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A Foolish Wish,

‘Why need [ ssek -lomn. burden small to bear
07

ore I g
‘Will not a host of nonlar souls be there,
Heaven's will todo?
Of strorger hundw, unfailing, unafrald ?
U silly soul! what matters my small aid
before 1 gu?

Itried to ﬂud’. lhlll 1 might show to them,
Or RO,
The path of ur:r lives; the light was dim—
now

0 no

It I had found some footprinta of the way ;

Iv 18 t0o late their wandering feet 1o siay,
fore I go.

I wen'd have sung the rest scme sorg of
cheer, .

y
Before I go:
But 'r“" the chords ring falre ; some jar of
24T,
Y “ome jargling woe,
nA at the end 1 can noL weave one chord
'0 float 1nto thelr hearis my last warm word
Before I go.

I would be satisfied {f I might tell
Be I &

tore [ go,
That one warm word,~how I have loved
them well,
Could they but know !
And would haye galned for them some gleam

of
Have no?ni it long; still week—if but I
ocouid !
Before I go.
'Tis achild’s k'mghl-l on the beach at play;
“ 9,

Betore %
He bege the beckoning mother * let me stay
One sne!l to throw 1"
Tis coming night ; the great sea c!imbs the
ore-—

L]
“ Ah, let me 'f"" one l'llmo pebble more
ore 2
—Edward Rowlaud 8111, ** The Hermitage.”

KNOCKNAGOW
OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.

By CHARLES J. KICKHAM,

CHAPTER LXVI- CcNTINUED,

“ Yes,” she replied, throwing her hair
back from ber face ; *because, when he
went to get married Jast winter, the priest
sent him away. He asked him, * What fs
matrimony ?’ and Barney answered : ¢ The
merriage mouey ;' and so Father Carroll
refased to marry him till he had learned
bis catechism.”

¢ An’ d—n hard work I bad mskin’ up
the same marriage.money,” returned
Barney, with anivjured look. *An’whin
I bad 14, 'tis little I thought I'd be
throubled wud any otber money.”

“And what eort of a wife are you
golng to get 1" Mzs, Klely aeked, turning
rourd and bending her black eyes on the
odd figare before her.

“ A goed labourin’ msn uv a wife,
ma’am,” Barney answered readily. ¢ Peg
Brady.”

Ard s0 Barney and Peg Brady added
one more to the % jobs,” which happened
to be neither few nor far between that
season—though very like * angels’ visits ”
to Father Carroll’s mind, notwithstand.
fog. But one more of thete * jobs ” con-
cerus us too intimately to be passed over,

Do you recollect the still, summer day
when the gled tidings that Norah Lahy
was sltting out under the beech.tree ran
llke wildfire from end to end of Knock:
pnagow ! And how, while Miss Kaaruey
atopped to talk to Norah, a shy young
gltl ran into the house to talk to the old
llonet? And how she wae caught in a
motherly embrace as she jumped down
from the chair !

Well, that same shy glel wea clasped to
the same motherly heart In the pretty
house where Mat Donovan was so warmly
Welcomed and hospltablv entertalned,
near the clty of Boston, a faw moaths ba.
fore.

¢ Oh, the villlan of the world!” ex.
clalmed Honor Lahy, “ never to tell me a
word about it !  He eald ’twas goin' to
eee the Pope ho was.”

“ Aud so I dld go to see the Pope,” eald
Me, Tom Lahv, laughiog,

*Oh, yes, Mra, Lahy,” Eille added, “ we
were ia Rome, and tcaw His Hollness, I
have a beads blessed by himself for gou.
And we have got our portraits paiated,
and havo a great many other things that
you will Hka.”

“Don’t taik to me about anything but
yoursslf,” returned Honor, with enother
bhug. “Oh, did I ever think my poor
ould heart would ever feel the joy that’s
awellin’ 1d up this minute as bid as Slleve
namon? Glory be to God for all Hls
mercles! Wondhera wiil never cease,
Bat, O wmy darlin’ Ellle, will I ever again
kneel down on the green gravein the ould
churchyard where my own darlin’ 1a
sleepin’—at homie in beautiful Ireland §”

“You will,”” Phil Lahy answered, em.
phatieally,  *“There are brlght days in
store for beautiful Ireland, as you call her,
and as sho deseeves to be called, There Is
a eplrit growlng up smorg the outeast
chlldren of beautiful Ireland that will yet
cause another Eongllsh moenarch to ex
clalm : ¢ Carsed bo the laws that deprived
me of such subjects.” The long night of
her sotrow la drawlog to a close,  And,
with God’s blessing, we’ll all ba in bean
tiful Lreland sgain.”

