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OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

OHAPTER LXVII- ContInuiED.

P little you know what bother they
sre, me'si,” eald she, twistlng nr her
sbondant black helr, which bed fsllen
sbout ber ehouldevs, ¢ When Misther
Hugh nn' Misther Klely fired at the birds
in the turnipe & while sgo, that fellow was
mekin’ off over the ditch to get bimse'f
shot. An’ there he ls now, an’ if the rope
chepces to get round his neck, he'll get
bimse'f bung, Au’ look at his father
wa'kin’ on, an’ never lookin’ back, or
thioub'in’ his heed wbout him. This ls
the way my hcart do be broke from
mornin’ till pight. No, ma'sm ; ’tis
harder to resr wan boy tban tweuty

rle,”

#Yon'll have twenty bairels to the scre
here, Bill,” Hugh Kearney observed, look.
ing rcund st the stacks, sfter feellog the
welight of a sheaf of the oate.

“ About that, sir,” returned Bllly, in bis
old solemn way.

“ You’re a worderful man,” continued
Hugh. “This Is the very spot Richard
stood In the dsy he left the leg of bis
trousers in the bog-hole ; aud look at that
crop of oats !”

¢ And all becsuse the land §s bis own
for ever,” observed Dr. O'Connor.

‘' While graes grows an' wather rucs,
sir,” rejolued Billy Heffornan, * Mlsther
Lloyd isughed at me whin I axed a lase
for ever of euch & spot, But Sam Somer-
field wanted him to go to law wud me an’
break the lase whin he see the good I was
gettin’ uvid, Heesld 'twas a bad ex-
smple to the countbry, an’ that 'twould
put dapgerous notious into the people’s
mirds. Au’there is Sam him:e'f wndout
a eod of ground now ; an’ Misther Bob le
there yet.”

¢'Ts reallv remarkable,”” Hugh ob-
served, * that Bob Lloyd is the ouly land-
lord for miles around here who has escaped
the Incumbered Estates Court,”

% Bacaunse bis tinants had the land for
the value, an’ long lases,” returned Billy,
“ Au’ they wor always able to meet thelr
plnts, aud to moke up money for him
whin he was in a hoult, An’ there fs
Yallow Sam, that hunted every tinant he
had, sn’ I’'m tould his property was sould
egin t’other day for three times as much
as it was bought for the fizet time,”

¢ That’s a fact,” satd Edmund, * And
it does look a little bard, that, efter all
their devotion to Eogland, thislaw should
bave been introduced just when the value
of landed property wae at the lowest ebb.
In fact, lt?ooiu very like robbery.”

“ The Irleh landlords were encoureged to
exterminate the people,” eald Dr. O'Con-
nor, *and when the work was done many
of themselves were exterminated. Eog
land cares just as little for them as for the
people.”

“Mr, Somerfield’s friende, however,”
Hugh remarked, * did not quite forget his
services, You know he 1 a stipendlary
megistrate.”

*"He whined frightfully,” rald Eimund,
% at being obliged to give up Wocdlande.
It is strange that the most callous and
merciless tyrauts are the most abject
hounds when it comes to thelr own turn
to meet the fate which 1t was thelr glory
to luflict on others. Poor Slr Garrett
m'ght bave been moved to give him a
lease cnly for those gables.” And Ed-
mund poiated to several gables that stood
lke Jarge hendetones, ecattered over a
firent cheep walk along the side of & hill
within view of where they etood. Mr.
Somerfizld bad left a solitary gable stand-
ing, of every roof tree he had swept from
the face of the land, and these he was
wont to poini to wiih the pride of an
Indian warrior displayiog the ecalpe of bis
foes.

“If we had the bogs itse’f,” sald Billy
Heffernen, “some uv us at an rate might
do scme good, But they’d rather lave
%m to the cranes tbhen give ’em to the
Christians. What bave [ but the fag end
uv a bog? An,’ begor, I wouldn't gtveld
this miuute for the best farm in the parish
wudout gecurlty.”

“You are right,” sald Hugh Kearney,

“'Ty3 of'en I thought uv ould Phil
Morris’s worde,” continued Billy Heffer.
nan, “ that there was nothin’ like securlty
to give a man courzge. Look at Mat
Dovoven, an’ becase he bad them few
perches that his grandfather fenced ia ba
tuce the two roads, when ’twas on’y a
hape nv stones an’ o lough uv wather, an’
soo how he kep’ his grip, An’ Tom
Hogan an’ tho rert uv ’em swep’ away
like that,” added Bllly, taking a bandful
of chuff from the bottom of bis cart ard
letting {t fly with the wind. “Wo! Kit!
Come, Neliy, up wad you on that butt uv a
stack an’ throw me the shaves, ’Twill be
tight enough on us to bave id all in afore
nightfall.”

