not know of my having even 
taken this step, and I dare not 
think of telling what he commanded 
that I should keep secret."

"Secrecy still, Eily?" said the 
clergyman, rising from his seat, and 
walking up and down the room with 
his hands behind his back, and a se
vere expression returning to his 
eyes. "I say again, I do not like 
this affair. Why should your hus
band affect this deep concealment? 
tie he poor? Your father will rejoice 
to find it no worse. Is he afraid of 
the resentment of your friends? Let 
him bring back our own Eily, and 
he will be received with arms as 
open as charity. What, besides con
scious guilt, can make him thus de
sirous of concealment?”

"I cannot tell you his reasons, un
cle." said Eily, timidly; " but in
deed, he is nothing of what you 
say."

"Well, and how do you live, then, 
Eily? With his friends, or *how? If 
you will not tell where, you may at 
least tell how.”

"It is not will not with me, in
deed, uncle Edward, but dare not. 
My first act of disobedience cost me 
dearly enough, and I dare not at
tempt a second."

‘Well, well,” replied her uncle,
-excuses of Saul made his repentance little annoyed, "you have more logic 

. , . ____i ____ —.Ill imitât A .. -V . ,____u « haH T must notthan I thought you had. I must not 
press you further on that head. But 
how do you live? Where do you hoar 
Mass on Sundays? Or do you hear 
it regularly at all?”

"Eily's drooping head and long si
lence gave answer in the negative.

"Do you go to Mass every Sunday 
at least? You used to hear it every 
day, and a blessing fell on you and 
on your house while you did so. Do 
you attend it on Sunday itself?”

Eily continued silent.
"Did you hear Mass a single Sun

day at all since you left home? he 
askod in increasing amazement.

"Eily answered in a whisper be
tween her teeth—"Not one.

The good religious lifted ' up his 
hands to Heaven, and then suffered 
them to fall motionless by his side. 
"Oh, you poor child!" he exclaimed, 
"may the Lord forgive you your 
sins! It is not wonder that you 
should be ashamed and afraid and 
silent."

A pause of some moments now en
sued, which was eventually broken 
by the clergyman.

"And what was your object in 
coming, then if you had it not in 
your power to tell me anything that 
could enable me to be of some as
sistance to you?”

"I came, sir,” said Eily, "in thc 
hope that you would in a kinder 
manner than anybody else, let my 
father know aH that I have told 
you, and inform hbn> moreover, that 

— " not be long before I
Ttek-jiis pardon, with 

my own Ups, for allïhe, sorrow that 
I have caused hlm. I was afraid it 
I had asked my husband’s permis
sion to make this journey, it might 
have been refused. I will now re
turn and persuade him, if I ran, to 

here with me again this
week.”

Father Edward again paused for a 
considerable time, and eventually 
addressed his niece, with a deep se
riousness af voice and manner. 
"Eily," he said, "a strong light has 
broken upon me respecting your sit
uation. I fear this man, in whom 
you trust so much and so generous
ly, and to whose will you show so 
perfect an obedience, is not a person 
fit to be trusted nor obeyed. You 
are married, I think to one who is 
not proud of his wife. Stay with me, 
Eily, I advise you—I warn you. It 
appears by your own words that 
this man is already a tyrant ; he 
loves you not, and from being des
potic he may grow dangerous. Re
main with me, and write him a let
ter. I do not judge the man. I 
speak only from general probabil
ities, and these would suggest the 
great wisdom of you acting, as J

"I dare not, I could not, would 
not do so," said Eily. "You never 
were more mistaken in anybody’s 
character than in his of whom juu 
are speaking. If I did not fear, I 
love him far too well to treat him 
with so little confidence. When next 
we meet, uncle, you shall know the 
utmost of my apprehensions. At pie- 
sent, I can say no more. And tne 
time is passing, too,” she continued, 
looking at the sunshine which trav
ersed the little room with a ray 
more faint and oblique. "I am 
pledged to return this evening. Well, 
my dear uncle, good-bye! I hope to 
bring you back a better niece than 
you are parting now. Trust all to 
me for three or four days more, and 
Eily never will have a secret again 
from her uncle nor her father."

"Good-bye, chikl—good-bye, Fiiy." 
said the clergyman, much affected. 
"Come hero, Eily, an instant." He 
took up the linen bag before men
tioned, and shook out into his hand 
the remaining silver of his dues. 
"Eily," said he with a smile, "it is 
is a long time since uncle Edward 
gave you a Christmas-box. Here is 
one for you. Open your hand, now, 
if you do not wish to offend me. 
Good-bye—Good-bye, my poor darl
ing child!" He kissed her cheeks, 
and then, as if reproaching himself 
for an access of leniency, he added 
in a more stem accent, "I hope 
Eily, that this may be the last time 
I shall have to part from my niece, 
without being able to tell her name.