“You are right, father,” roiurned the
fine yoang Irish Awmerican, “ We will
never forget old Iveland.”

But, however glad we are to have to
record these kappy cvents, we have not
the lerst notloa of attempting a descrlp.
tlon of them,  To our mled, Ned Bro-
phy’s weddlng was worth them a'l put
{ her-—ipciuding the bishop, whoes

wence 80 turned Mrs, Kearney’s head
that ehe all but cut the O'Shaughnessys
for a whole month after, To be sure,
Father Hanvignn was ot Eliie’s wedding,
and dld something to meke 1 like a wed
ding, T { ube truth must be told, the
Ygracdour” of the whole affair welghed
heavily on the eplrlta of all present.
Father Hannigan came all the way from
bis mountain parlsh—where he was looked
upon by hls flock as an oracle in all
mattere, whether spiritual or temporal—
and gave them the news of the week, with
his own comimnents, from the altsr every
Sunday, after the last gospel. Not ore
newepaper, except hls own—and a single
copy of the Weekly Catholic Illumnator,
which two pollcemen and a process server
jolutlv subscribed for—ever foundite way
into Father Iinnigan's parish, Ard yet,
wo grieve to say, his parieh supplied the
Loundon Twnes with more than one text
for an article upon the well.worn theme
of agrerian crime In Ireland, But Father
Havnlgan bad a hablt of addresilng any
saember of bls lock, agalnst whom he hap
pened to have a complaint to make, by
name, in & manner that was very trylog
to the nerves of tho congrogation, and
kept them upon the rack until he had
come down from the altar, each dreading
to hear hls or her own name blurted out
by the preacher at any moment, Hugh

Kearney, who visited Father Hannigan
the Suna.y before his marriage, had an
opportunity of witnessing tbis, when, as
he rose from bis kuees, at the conclusion
of the Masr, he was startled b{ the words ;

“Mrs Morrleey, why don’t you send
your daughter to the chapel to teach the
children thelr catechlomi{ 'Twould be-
come ber better thau dancing * Follow me
down to Carlow,’ over there at B:sheon-
acorriga ”

¢ Bhe’ll come every other Sunday, sir,”
returned Mrs. Morrissy, with s reproach-
fal look st & young gitl whbo knelt next
Hugb, and whose burnlog cheeks told all
too plainly that she was the delinquent
who perferred the dance at Bosheenacor-
riga to teaching the catechism to the cbil.
dren in the chapel,

“1f ever s man dfed of a brcken heart
it was poor Father M'Mabon !” was Father
Hanulgan’s remark, as he and Hugh came
to the turn of the road near Mt Dono-
van’s. “ Koocknagow killed bim, He
never rafted ble head after. Aond’tls s
terrible change, sure enough,” he added, as
he turned round in the gig, and looked
down the bill, *’Tis a terrible change.
And 'tle bard to know where twill stop,
or what will be the end of it. Yo had &
narrow escape yourselves. Oboly for the
new lease Sir Garrett gave you before the
property was sold ye'd be in a bad way.
There’s nothing like security.”

“ That’s true,” Hugh cbeerved. * And
those new Jandlords are ralsing the rents to
the last abilling the land will meke. They
look upon thelr purchases solely from a
commercial point of view, and | fear many
of them will prove harder masters than
thelr predecessore.”

“How {s Edmund Klely getting on
with Woodlands?” Father Hannigan
acked,

4 Ob, firet-rate,” returned Hugh., ¢ He
is becoming s capital farmer. But he
may thank Mat Donovan, who is his right.
bund man,.”

%“'Twas a great coneolation to the old
baronet to die in the home of his ances.
tore,” the priest observed, ¢ But I believe
he could not have eaved it from the wreck,
only for the doctor’s money. Bat I be-
lleve the doctor had the best of the bar
galn after all. What s he going to give
yourself

“Ob, I never spocke of such a thing,”
Hugh repHed, lookiog displeased.

“Oh when the moaey fs there, I don’t
see why you shouldn’t get it,” retvrned
Father Hancigau. “I'll talk to Klely
sbout it.”

“1 request that you will not,” sald
Hugh, * It would be most disagreeable to
me.” .

“Well, very well—I won't mind it. And,
Indeed, I believe there’s no occaslon, Ha
won’t forget Grace, I'll be bound. Bat
ere we going to have Flaherty 7”

“ Yes,” Hugh answered, laughing at the
abrupteess with which bis reverend friend
chavged the subject ; “he promised to
come.”