* No more shootisg to day,” sald Grace,
putting her srm in ber busband’s.
% Arthur and Mary are staying for dinner ;
8> march!”

Two gentlemen on horeeback puiled up
suddenly ms they were passing ¢ Tom
Hogan's gete,” as it was still called.

“Tuhat fa Me Lloyd,” eaid Grace,
“ But who 1o that with bim 7"

“1don'tknow,” Hugheplied, * They
are calling to some oune.”

1t was to the man who hed rolled the
stone luto the field, He raiced his head
listle on heariog Mr. Lloyd’s volce,
snd Jantod wwarde the gate, as if walting
to kuuw what he wanted, He had been
eitting on the stone with bis face burled in
his hsnds, and muet have remained
wotionlees for some time, as the theep
were grazng quite cloze to him, one or
two looking carlously at him, and almoet
touching him with thelr noses. But the
moment he observed Mr. Lloyd's com.
panion, he stood up quickly, and, afier
touching bis cap, dropped hls arms by his
eide aud stoed at atteatlon.

“How are you Hogan 1" said the gen-
tleman.

%] hope you're well, captaln,” wae the

reply.
% What fancy have you taken to sitting
there I Mr. Lloyd asked. * We saw you
from the top of the hill, and didn’t know
what to make of you till we came tv the
gate bere,”

Jemmy Hogan’s eye moistened ; but his
check flushed, and he seemed ashamed of
being detected in giving way to such
weakness,

%2 Twas a foollsh notlom,” he rep'ied st
last, emillng somewbat grimly,

“I wae g to mk you why you
zolled u-t':‘:nvy stone into the IJJ,"
sald Dz, O'Connor, for they bsd all come
u‘: by this time, and were sbaking hande
with the two horse men.

Jemmy Hogan walked, or rsther
stumped, to the gate—for be bhad a
woodl:n leg — before he replied. He
graeped the top of the gate, and rested
his forebead upon bis bande, just as bis
father had done the might he told Pbil
Laby that “bis heart was stuck ” in that
little farm.

* He {s faioting,” Mary observed in an
avzlous whisper to her bushand, who
approached the gate, and ssked the young
man if he were {il.

4 No, slr,” be answered, recovering him-
relf; YI'm ot to eay very strong, but
I'm not {11.”

His lips were quite pale, and his yellow
cheeks looked hollow and worn, What a
contrast to the hspdsome youth who
leaped to Mat Donovan's side at the
worde, % Come here, Jemmy Hogan,”
that Sandsy long sgo In Maurice Kear-
ney’s kiln ficld, when Tom Cuddehy’s
desertion of his party changed the burling
of the “tow sides” lnto what Phil Laby
called a % promiscuous match !”

“You exerted yourself too much roll-
ing that beavy stone,” sald the doctor.

“No, sir, no; 'twaen’t that,” returned
Jemmy Hogan, *“I was tryln’ could I
make out the exact epot where the ould
house stocd. An’ then I took a fancy to
sit down where I used to sit when I was a
listle boy, in the corner inslde my
mother. 8o I rowled over that etone an’
eat on id, till I thought I felt the hate uv
the fire an' my mother’s band on my
head. I b'lisve ’twas the breath uv the
sheep that made me think I felt the hate ;
for | wss someway half asleep. An’ when
the thruth cawe back sudden on me, an’ I
see the grass an’ the sheep, instead uv the
blez'n’ fire an’ my mother's emile, id gave
me a chaoge, I bllleve,” esid Jemmy
Hogan, as he took off his cap and wiped
the (ihop. of perspiration from bis fore-

en

¢ O Arthur !’ Mary exclalmed, as, over-
come by her emotion, she rested her fore-
head agalost his shoulder, * it lsawful!”

Grace grasped Hugh’s arm with both
her bands, snd fixed her eyes pityingly on
Jemmy Hogan's face, but did not spesk.

Captaln French's horse, at the moment,
begau to plunge violently, acd the ladies
were about runriog down the road in
thelr terror, when they saw a wild-looking
cow rucnning towards them,

% Stop her!” was shouted in a loud
volce, but in & manner which would lead
to the belief that the speaker coneldered
the party at Tom Hogan’s gate were there
for the speclal purpose of stoppiog runs-
way cows. Hugh dlsengsged %lmlelf
from the little bands that clutched his
arm go firmly, and, going & faw yards to
meet the cow, brought her to a stand with
little difficulty.