Eily had no other answer than her 
tears, which, in most instances were 
the most persuasive arguments she 
could employ.

"She is an affectionate creature, 
after all," «aid Father Edward, 
when his niece had left the house 
“a simple, affectionate, little crea
ture; but I was right to bo severe 
with her.” he added giving himself 
credit' for more than he deserved ; 
“her conduct called' for some sever
ity, and I was in the right to exer
cise it as I did."

So saying, he returned to his chair 
by the fireside, and resumed the read
ing of his interrupted Office.

CHAPTER XXVI.

OOOOOO^OOOOOOOOOOOOOOO

HOW
HARDRESS 
CONSOLED 
HIMSELF 
DURING 

HIS
SEPARATION 

FROM 
EILY.

oooooooooooooooooooooo

Danny the Lord did not, as Eily 
was* tempted tjo fear, neglect the 
delivery of her letter to Hardress. 
Night had surprised him on his 
way to Mr. Grogan’s cottage. A 
bright crescent shed, its light over 
the lofty Toomies, and flung his own 
stunted shadow on the lime-stone 
road as he trudged along, breathing 
now and then on his cold fingers and 
singing:— ,

«Oh, did you not hear of Kate Kear
ney,

Who lives on de banks of Ktllar- 
ney?

From de glance of her eye 
Shun danger and fly,

For fatal's de glance of Kate Kear
ney."

He had turned in upon the road 
which led to Aghadoe, and beheld at 
a short distance the ruined church 
and the broken grave-stones which 
were scattered around its base. Dan
ny, with the caution which he had 
learned from his infancy, supprçssed 
his unhallowed song as he approach
ed this mournful retreat, ana step
ped along with a softer pace, in or
der to avoid attracting the atten
tion of any spiritual loiterers in his 
neighborhood. The grave of poor 
Dalton, the huntsman, was amongst 
the many which he beheld, and Dan
ny knew that it was generally re
ported amongst the peasantry, that 
his ghost had been frequently seen 
in the act of exercising, after death, 
that vocation to which during life, 
he had been so ardently attached. 
Danny, who had no ambition to be
come a subject for the view-halloo to 
his sporting acquaintances, kept on 
the shady side of the road, in the 
hope that by this means he might 
be enabled to “stale by unknownst."

Suddenly the night wind, which 
hurried after, bore to his ear the 
sound of several voices, which imit
ated the yelling of hounds in chase 
and the fox-hunter’s cry. Danny 
started aghast with terror a heavy 
and turbid sensation pressed upon 
his nerves, and all his limbs grtw 
damp. He crossed himself, and drew 
cK?se to the dry stone wall which 
bounded the roadside.

"Hoicks! Come! come! —come a- 
way! Hoicks!’’ was shouted at the 
top of a voice that, one might easi
ly judge, had sounded the death- 
knell of many a wily reynard. The 
cry was caught up, and echoed at 
various distances by three less prac
tised voices. The ringing of horses’ 
hoofs against the hard and frosty 
road was the next sound that en
countered the ear of the little lord. 
It approached rapidly nearer, and 
grew too sharp and hard to suppose 
that it could be occasioned by any 
concussion of immaterial substances. 
It proved, indeed, to be a danger of 
a more positive and actual kind. 
Our traveller perceived, in a few 
minutes, that the noise proceeded 
from three drunken gentlemen who 
were returning from a neighboring 
debauch, and urging their horses for
ward at the summit of their speed 
with shouts and gestures, which 
gave them the appearance of demo-

The foremost perceiving Danny 
Mann, pulled up his horse with a 
violent check, and the others, as 
approached imitated his example. 
The animals (which were worthy of 
kinder masters) appeared to parti
cipate in the intoxication of their 
riders. Their eyes flared, their 
mouths were hid in foam, qnd they 
snorted in impatient scorn of the 
delay to which they were subjected.

"Tally!" cried the first who gal
loped up. "Ware bailiff! Who are 
you?”

“A poor man, sir, dat’s going de 
road to"—

"Hoicks! A bailiff! Come! come 
away ! Don’t I know you, you limb 
of mischief? Give me out your pro
cesses. or I’ll beat you Into jelly. 
Kneel down there on the road until 
I ride over you!"

"Dat de hands may stick to me, 
sir, if I have a process in de 
world."

“Kneel down, I say!" repeated the 
drunken horseman, shaking his whip 
loose, and applying it several times 
with all his might to the shoulders 
of the recusant. "Lie down on the 
road until I ride over you,' and 
trample your infernal brains out."