And Mr. Flaberty kept his promise,
And, though the ctimson.velvet bag was
somewhat faded, not so was his musle,
which was as brilliant as ever, Indeed,
when, at Father Hannigan’s request, he
commenced to play the “Coulln,” there
was a little scene which surprised many
persons present, Mrs, Eimund Kiely
could not control her emotion ; and, press.
log her face agalnet her husband’s breast,
she sobbed aloud, and was 80 overcome by
her feelings that Mrs, O’Connor, whu was,
rerhap:, as deeply moved as herself—
though you would never guess it by look-
ing at her—led her impulsive friend from
the room ; the blind musiclan, as they
glided by, ralsing bls head with that listen.
ing expreeelon, as if an Invlelble spirit were
whispering to him what was golug on.
Arthur and Edmund followed them out
afier a little while,

*“Really, Aanle, you surprize me,” sald
Eimund.

“I couldn’t help it, Edmund. It
brought poor papa so vividly to my mind,
The night is very fine. Let us walk for
o while—"

“1 object,” sald Arthur, touching her
shoulder with the tips of his fingers. So
they remalued standing at the window,

¢ 1 helieve,” sald Mary, after a silence of
soveral minates, as ohe raised her biue eyes
to the clear ekky—* I believe there 18 no
happliness in this world without a shadow
upon {t.”

** Aud what shadow do you sce now 7"
Arthur aeked.

“ Poor Elie, g0 far away,” she replied
sadly,

‘“She i3 a happy glrl,” returned Arthur.
* Yaes, I hope aud believe ¢o0.”

‘* And surely Gace {s happy,” Edmuad
observed,

“Ye'd be talking of happivess,” ex
claimed Maurice Kearney, who haa ¢come
lato the reom unobserved, and somewhat
startled them by the abruptnees of his
address. ** Ye'd be talklog of happiness,
Wattletoes and Peg Whack ”"—Mr. Kear-
ney bad a genlus for nicknames—*are
the happicst palr in Europe, Come,
Mrs. Kiely ; you must come fn and give
us a song.”

CHAPTER LXVII,

GOOD-BYE —THE OLD ROOM —MRS& HEF -
FERNAN'S  TROUBLES —*' MAGNINCENT
TIPPERARY ”—A GLEAM OF SUNSHINE
—BUT KNOCKNAGOW 1§ GONE
We have not counted the years as they

stole away like vislons of the night, What

need to connt them ! They were here,
and they are gone! And now we must
say good-by—aund sad enough it is to be
oblliged to say it. God be praleed ! we
see truth, and trust, and thankfulness in
the eyes ralsed to ours and no sbadow of
reproach at all.  And, God be pralsed
agaip, there are tears in tnose eyes, and
vie feel the claep of a elender band ! Bat
with this the reader hes not much todo ;

8o we will only add—may his or ber good.

byes, when they must be sald, be all like

this one,

But, whaiover other changes the years
bave brought, the little room up in the
steep roof of the old cottage s much the
same a8 whe: Barney Brodherlck threw
Arthur O’Cinnor’s letter into the window
in tbe Iviod yable long ago. It s still
called * Msy’s room,” and sometimes
“mamma’s room” by two lovely little
ladies, who live almost entirely at the
cottage, and for whose behoof the llttle
room has been turned into a nursery,
There Is an old straw-chalr there, which
the little ladles regerd with eomething ltke
awe, a8 they talk in whispers of the poor
sick girl who was so good and so patient,

and who gave the straw chalr to thelr

SN S A

memma when she was dying. Thesetwo
lttle ladles are thelr grandmamma’s pets ;
and even “dressing dinners” s not balt
s0 important & matter now in Mrs, Kear-
pey’s eyes a8 it used to be, Buat they
bave been observed, lattely, feeling their
noses carefully, aud elimbing upon chaira
to look at them in the glm ; for people
are coutiouslly telling them that the eald
poses are * out of jofot ” slnce the errival
of the plump little steanger n the cradle ;
snd they wonder much bow that can be,
seelng that the plump lttle stravger
never touched their ncees st all, but, on
the conteary, sccms to devote most of his
wakiog hours to vigorously tbumping his
owu nose with bis dimpled Ilitile fist,
which, fortunately for bim, bhas no
knuckler, and therefore cannot hurt bim
very much. The note, hls grandmother
avers {s ber uncle Dan’s ; and the rose bud
of mouth—that s pever done blowing
bubbler— his sunt Mary’s ; and the doubls
chin, bisn grwndiather’s “all over.”
“ Apd,” Mrs, Kearney would costlnue,
““be’'ll bave his father’s eye-brows.”
“Aod bis mother’s check,” Hugh added
one day, At which Geace laughed, and
shook her fist at him,