“I’m afther buvin’ her from Mat Dono-
van,” eaid Wat Marphy the butcher, in a
quiet way, ‘“‘an’ she turned at the cross
and med off for home. I was thryin’to
buy anotber frem him, but he’s axin’ too
wmuch,”

“She’s a nice cow,” Hogh remarked,
“and in good condition,”

Mat himself appeared at thls juncture,
acd st the same time his wife was seen
rucning down the hill to meet bim. Bat,
on szelng the gentlemen on horseback,
she stopped short and turned baek again.
She had been wondering what was keep
fog Mat out so long beyond his usual
diosner-hour, bat Wat Murphy and the
cow was a sufficlent explanation, and she
bastened home, blushing at belng ob-
served by the gentlemen,

“Why,” sald the captain, “ that{s the
gltl poor Sergeant Baxter lost his senses
about.”

* She {s Mat Donovan’s wife now,” re-
turced Mr, Lloyd.

‘ Well, Mat,” sald the captaln, “I can
never have & cast of a sledge with you
again.”

“'m sorry for id, ¢ir,” Mat replied ;
and his haart smote bim for having beaten
tho captain that day in the kilo-field.
“I'm sorry for id, sir,” he repeated, look
iog at bim, almost with the tears in his
eyea, For Captain French bad ouly oue
alm Now.

“Dy you have a hurliog stlll?” he
acked, “ Wegotsome emart fellows from
about here,”

“'The hurlers are gone,” replied Mat,
looking around upon the great pasture
fielde with scarcely a house withia view,

“ By George,” seid the captaln, ‘*if thls
gort of thing goes on there will be an end
of ¢ megulficent Tipperary’ in the Eog-
lish azmy.”

“1 was just golog to remark,” Ed.
mund Kiely observed, “‘that you and
Jemmy Hogsn would make a very sug-
gestive vlcture in illustration of thatsame
*moguificent Tipperary.’”

“ How is that 1"’ Captaln French asked.

“ Why,” Edmund replied, “ he has come
bome with one leg, after shedding his
blood in the service of England, to find
the eheep grezlng on his father’s hearth.
Ard gou come home with one arm, to
find a stranger in your father's halls.”

¢ Au’ his property eowld for one.sixth
uv the value,” added Wat Murphy, who
was a privilged person. *“The divil’s
core to the landlords. Au Irlsh Parlia.
ment wouldn’t thrate ’em that way, Awn’
still they’re agin thelr counthry.”

“By G=——," the captaln muttered, ab.
sently, as If he were talking to himself,
* that's just what they tell me my poor
father said when he was dylog of a broken
heart.”

“Come and dine with us,” sald Bob
Lloyd to Edmund — for the rest of the
pariy had moved on towards home.
“We have a log of mutton, and every-
thiog elegant.”

“I'm after promlsing M, Kearney to
take an early dinner with her,” returned
Edmund. ‘' And, by the way, I must
send & messenger to tell my wife, or she
will think I bave been awallowed up in a
bog-hole.”

% Not shot from behind a hedge 1" the
captain observed.

“No,” Eimund answerad, as he walked
on to overtakc his frlends. * She is too
loug now in Tipperary for nonsense of
that sort.”

They hed stopped to walt for him at
Mat Donovan’s clipped hedge,

“ What i3 the matter with you”
Atthur O'Connor asked, seeing the tears
in his <ife’s mild eyes,

‘1t {s such a sad pleture,” che replled,
locking along the lonely road ¢ So dif-

ferent from what It used to be,”

“There are glesma of suvshinein it,”
he snewered.

% Where are they 1"

He polnted to Bllly Heffernan snd bis
wife snd chbildzen, 1n the cornfield, whieb,
s few yoare before was a profitless moor,

%“Jt1s an omen,” eald Hugh Kearney.
“Tae Leish people will never be rooted out
of Ireland, Cromwell could not do it;
the butchers of Elfzabeth could mot do

”

% But there ls & more deadly system at
work now,” returned the doctor. * The
country is sllently bleeding to death.”

“Not to desth,” rejoined Hogh Kear-
pey., “Thoss of her people who are
forced to fly sre not lost to Ireland, And
those who clicg to her are ad ancing In
knowledge and intelligence. The people
are becoming an educated and a thinking
people. When Billy Heffernan's sons
grow to maubood they will in msny
respects be different men from their
father.”

% Apd wounld you esy he will be a
superior man to bis father ?"’ Grace seked,
pointing over the clipped bedge.

Mat Dsnovan stocd under the cheery:
tree, holding the young “stone thrower”
high up among the branches, while his
mother glenced up at him — with the
identical smile of the little Beasy Morris
of old, when ehe used to glance at the
cherries on her away from echool; aud
his grandmotber clapped her hands to
attrect the attentlon of the del'ghted
youngeter, who crowed aud kicked and
plunged so vigorously that Mat declared
‘twas like holdicg a little bull,

“Yes,” sald Hugh, in reply to Grace’s
question, “he, too, will be ahead of his
father—at leaet of what his father was in
hia early youth, For Mat s now a really
intelligent man, and s adding to bis stock
of knowledge every day.”