“Pmk him! Sweat him! Pink the 
rascal!" cried another horseman, 
rascal!" cried another horseman, 
naked sword. “Put up your whip, 
Connolly; out with your sword, man 
and let us pink the scoundrel.**

“Do as Creagh bids; you Connol
ly," exclaimed a third, who was as 
drunk again as the other two. "Out 
with your blade, and pi-pink the 
ras-rascal.”

There was nothing for it but 
run, and Danny took' to his heels 
like a fawn. This measure, how
ever, gave a new zest to the sport. 
The gentlemen galloped after him 
w^th loud shouts of "Hoicks!" and 
"Tally!" and overtook him at a 
part of the road which was enclosed 
by hedges too close and high to ad
mit of any escape into the fields. 
Knowing well the inhuman despera
tion with which the gentlemen of the 
day were accustomed to follow up 
freaks of this kind Danny felt his 
heart sink as low as if he had been 
pursued by a rooted enemy. While 
he glanced in terror from one side 
to another, and saw himself cut off 
from all chance of safety, he receiv
ed a blow on the head from the 
loaded handle of a whip, which stun
ned, staggered and finally laid him 
prostrate on the earth.

"I have him," shouted hie pur
suer. "Here he is, as cool as char
ity. I'll trample the rascal’s brains 
out." »

So saying he reined up his horse, 
and endeavored, by every species of 
threat and entreaty to make the 
chafed and fiery steed set tlown his 
iron hoof on the body of the pros

trate lord; but the animal true to 
that noble instinct which disting
uishes the more generous individuals 
of his species, refused to fall in with 
the bloody humor of his rider. Ho 
set his feet apart, demi-vaulted to 
either side, and would not, by any 
persuasion or sleight of horseman
ship, be prevailed upon to injure the 
fallen man.

Danny recovering from the stun
ning effects of the blow, and perceiv
ing the gentlemen hemming him 
round with their swords, now sought 
in an appeal to their mercy, that 
security which he could not obtain* 
by flight. He knelt before them lift
ed up his hands, and implored in 
accents which would have been irre
sistible by any but drunken gentle
men .on a pinking frolic. But his 
cries were drowned in the savage 
shouts of his belcaguerers. Their 
swords gathered round him in a 
fearful circle, and Creagh commenc
ed operations by a thrust in the 
arm, which left a gash of nearly 
half an inch in depth. His compan
ions, who did not possess the same 
dexterity in the exercise of the 
weapon, and were nevetheless equal
ly free of its use, thrust so fre
quently, and with so much awk
wardness, that the unfortunate de
formed ran a considerable risk of 
losing his life. He had already re
ceived several gashes in the face and 
was growing faint with pain and 
anxiety, when the voice of a fourth 
horseman was heard at a little dis
tance, and young Hardress Cregan, 
as little self-possessed as the rest. 
galloped into the group. He drew 
his small sword, flourished it in the 
moon-light with a fierce halloo! that 
was echoed far away among the 
lakes and mountains, and prepared 
to join in the fun. But one glance 
was sufficient to enable him to rec
ognize his servant.

“Connolly, hold! Hold off, Creagh. 
Hold, or I’ll stab you!" he* cried 
aloud, while he struck up their 
swords with passion. "How dared 
you set upon my servant? You are 
both drunk! go home, or I’ll hàsh 
you!"

"Drunk!" said his father, "pup- 
puppy! wha-what do you call d-d- 
drunk? D-d-d-’ you day I’m drunk? 
Eh?" And he endeavored, but with
out much success, to aflsume a 
steady and dignified posture in his 
saddle.

"No, sir." said Hardress, who 
merited his own censure as richly 
as any one present; “but a—the — 
these two gentlemen are."

“D’ye hear that, Creagh?” said 
Connolly. "Come along, and show 
him if we’re drunk. Look here, Mis
ter Slender-limbs! Do you see that 
road?"

“I—I do," said Hardress, who 
might have conscientiously sworn to 
the seeing more than one.

"And do you—look here— do you 
see this horse?"

"I do," said Hardress, with some 
gravity of deliberation.

“And do you see me?" shouted the 
querist.

“He raised his desperate foot 
On stirrup side, and gazed about."

“Vc-very well! You see that road, 
and you see my horse, and you see 
me! Ve-very well. Now, could a 
drunken man do this? Ye-hotcks ! 
Come! come! come away! —hoicks !" 
And so saying, he drove the rowels 
into his horse’s flanks, stooped for
ward on his seat, and galloped a- 
way with a speed that made the 
night air whistle by his ears. He 
was followed at an emulative iate 
by Hyland Creagh and the elder Cre-

Hardress now assisted the afflicted 
Danny to mount behind him, and 
putting spurs to his horse, rode af
ter his companions at a pace but 
little inferior, in point of speed, to 
that which they had used.