Aud who s0 happy as Grace! For a
while there was one little vexation that
used to put her lnto a ecoldlag bumor,
Hugh was as great a stay.at-“ome as ever ;
and Grace was as fond of a dance as ever,
There was a rouud of very pleasast little
partles at Christmas time smong thelr
acquaintances, to not one of whico Hugh
could be irduced to go—except to Wood-
lauds. He was ready enough to go there,
Grace sald. And when her father was at
Waocdlands on these occastons, and he and
Hugh and Eimund discussed ltersry or
political subjecte—with Dr. Arthur 0'Con-
nor to contradict everybody ard object
to everythiog ; for Arthur was nothivg it
not critlcal—G:aco used to say it came
fully uo to her ides of what refined and
intellectual soclety ought to be. Auad the
old maneion, and the sncestral trecs out.
side—for the timber at Woodlands wae
rot all cut down—and a certaln high born
alr In the hostess, were not altogether lost
efght of ; thongh Grace’s notions about the
“ upper ten ” were considerably modified
since the time ehe used to edify Mary with
her views as to what an aristocracy ought
to be,

Bat though Hogh would go nowhere
but to Wcodlande, he wished her to g0,
saylng that her account of all that hap
pened would be better than being there
himeelf, And this was quite trne. Bat
equslly true was it that Hogh Kearney
found 1t very pleasant to bs alone with
his books of an evening, reading and thiuk-
ing. Yet, let the page or the vision be
never 80 fasclnating, the moment he
beard ker volce or ber footstep, his heart
lesped to welcomeo her.

Oae night Grace was home esrlier than
usual, BShe drew a chsir close to his, and
Hugh shut bis book, prepared to listen to
a lively description of Mrs. O'Sbaugh
nessy’s party. But to his surpriee Gracs
remilned ellent and thoughtful. He
looked anxicusly at her, fearing that ehe
might be fil. But there was no slign of
illness in tbat bright, bawitching face ;
for, though thoughtful, it was bright, and
to bhim, at least, it was bewitching In all
moods, It was pleseant, too, to look at
ber dressed in such perfect taste.

“But why does ehe not begin to talk 7
Hugh acked bimself,

Not a word ; she only leant agninst his
arm, and gazed {ato the fire,

“Do you remember the time when Mr,
Lowe wae here ?” sho eald ai last, with-
out moving, acd etill gazing into the fire,

I remember it quite well,” he repiied.
*Indeed, I have been thinking of him and
Richard to-night, It is a stravge colnel.
dence that they should be together again
In anoiher quarter of the globa,”

“Thls very night,” continued Grace,

+| still gezlng into the fire—'*I can’s think

of the yesr just now, but it was this very
night—they weie Iu this room. Richazd
eal In the old arm chair, and Mr, Lowe
was standing there with bis elhow on the
chimney plece. Do youremember?”

“Yea; they used to come in here to
smoke,”

* Richard arked you whether you
thought a perzon could love more than
once,” Here Grace scemed lcst in
thought for some minutes. % And youn
eald v es,” she continued, as If unconecions
of the pauee; *that a pereon might
really love more than once ! but that you
belleved 1t was the fate of eome to love
one o8 they never could love another,
D) you remember 7"

¢ Not exacily, Bat I dare say I sald
89, for I always thought so.”

“Do you think so stiil 27

“Yee, I cortaluly do.”

“ Aud you sald, if it ever happened that
a man or woman could uever love but
once, it was when two spirite rushed to-
gother in thls way, and were parted by
death or soms otber cause that did not
involve blame to either ”

“That has been a theory of mine,”
Hugh replied,

“Is it sudll 77

“ Well, yes,
thoughtfully,”

She wss eilont egaln, gszing iato the
fire.

“ Hugh.”

He bent over her, and looked into her
eyes,

“Tell me—"

“What am Ito tell you?” he asked,
smiling ; for she had relapsed into silence.

“ Was it of me you were thinklng when
you eald that P’ She bent back her head,
and raised her eyes to hls with a confident
smile,

He wns on the point of answering serl-
ously “Yee,” when he recollected himself,
and, leaning back In his chair, laughed
heartily,

She lcoked up in surprlee, and even
appeared troubled.

“ Why do you laugh ?” she acked,

“ Just remember how old were you at
that time,”” be replied.

“Ah, no matter,” said Grace; *can’t
you say 1t was of me you were think-
Ing 1"

“ Well, perhaps I hed some sort of a
previslon of what was to come—

It fs,” he auswered,

''* And now I find the fancy true,
And fairer than the vision made it.’