“That {s another glesm of supshine,”
said Mary, her face iighted up now,and her
eyes almost danciog with pleasure sa she
contemplated the group under the cherry
tree.

And when che turped to the desr cld
cottsge, and saw the blue emoke gliding
up sbove {ts shelterlng trees, end her
father, bale and ruddy, comingto meet
them, and her mother ot the door, * won-
dering "’ what was keeplng them so long,
ard her own fair children gemboling upon
the soft grass, avd ber generous brother
with bis bright liitle wife clloging so lov-
ingly to him—that was a gleam—nay, a
very flood—cf suvsbive too, And in
Mary’s home and ia her heart there was
sunshine, bright, warm, and unclouded.

“Whack !” Maarica Kearney ealled
out, ¢ didn’t I tell you never to milk that
cow without putting the spancel on her 1

“0O father, why don’t you call her by
her right name?” sald Mary, sppesring a
little ehocked.

“ You may call her Mrs. Barney Brod-
herlck 1if you llke,” returned Maurice
Kearney, “but I'll call her Whack,”

Grace and Mary sat in the drawing
room, fecliog somewhat lonely, they
could not tell why, when they were
startled by a ringiog knock at the hall-
door, which was quickly followed by a
rioglog laugh, ang Mrs. Edmund Klely
had admlnistered a kiss and & hug to each,
before they could recover from their pur-
prise. Of course it wae just like her to
set off for Balllnaclash, when Barney
announced to her that Edmnnd was
staying there for dloner. She flung her
closk on one chalr, and her hat on
another; and not a soul under the
old cottage roof—from Barney, eucking
his “dudheen” in tbe kitchen chlm
ney corner, to young Maurice, blowlng
bubbles and thumplog urcle Dan'i nose in
his cradle in the nursery—that dld not
feel the iufluence of her presence. Old
Maurice rubbed bis hands ard shrugged
his shoulders In a perfect ecstacy of delight,
and lost no time In asking her to play hls
favourite tunes and eing hls favourlte
songs—which she did tili the tears ran
down bis cheeks,

And the old cottage was “filled with
muele ;” and thelr hearts overflowed with
deep and tranquil happiness.

Mary saw the light shine out from Mat
Donovan’s little wisdow, a d thought of
the dresm of the Past from which 1t bad
awakened her long ego, as the sat there in
the cold moonlight. And what a bright
future was In store for her afierall !

Taere was onother dreamer awakeved
by the light from Mat Donovan’s window
that eame moonlight night. And now,
almost from the very spot where he lay in
the black, lonesome moor, the light from
Mat Donovean’s window s seen by & bappy
household, basking in the ruddy glow of a
bogwood fire. The change 18 llke what we
read of in falry tales, Lf poor Mick Bricn
could revisit the glimpses of the moon, he
could scarcely believe that it was the dreary
spct where be lay for hours weditating a
deed of blood.

“Come,” eays Nelly, “I promised Besay
we'd go up to-vight., An’brin’ the flate,”

Billy Heffernan took down his hat from
the elk’s horns and meekly obeyed.

“1'll go,” exclalned young Matty Hef
fernan fndependently,

“ No, you won’t,” returned his mother.
“Stay wud Norah, an’ help her to mind
your little brothers, Give him the fife,”
she added, on seelog Matty chowlog symp-
toms of rebellion.

“I'll go see grandmother,” he persated.
“ She'll glve me honey.”

“You can stay all day o’ Sunday at
your grandmother’s,” sald Nelly, * But
you must stop an’ mizcd the house to-
night. An’ there I8 the fife, an’ you can
play tlll you’re tired.”

“ Well, Billy,” said Mat Donovan,  did
you hear any sthrange news yestherday 9"

“Not a word,” he repiied. “ButI
never see a town that’s gone like Clo’mel.
I remember whon I could hardly get
through the streots wud loade uv corn ;
an’ now there’s nothin’ doln’ there. The
mills nearly all idle, an’ the stores an’
half the shops shut up. "Twas well Phil
Morris ueed to say ’twas the corn made a
town uv Clo’mel.”

“Nelly, you must bring in the kettle
and fill out the tes,” sald Bessy. ¢ This
fellow won’t go to sleep for me,”

Nelly prepared the tes, of which all
present partook, except Bllly Heffernan,
before whom his mother ln-law placed a
huge mu; of milk,

* Have you theflute ?"” Mat acked, as
the Americen clock on the chimney pleca
struck elght

¢ Let us come out to the kitchen,” re.
torned Billy Heffernan,

* Arthur, stop for a moment,” sald
Mary, an hour later, as they reached the

top of the bill on their way home, “ Oan

§t be that Annie’s volce onuld reash this?
The drawirg-room windows sre opes,
and I reslly think I cen hesr the singieg.”