Arrived at the cottage, he bade 
Danny follow him to the drawing
room, where there was a cheerful 
fire. The other gentlemen, in the 
meantime, had possessed themselves 
of the dining-parlor, and were sing
ing, in astounding chorus, the mel
ody which begins with this verso:—

“Come—each jolly fellow
That loves to be mellow,

Attend unto me, and sit easy;
One jorum in quiet,

My boys, we will try it;
Dull thinking will make a man 

crazy."

The ladies, who had spent the 
evening out, were not yet returned, 
and Hardress, much against the will 
of the affrighted boatman, insisted 
upon Danny's taking his seat before 
the fire in Mrs. Cregan’s arm-chair.

“Sit down there!" he exclaimed, 
seizing him with violence by the col
lar, and forcing him into the seat. 
“Know fellow, that if I bid you sit 
on a throne, you are fit to fill it! 
You are a king, Danny!" he added, 
standing unsteadily before his ser
vant, with one hand thrust between 
his ample shirt-frills, and the other 
extended in an oratorical attitude, 

‘you are a ldng in heart, though

not in birth. But, tush, as Sterne 
says, ‘are we not all relations ?' 
Look at this hand! I admire you, 
Danny Mann! I respect, I venerate 
you; I think you a respectable per
son in your class; respectable in 
your class; and what more could be 
expected from a king? I admire, I 
love you, Danny!' You are a king 
in heart, though not," he repeated, 
lowering the tone of his eulogy, 
while he fixed his half-closed eyes 
upon the deplorable figure of the 
little lord, "though not in appear-

Anybody who could contemplate 
Danny’s person at this moment, 
might have boldly joined in the as
sertion that he was not a "king in 
appearance." The poor hunchback 
sat forward in the chair In a crouch
ing attitude, half terrified, and ab
ashed by the finery with which he 
was surrounded. His joints were 
stiffened from the cold, his dress 
sparkling with hoar-frost, and his 
face of a wretched white wherever it 
was not discolored by the clothed 
blood. At every noise he half start
ed from his seat, wrth the exclama
tion: "Tunder alive; it’s de mis- 
sez!"

"Nancy!" Hardress said address
ing the old woman who came to an
swer the bell; "Nancy, draw tha€ 
table near to the fire, there, and 
slip into the dining-parlor, do you 
hear? and bring here the whisky, a 
jug of hot water, a bowl, two 
glasses and a lemon. Don’t say a 
word to the gentlemen; ‘I’ll take & 
quiet glass hero In comfort with 
Danny."

"With Danny!" exclaimed the old 
woman, throwing up her hands.

“Oh, dat I mightn’t sin, master, 
if I dare do It,” said Danny, spring
ing out of the chair. "I'll bo kilt 
by de missez."

(To bo continued.)

SICKLY BABIES.
Weak, sickly babies are a great 

trial to mothers. They need con
stant care both night and day and 
soon wear the mother out. Baby’s 
little stomach is the cause of most, 
of the trouble; it iff very weak, and 
in conseq/uence very easily upset. 
Baby’s Own Tablets will cure all 
baby troubles. They are mildly lax
ative and give prompt relief. Con
cerning them Mrs. R. J. Balfour, 
Omemee, Ont., says: "I^have used 
Baby’s Own Tablets for stomach, 
troubles and constipation from 
which my little girl suffered and 
they entirely cured her. They pro
duced sound, refreshing sleep, and I 
regard them as indispensible in any 
home where there are little ones.”

Mothers from all parts of Canada 
write in favor of Baby’s Own Tab
lets, proving1 the claim that they are 
the very best medicine for all the 
minor ills of infants an^oung chil
dren. Guaranteed to ■Contain no opi
ate. Price 25 cents a box at all 
druggists or direct from The Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, 
Ont.

IRISAI IMMIGRATION.

The immigration figures of arri
vals at the port of New York during 
the first five months of 1903 indi
cate that for the entire year there 
will be an increase of twenty per 
cent, in the number of Irish Immi
grants compared with a year ago. 
For the year ending with June, 
1902, the total Irish immigration 
was 29.138, and an increase in it 
this year of one-fifth would make 
about 35,000.

Premium
TO

Subscribers.

We oiler as a premium 
to each Subscriber a neatly 
bound copy of the Golden 
Jubilee Book, who will send 
the names and cash for 5 
new Subscribers to the True 
Witness.

This is a splendid op
portunity to obtain a most 
interestin'* chronicle of thé 
work of Irish Catholics 
Priests and/ laymen in 
Montreal during the past 
Fifty y far sj \
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