Bat how did youn remember all this §»

* I don’t know. 1 wae passing the door
while you were saylong it. I didn’t mind
it at all at the time, bat It ocourred to me
afterwards, That and Bessy Morrls’s
story about the Beauty Race, and Flonn

Macool, aud *‘the one little girl that he’d

rather bave than any of them,’ were con-
stantly in my mind.”

* How much I owe Bessy Morrls,” sald
Hugh, balf langhingly, half dreamily, lay.
Iog bis band upon his head, “She
aud Mat Donovan are the happiest coaple
in all Tipperary this moment,”

““No; not the bapptest,” sald Grace,
“1 sometimes fear we are too bappy,
Hogh.”

“ Not too hsppr. 00 long as we do vot
forget the Giver,” She made mo reply,
but continued gezlog into the fire,

$ Now, Grace, do you thiuk I can allow
this? Where s the use In your bein
bome early if you stay up " this vny%
Here, drink this while 'tishot, I thought
you were in bed an hour ago.”

It wes Mrs, Koarney, who roused them
from thelr dresming a full half-hour after
Hugh bad last spoken, She came into
the room with & porset for Grace ; who,
Mrn. Kearney would bave it, required all
sorts of nurelng just then.

This was in the winter—the “ dreary
winter ” some people call it. But no one
in that old cottage ever thought of caliing
it dreary,

It is vow autumn, towards tho end of
Saptember,

“I can’t help feeling a little dlscon-
tented,” sild Grace, ¢ Whenever Ed-
mond mekes bis sppesrance Hugh is
vever home tillloug uitern'ghtfall. And
if they chance to go near Wocedlands, I
may glve bim up tll eleven o'clock or
later.”

*“ What would you do if you were like
me ?” Mary asked,

“ Well, 1 suppoee,” Grace replied, “I'd
console myselt with the idea that we were
getting rich, Arthur seems to nave great
practice,”

*“ Practice enough,” returned Mary.
“ But scarlet-runners are more plenty than
foes.”

‘* What are they 1”

“I thought you knew everything.
They are the red dispensary tickets which
require the medical officer to sttend at
the resldence of the patient, Arthur eald
this morning, when ho saw those youn
ladies in the garden, that if the times i
not mend he did not know whst to do
with them, Bat I told him he need not
elve them fortunes at any rate” Aund
Mary’s mild eyes beamed with all a
mother’s pride as she looked {nto the gar-
den where ber two lovely little girls were
playing among the formal flower-beds,

“You meant that, like thelr mother,
they would require o fortuue,”

“Yes,” Mary replled lunocently. But
seelng Grace beginning to laugh, she
ndded with epirit—*“I am proud that I
had vo fortune, Bat, on the other hand,”
she continued, somewhat sadly, * I wish I
bad ten thousand pounds,”

“ Well,” returned G:ace, thoughtfully,
“1 have not that to be proud of. BatI
thisk I may be quite sure my fortune did
not frflaence Hugh, even in the elightest
degree, Oa_the contrary, the very for
tune I wae alwaye wishing to have might
hive been a bar to my happiness, 1
think if I were poor Hugh would not
have concealed bis love for me as he did,
It fa sppailing to thick I might uever
bave knowa 1t only for su accident. And
it would bave been a just judgment to
punich me for my mercenary notlons.”
*1 remember I used to ba shocked at
your notlones,” returned Mary, * ButI
knew you would eee things in a different
light, if onrce your heart was touched,
Bat look at momma with the children.
Ob, here {8 Arthur!” she exclaimed with
o etart of delight, “I did not thisk he’d
be back for hours,”

*“Yee, ba knows that stile behind the
laurels,” Grace observed, “ But where
are those shots from 7 1f we could inter-
cept the eportsmen before they gat to
Woodlands it would ba well,”

%1 see them,” eald Mary, * They are
in Billy Heffernan’s turnips. Let us all
walk round by the village, and they will
see us when wereach the bridge,”

Dz O'Connor agreed to this arrange
ment ; aud after a glass of wine, aud a
kiss from ezch of his little daughters, went
with Mary end Grace to prevent Hugh's
eseape to Woodlands,

O'd Mra, Donovan was among her bse-
hives ; and it was pleneunt to catch a
glimpse cfher white cap and her sad, tran
quil face through an opening in the
cllpped hedge, Mary always liked to see
old Mia, Donovsn whenever she passed
by the neat little thatched hounte. Grace
liked & chat with young Mrs. Donovan ;
they were cougenial spirits,  And so, per-
bape, were Mary and oid Mrs. Donovan.