Dz, 0'Connor reined in the horses,
listened with some eurlosity.

“Qh, 1t {s from Mat Donovan’s,”” Mary
observed. “And I am much mistaken if
it i not Billy Heffernan's flute,”

%“Wiy,” ssld Arthur, when they had
driven on s little further, “ there is noth-
fng but music to night. Do you bear the
fife from Billy Heffernan’s own house,
too 1"

“It is very pleasant,” returned Mary.
% Thank God, there are happy homes in
Tipperary still | But "—she added, sadly,
aa she turned round, and looked slong the
two low whitish welle that reached from
“the cross” to Mat Donovan'e—* but
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THE END,

A BANK FRAUD,

A BTORY WHEREIN THE READER
MUST FIND HIS OWN MORAL

By Rudyard Kipliug.

If Reggle Burke were in Indla now, he
would resent this tale belog told ; but as
he is in Hong Kong and won't see 1t, the
tellieg is safe, Ho was the men who
worked the big fraud on the Siud and
Slaikote Back. He was mausger of &
up-country Branch, and asound practical
mon wich a large experlence of native loan
snd loeursnce work, He could combine
the fiivolities of ordlvary life with bis
work, and do well.  Reggle Burke rode
snything that would let him get up,
dsnced as neatly as he rode, and was
wanted for every sort of amusement in
the Statlon,

As he enid to bimself, and as many men
found out rather to thelr surprise, there
were two Barkes, both very much at your
sorvice, ¢ Regle Burke,” batween four
ond ten, ready for anyibing from a hot-
wator gymkhana to a riding-plcoic ; and,
between ten and four, “ Mr. Reginald
Burke, Manzger of the Sind and Sialkote
Branch Bunk, You might plsy polo
with him one sfternoon and hear hlm
express his oplnlons when a man crossed ;
and you might call on him next moruing
to raise a two thousand rupee losn on a
five houndred pound insurance policy,
eighty pounds pald in premiums. He
would recognize you, but you would bave
some trouble in recogn!zing bim.

The Directors of the Bank—it had !ts
he:d quarters in Calcutta and its General
Moanager’s word carrled welght with the
Government — picked thbelr men well.
They had tested Reggie up to a falrly
eevere breaking-strain. They trusted him
just as much as Directors ever trust
Managers. You must see for ycureelf
whether thelr trust was misplaced.

Reggle’s Branch was in a big Station,
snd worked with the usual etsff—one
Maneger, one Accountant, but English,
a Cashier, and a horde of native clerks;
besides tha Police patrol at nights outslde.
The bulk of its work, for it wae a thriv.
iog dlstrict, was hoondi and accommoda
tion of all kinds. A fool has mo grip of
this sort of business ; and a clever msn
who does not go about among hls clients,
and know more than a little of thelr
offalrs, {s worse than a fool. Ruggle
wes young-looking, clean.shaved, with a
twinkle in his eye, aud a head that noth-
fvg short of a gallon of the Gunner's
Maderla could meke any impression on.

Oae day, at & b'g dinner, he announced
casually tbat the Directors had sbifted on
to bim a Natural Carlosty, from Eog-
land, fn the Accountant line, He was
perfectly correct. Mr. Silas Rlley, Ac
couutant, was a most curlous animal—a
long, gawky rawboned Yorkshireman, full
of the savage self conceit that hlossoms
only in the best county in Eogland.
Arrogauce w2s a mild word for the mental
sttftude of Mr, 8. Riley., He had worked
himeelf up, after seven years, to a Cachier’s
position in a Hudderefield Bank ; and all
his experlence lay among the factorles of
the Nurth, Perhaps he wounld have doue
better on the Bombay side, where they
are bappy with one-half per cent. profits,
nnd money is cheap. He was uselews for
Upper Indla and & wheat Province, where
& man wants a large head and a touch of
tmaginstion if he 1s to turn out a satisfac.
tery hbalance sheet.