“ Aren’t you afeaid to have the child so
near the bees 1’ Grace acked.

“I am, then, and very unessy,” Bessy
replled,  “But his grandmother ouly
laughs at me,”

*Oh, he's a tremendous big fellow,”
Grace exclalmed, ss she lifted Mat the
Thrasher's son aud hetr up ia hor arms.
“1 thought my young Maurice was a
‘bully,” us Baraey calls bim, But this
lad {5 once and a balf as heavy,”

““Mat says he'll be a stcne throwesr,”
returned Bossy, lnughing, as she took the
infant athelete from Grace's arms, and
lald him uwpen the ground ; to roll and
tumble, or lia etill upon his chest, or his
back, or to meke short excursions upon
all fours—over and anon stopplng sud.
denly, propped up by his fat arme, to
stare at & whits hesd of cabbage with all
his eyes—at his own sweet will,

“Do you ever with to live at the Three
Trees now 1" Grace asked,

“Oh, never,” returned Bes:y. ¢ Mat
wanted to take the farm when my father
sent us gome money ; but I would not
lat him

“Is it the same place?” smid Mary,
sadly, as she looked down the hill, There
was a low stone wall at each elde of the
road, the mortar of which locked very
new aud unplessant to the eye. Perhaps
the mortar looked all the more fresh be.
cause of the dark stonee that seemed to
thrust themselves through it here and
there, in order that the traveller might
read the atory of quenched hearths and
scattered housholds in their soot browued
faces. An odd tree, a perch or two In
from the road, marked the bourdary of a
‘ haggart ;” for where an ash or an elm
sheltered the peasant’s cabin the tree was
allowed to staud, The beech-tree eccaped
In thts way; and the polated gable of
Phil Lahy’s old houee, now roofless and
crumbling to decay, seemed to regard the
change wrought by the rule of the
Stravger with a grim smile—uuch as Phil
bimself might have worn while emptyling
the viala of his sarcasm upon the head of

“that poor crawler,” Tom Hogan, No

swlliog faces now as they weant on ; no
children’s volces ; no ringing of the snvil,
Mury even regretted Kit Caommin’s
sbrewlsh tongue, and the nex: door neigh.
bour’s “Gir r-rout, you bia’guard ”—of
which she was reminded by sseiog & cat
ran across the 10ad, and over the wall st
the other slde, pursned by a small red
terrier that always accompanied Grace in
ber walka,

“It 1s an awful chaoge,” Mary ob
served,

“It really 10, returned Geace. “I
thought of it wben you eaid we would go
through the village

“And think of the bappy crowd that
used to follow the big drum to the Bash,”
continned Mary, “Aud where are they
sll now? Not one, 1 may eay, lefs.”

“ There is one melancholy relic of the
crowd you speak of,” Grace obeerved,
poistiog to & man {n the field a Ltsle
farther down,

“And what a handeome young fellow
he was !”

“And for what {s be rolling that stone
from the wall into the field 7’ Arthur
asked.

“Surely,” sald Mary, “it cannot be
that he fs 10 Mr. Cammine’s ewployment 7
Though 1t was not be ruined them.”

Sne alluded to the purchasecr of a por-
tlon of Sir Garrett Batler’s property—a
brother of the redoubtable Kit Cummine,
who had made a fortune by a pecuiiar
mode of dealing with the struggling farm-
ers iu bad times. And it may be men-
tloned that Mr. Cumuwire's conduet as a
landlord completely upset Maurice Kear-
ney’s favourita theory about *gocd
Catholics,” for Mr. Cuammins was & most
exemplary Catbollc. And Billy Heffer-
nan was hopelessly bewildered om the
subject of “ gentlemen,” when he remem.-
bered that Kit Oummwmine’s brother was a
maglstrate and a landiord, cud, In fact, as
greal @ msn as ever Son Simerfisld was,
ro say notbing of Bub Lloyd, ox &ereaford
Pender.

* There they are,” Grace excliimed ;
“and if you don’t stop them before they
cross the road, we won't ees them igain
for the day.”

Artbur burrled on In purcuit of the
two eportmen, followed more slowiy by
Mary and Grace. He got within hailleg
distance on the bog road, and when they
heard bis shout to them, they changed
thelr course and came towards him.,

Grace could see notbing bat Hugh for
somo time, but Mary bal eyes tir other
objects,  Observing & goodl, crowd
arcurd & etack of oatsin the n:xt field,
and, hearing the words, * Norso, throw
up that bruckich to me,” the laughed and
made her way to them. It was Nelly
Donovan, or we should rather say, Mra,
Billy Heffernap, and her whole family—
from Norsh, a black eyed gipsy of nine
years, to the ¢ bruckish,” of about the same
number of moaths, Thelr mother, who
wae kneeling on the stack, the top of which
Billy Heffernsn hsd just taken to the
barn in bis mule’s car, wanted to give the
“bruckieh ” bis afternoon draught, while
walting till his father returned for the
next Josd. Bat Nerah fourd some diffi-
culty in liftiog him so bigh, and Mrs,
O’Conuor laughingly came to her essist-
ance.