He was wonderfully narrow minded in
business, and, belng new to the country,
hsd no wotion that Indian banking is
totally distinet from Home work, Like
most clever self-made meo, he bad much
elmplicity in hia nature ; aud, somehow or
othey, had construed the ordinarily polite
terme of his letter ¢f engagement into a
beltef that the Directors bad chosen him
on account of his speclal and brilllant
talents, sud that they set great store by
bim, Tbls notlon grew and crystailzud,
thue adding to bis natural North country
concelt, Farther, he was delicate, suffered
from some trouble in his chest, and was
short in bs temper,

You wili admit that Reggle had reason
to call his new Accountant a Natural
Curlosity, The two men falled to hit it
off at all.  Riley considered Reggis a wild,
feather headed ldlot, given to Heaven
only knew what dissipation ia low places
called ** Messes,” and totally unfit for the
serlous and solemn vocation of bankiog,
He could never get over Reggle’s look of
youtd, and his supercilious air; aud he
could not understand Reggie's friends—
clean bullt, careless men in the Army—
who rode over to blg Sanday breakfasts
at the Bank, aud tuld sultry stories till
Riley got up and left the room, Rlley
wase alwaye showlng Reggle how the basi.
nees ought to be conducted, and Reggle
had more than once to remind him that
seven years' limited experlence between
Hudderefield and Bevexly did not qualify
a man to steer a blg up country business,
Then Riley sulked, and referred to him.
self as a plllar of the Bank and a cherished
friend of the Directors, and Roggle tore
bis hair. If a man’s Eaglich subordinates
fall bim In this country, he comes to a
hard time Indeed, for native help hasstrict
limitstions, In the winter Riley went
sick for weeks at a tlme with his lung
complaint, and this threw mcre work on
Keggie. But he preferred it to the ever.
lasting frictlon when Riley was well,

One of the Travelling Inspectors of the
Bank discovered these collapses and re.
ported them to the Directors, Now Riley
nid been foisted on the Bank by an M. P,
who wanted the support of Riley’s father,
who, again, was anxions to get bis son out
to a warmer climate, because of his lunga,

Ths M. P, had interest in the bank ; but
one of the Directors wanted to advance

nomines of bis own ; and, after Riley’s
father bad dled, be made the sest of the
Boad see tbat an Accountsnt who was
sick for balf the year had better give place
to & bealthy mau, If Riley bad known
the real story of his appointment be might
bave bebaved better ; but, knowing noth.
ing, bis stretcbes of sickuess, slternated
with the restiess, peuhun!1 meddling irri
tatlon of Reggle snd all the hundred
ways in which concelt, in 8 subordinate
situsti>n, can fiud play. Reggle used to
call him strikipg snd baircurling names
behind bis back ss & relief to his own foel.
inge ; but he never abused him to his face,
because he sald : * Riley s such a frall
beast that half of his loathsome conceit ia
due to palue in the chest.”

Late one Aprll, Riley went very slck
Indeed, The doctor punched him and
thumped bim, end told bim be would be
better before long. Then the doctor yenl
to Reggle and esid : “ Do you know bow
sick your Accountant 13 7’ ¢ No !" sald
R-ggle—" The worse the better, confound
him! He's s clacking nuisance when he’s
well, I'll let you tske away the Bavk
Safe If you can drog him silent for this
hot weather.”

But the Doctor did not laugh, ¢ Man,
I'm not joking,” be sald, ¢ I'll give bim
suother three month’s fa bis bed and &
week or so more to die in, On my honor
sud reputation that's all the grace he has
fo tbls world. Consumption has bold of
bim to the marrow.”

Reggle’s face chauged at once into the
face of “ Mr. Reginald Barke,” and he an-
swered : % What cen 1 do ?”  “Nothing,”
sald the doctor, * For sll practical pur-
poses tho man Is dead already.” Keep
ntw quiet avd cheerful aud tell him be’s
goipg to 1ecover. That's all. T'll look
after him to the end, of coures,”

The doctor went away, sud Reggie sat
down to open his evesing mail, Hle first
letter was opve frows the D rectors, fotl-
meting for his informatiun tbai Me. Riley
was to resign, under a mouth's notl ¢, by
the terms of bis agreement, tellicy R ggle
that their letier to Riley would follow,
and advising Roggle of the comivg of &
new Accountant, » man whom Reggle
koew and lked.

Roggle lit a cheroot, and, bzfore he had
finisbed smokiog he bad eketched the ont-
llae of s fraud. He put away—
¢ burked "—the Director’s l:tter, and
wect in to talk to Riley who wae as un-
graclous as ususl, and fretting bimeelf
over the way the Bank would run durlng
his 11lness. He never thought of ihe extra
work on Reggie’s shoulders, bat & lely of
the damage to his own prospects of ad-
vancement. Then Reggle assured bim
that everything would be well acd that he,
Reggle, would confer with Riley daly on
the mansgement of the Bauk. Riley was
s little soothed, but he hinted in as many
words that he dld not thisk much of
Reggio’s business capacity. Reggle was
humble., And he had letters in hls desk
from the Directors that a Gllharte or s
Hardle might have been proud of !

The days passed in the big darkened
house, and the Directors’ letter of dla
missal to Rlley came and was put away
by Reggle who, every evening, brought
the books to Rliley’s room, avd showed
him what hed been going forward, while
Riley enarled. Reggle did bis best to
make statements pleadng t> Rlley, but
the Accountant was eure that the Bank
was going to rack and ruin witbout blw,

Ia June, as the lylog in bed told on his
spirlt, he aecked whetber bls absence had
been noted by the Directors, and Reggle
sald that they had wrltten most eympa-
thetic letters, hoping that he would be able
to reeume hls vainable eervices before
long. He showed Riley the letters ; and
Riley eald that the Directors onghtto have
written to blm direct. A few daye later,
Reggle opened Rlley’s mall in tbe balf-
Itght of the room, and gave him the eheet
—uot the envelope—ot & letter to Riley
from the Directors, Riley eald he wauld
thank Roggle not to interfere with his
private papers, especially as Reggle knew
he was too Weak to opea hls own letters.
Reggie apolog'zez:i.

Then Riley’s mood charged, and he

lectured R -ggle on his evii ways: his
horees and bis bad friends. “ Of course
lylog here, on my back, Mr, Burke, I
can’t keep you stralght; but when I'm
well, 1 do hope you'il pay some heed to
my worde.” Reggle, who had dropped
polo, avd dioners, and tennls, and ali to
atiend to Riley, eald that he was penitent
and settled Riley’s head on the pillow and
heard him fret and contradict in hard,
dry, hacking whispers, without a elgn of
impatierce, Thls at the end of a heavy
day's office work, doiog double duty, In
the latter half of June.
_ When the new Accountant came,
K-ggle told him the facts of the case, and
sunounced to Riley that he bad a guest
staylog with him, Riley eaid that he
might have had more couelderation than
to entertaln hla “doubtful friends” at
such a time,

Reggle made Carron, the new Account.
aot, cleep at the Olub in coneequence,
Oarron’s arrival took some of the heavy
work off his shoulders, and ke had time to
attend to Rally’s exactlone—to explaln,
soothe, Invent, settle and resettle the poor
wretch fn bed, and to forge complimen.
tary letters from Calcutta, At the end of
the first month, Riley wisted to send
some money home to his mother. R aggle
sent the draft, At the end of the second
month, Riley’s eslary came in just the
same, Reggle pald it ont of his own
pocket ; and, with it, wrote Riley a beauti-
ful letter from the Directore.

Riley was very ill indeed, but the flama
of his life barnt uosteadily, Now and
then he would be cheerful and confident
about the future, tketching plans for
golng Home and eeelng his mother,
Reggle listoned patlently when the offics
work wee over, and encouraged him.

At other times, Riley inststed on Reg-
gle readleg the Blble and grim % Meth-
ody” tracts to him, Out of these tracts
he polnted morala directed at his mwaunager,
But he alwags found time to worry Reggie
about the working of the Bank, and to
show‘hlm where the weak points lay.

This 1n-door, sick room life and con
staut strains wore Reggle down & good
deal, and shook hle nerves, and lowered
his billlard play by forty pofnts, But the
:J}:lsh:e;s of the l?nilnk and the bunslness of

6 slck room, to go on, t
glas fias 116° ia the Elfnds. I

At the end of the third month, Rilay
was e'nking fat, and had begun to realizs
thet he was very sick, But the conceit
Erom belering tho yoneddle, kept bim

N clleving the worst, ' He wants

some sort of mental stimulant If he s to
drag on,” ssid the doctor. *Keop bim
fnterested fu life if you care sbout bis
living.” 8> Riley, contrary to all the
laws of bustness and the finsuce, recelved
a 25.per.cent. ealary from the Directors.
The *‘mental stimulant” succeeded
beautifully, Riley was happy and cheer-
fal, and, ae {s ofteu the case in consump-
tlop, healthiest in mind when the body
kest, He llogered for o full
month, enarling and fretting about the
Bank, talking of the future, hearing the
Blble read, lecturivg Reggle on sin, and
wondering when he would be able to
move sbroad.

But at the end of September, one
mercilessly hot evening, be rose up in his
bed with a little gasp, acd sald quickly to
Reggia : “ Me. Barke, [ am golng to dle,
1 know it in myself. My cheut {s all bol.
Jow inelde, and there’s nothing to breathe
with. To the best of my knowledge I
have done nowt,”—he was returpiog to
the talk of bis boyhood—* to lle heavily
on my consclence. God be thanked, I
have been preserved from the grosser
furms of sin; acd I counsel you, Mr,
Burke, . .