“ Thials the third fat boy I have taken
in my armsto day,” che observed, se the
pressid the brockleh sgaivst her bosom.
“ I’ll begin to feel quite j:alous and dis
contented ; everybudy has boye exceps
myself,”

** Falth, then, maybe 'tls too many uv’
em you'll have yet, ma’'am,” replted
Nelly, palling up thechild w iia cze band,
“ There’s more Lother wud wen nv’em
than with a house-full of glrla. Laok at
that fellow beyand now, san’ nothin’
will do blm but to ketch hounlt uv
that helfer ba the tall ; an’ wan kick from
ber would knock the dayllghts out uv
him. Rnn, Norah, an’ tein’ hlm over
hera, Oh!" cried Mrs. Billy Heffornan,
et the top of her voice, “ look at hiw, look
at bim 1"

The helfer had set ¢ff at full speed, the
young hopeful holdicg on to the tall, tili,
the pace becoming too fast for him, he
was flurg beadlovg upon bl face ard
hande—tba stubbles ecorlfylug his sun
burnt vissge till it looked Jiko a tailp

“ Lozd help us!” exclalmed his mother,
flinging the lufant on the oatsheaves, and
tumbiicg herself off the etack, But re
membering, before che bsd run many
yazds, that the olive.-branch on the stack
would be sare to creep out o the edge
end fail down dlvectly on hia skull, there.
by breaking his neck or ceusing concus-
elon of the bralp, Nelly ran back sud
pulled him from his couch ; lettlng him
drop upon the stubbles almost with ag
much viclence as 1€ Lo bad descended on
his own hock, but in a lesms davgarous
vozition than upon the crown of his head.
She wae starting off agaln, when a great
flock of geese comlng eloog the car-track,
gabb:irg and plcking up the oats that had
been shaken from the load, attracted her
attention ; and as it cccurred to her that
the cld gander, who was of a viclous and
miranthzoplc tarn of mind, might take a
fancy to the brucklsh'’s eyes, Mrs, Heffer.
van looked wildly from one to the other
of her olive branches, quite at a loss how
to proceed ; but, secing that the elder had
2ot upon hia legs, and was now swinging
from the tail of the mule’s CAr, Dever
mloding his ecratched countenance, Mg,
Heffernan hoaved a sigh of relief,

TO BE CONTINUED,

Timely Wisdom,

Great and timely wisdom is shown by
keeping Dr, Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry on hand. It has no equal for
cholera, cholera morbus, diarrhawa, dysen.
tery, colic, cramps, and all snmmer com-
plaints or looseness of the bowels,

A Hist worte Hrepive, Life looses its
zest when digestion is permaunently im.
paied, Surely then a speedy means of re.
storing this essential of bodily comfort is
worth trying, Every rank, every profes.
sion, bears its quots of evidence to the
beneficent influence up onthe stomach, and
also the liver, bcwels and kidney'’s, of
Northrop & Lyman’s Vegetable Dircovery
and Dyspeptic Cure, or celebrated Blood
Purifier,  What is the wise course sug.
gested to the sick by this testimony ?  'We
leave them to decide,

Thomas Robinson, Farnham Centrs, P,
Q., writes: ‘I have been afflicted with
rheumatism for the last ten years, and
lw.ye tried maay remedies without an
re}\ef.' I got a bottle of Dr, Thomas’ Eclec.
tric 03], and found it gave instant relief,
and since then have had no attack, I

FATHER LOCKHART'S ACCOUNT

" OF HIS CONVERSION.