Here his volce died down, and Reggle
gtooped over hiw,

¢ Send my ealary for September to my
mother. . . . . done great thioge
with the bank if I bad been spared, A
mistaken policy . . . . wuo fault of
mine. . "

Tken he turned his face to the wall and

Reggle drew the sheet over his face,
and went out into the veranda, with his
last ** mental stimulat ”—a letter of con-
dolence and sympathy from the Directors
—unueed in his pocket.

¢ If I'd been ouly ten minutes eariler,”
thcugut Reggle, ‘I might nave beart.
ened him up to pull through another

d.y’n Ay

GOOD OLD FATHER LACOMBEK,

From the Catholic News.

Jullan Ralph has an ardcle in Harper's
Weekly in which he pays a grand trivute
to Very Rev. Albert Lacombe, O M. I,
Vicar Goenersl of the diocese of St. Albert,
North Weat Territory, Canads, who accom-
panied Blehop Graadin to this couuntry
about three years ago. The history of
the conquest of the wilderness contalas no
more pathetic story than that of how the
kind old priest, Father Lacombe, warned
the Blackfoot Indlane agaiust the coming
of the pale faces, writes Mr. Ralph, He
went to the reservaticn and assembled the
leaders before him in council. He told
them that the white men were bullditg a
great railroad, and in a month their
workmen would be In that wvirglu
country. He told the wonderlvg red
men that among these laborers would
be fouud mavy bad men seekiog to sell
wiolskey, cffering money for the ruln of
squaws, Reaching the greatest elcquence
poeeible for bim—because he loved the
Indians and doubed their strength—he
sssured them that contact with these
white men would result in death, in the
destructlon of the Indians, aud by the
most horrible procesees of disease and
misery, He thunderel and be plesded,
The Indlane emoked aud retlected. Taen
they spoke through old Orowfoot :

“We bave llstened: We wilil keep
upon our reservation. We will not go to
see the rallroed.”

But Father Lacombsa doubted still, and
yet more profoundly was he convinced of
the ruin of the tribe should the * children”
—as he sagely calls all Indlans—disobey
him. 8> occe agala he went to the re.
serve, and gathered the chief and the
head men, aud warned them all the soul-
less, diabolical, seifish instincts of the
white men. Agaln the grave warrlore
promised to obey him,

The ratiroad laborers came with camps
and mouney and liquors aad numbers, and
the prairfe thundered the echoes of their
sledge-bammers’ strokes.  Aund one morn.
ing the old priest looked cut of the win.
dow of his bare bedroom and taw curling
wilaps of gray smoke rscending from
ecore of tepees on the hlil baside Calgary.
Angry, amezed, he went to bis docrway
and opened it, and there upon the ground
sat some of the head men aud 1ha old
men, with brwed heads, ashamed. Faucy
the pricei’s wrath and bis guestions ! Not
how wisely he chose ths name of children
for them, when I teil you that taeir
spokesman at last answered with the ex.
cuse that the buffiloes were gone and food
was hard to get, and the while men
brought money which the rquaws could
get. Aud whatis the end? There are
always tepees on the hills now bheside
every settiement near the Blackfoot R aser-
vation, And one old missionary lifted his
trembling forefinger toward the sky whea
I was there and sald: “Mark me. In
fifteen years there w!ll not ba a full-
blooded Indian allve on the Cauadian
pralele—not one,”

Through all that revolutionary rallroad
bullding and the rush of new settlers,
Father Lacombe and Crowfoot kept the
Indisus from war, and even from depre-
datlons and from murder, When the
half-breeds arosa under Rell, and every
Indlan locked to bis rifle and his knife,
and when the mutterings that preface the
wat.cry sounded In every lodge, Father
Lacombe made Crowfoot pledge his word
the Indians ehould not rlse. The priest
represented the Governmeut on these
oceaslons, The Canadlan statesmen recog-
nize the value of his services. He s the
great authority on Indian mattera beyond
our border ; the ambassador to and spokes-
man for the Indlans.

Come one, come all,
Both great and small
Try Hagyard’s Yellow Oil,
It stops the pains
Of wounds or sprains,
That rest and comfort spoil,

Mr. Heory Marshall, Reeve of Daunn,
writes: * Bome time ago I got a bottle of
Northrop & Lyman’s Vegetable Discovery
from Mr, Harrison, and I considered it the
very best medicine extant for Dyspepsia.”
:I‘hm medicine is making marvellous cares
in Liver Complaint, Dyspepsia, ete., in
purilying the blood and restoring man-
hood to full vigor,

Wiater Sports.

The gay winter season exposes many to
attacks of colds, coughs, hoarseness, tight.
ness of the chest, asthma, bronchitis, ete.,
which require a reliable remedy like
Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam for their relief
and cure, Known as reliable for over
thirty years. The best cough care,

Minard’s Liniment cares Distemper.