—

I heve sald tha: Newmsn pever alluded
to Auglicsn difficuities, or unless pressed,
in private, by direct qaestions. O 0e I
had been to confesston to him ; and in
other ways he knew I was in great dis-
tress mbout the Church of Kagland ever
vicce I bad read ¢ Miloer's Ead of Qontro-
verry.” After I xose from my knees I
said to him, * But are you sare that yon
can give we absolution 1" He did not
epeak for a fow momeots, thea he
aid in o tone of deep distress, * Why
will you stk me, ask Pueey.”
Tble was the first fondlestion I
bed received that be hiwmeelf was
seriousiy shaken as to his nwn position
in the Aunglican Courck, He soon per.
ceived that I was more upseitied than
ever., One day he came to my room
and ssid, very kindly, but abruptly as if
it were something unpleasant that he
must eay : * Now you must leave us at
oncs, or else you must promise 1o re:
maio with us for three years,” I ap-
ewered, “ In my present state of mind I
could not promise that,” He said,
“ Will you go sod see Ward and bave a
talk with him 1" I assented, and the
next day [ wen: by appointment into
Oxford 10 see Ward at Balliol, I re.
member he took me for a walk, I think
we talked for three hours, walking round
aud round the parks, beyond Wadham
College, In the end, I found myselt
without an answer, thoroughly puzaled,
but unconvinced, Ward had just pub-
lished s buge volume, *“Tne Ideal
Church,” in which he made  great point
of the relations between “Conscience and
Intellect.” His line with me was, thas I
must know thnat however convinced in
wy intellect that I ought to leave the
Euglish Courch, 1 must not trust it, un-
less my conecience was up 10 the same
maensure as my iatellect, and that know.
ing myself, could I eay that [ had calti-
vated my conscience, by obedience to
all that I koew was the will of
God, 80 as 10 justily me in being
covfident in the judgment of in-
tellect? I went back to Newman ia
& state of perplexed conscience ; but not
seeing what eise 10 do and hesitating in
my judgments about the duty of sub.
miesion 10 Rome, since I eaw that sucha
learned, wise, and saiotly man as Naw.
man did not see it to be his duty, I gave
him a promise to remain for the stipu.
lated toree years st Littlemore, Years
after I found that Newman had nos ex
pected me to have given the promise. I
kept my promise for about a year, but I
was dreadfully unbappy, I thoroughly
believed in sin and in baptism, and that
there was 00 revealed way for the wash.
ing awsy of post baptiemal sin except
the eacrament of penance, confession,
and absolution, and now 1 doubted seri
ously about Aunglican orders, but still
moro about Anglican jurisdiction, for 1
couid see no Caurch on earth but the
Visible Church in which the successor
of St Peter is the Visitla Head and
Source of Jurisdiction, with the power of
bindiog and of loosing, given by our Lord
to His visible Church under the Visible
Head appointed by Him, At lust I could
bear the strain no longer, and with great
grief I leti my master, and was received
into the Catholic Caurch,

In August, 1843, Newman aad my
friends at Littlemore and Oxford were
dreadfully pained by my secession. New-
wan cineldered biweelf a0 compromised
by it that he immediately resigned his
porfeh of St. Mary’s and preached his last
sermoo--hia last sermon in the Anglican
church—at Littlemore, It s entltled
“The Parting of Friends.,” Two years
latez, in 1845, Newman, and the rest of
bis cowpanions at Littlemore, and many
others, made thelr submission to the Catho-.
He Church, ~ One of the first things he
did afier this was {0 pav rie a most kind
and lovirg visit at Rateliffe College,
near Leicester, where [ was etudying,
He and other many learned digciples
left the Cnurch of Eagland because
through profound study, and earnest
seeking atter God, during long years of
patient weiling, 50 ag to test each slep
thoroughly, they had coma tn be utterly
convinced that the Euglish Caurch had
forfeited ell claim to teach from the
moment 1t separated from the
Visaible Church, whose centre is ag
Rome, its circuraferance the round
world itself, Our work amoag English
Church people was sundered, Iew of
the friende we had left cared any longer
to ascociate with us, We had becoma, [
will not say, “the scorn of men,” for
moet men believed woa were sincere,
however mistaken; but we were “ the
outeasts of our people.” And still more
was this the case when the storm srose
throughout il Eagland against the Cath.
olics, on the oceasion of the erection of
the English hierarchy, and what was
called the “Papal Aggression ” Act of
Parliameni, Bui a resction came, the
New Act sgainst Catholics was 1o ba
lgnominiously expunged from the
Siatute Book, as the result of this revul.
sion of public opinion, After a time,
too, we found our old frieads, long
estranged, venturing to coms near us
agein, —Paternoster Review,

A
A HALF-BREKD PRIEST,

. Bishop Grandin, O M I, of tha Cana-
dian diocese of 8t Albert, has jast
ordalned priest Eiward John Canning-
ham, O. M 1., one of the * half-breed *
(half-white, half-Indian) population in
which the North-Weet Torritory abounds,
Father Ounningham 1s the first of his race
to he elevated to the priesthood in Csnada.
A .lc:ll]lltfl“uh.:rl:u the Missourl province
was the firs: “ half-breed ” i 0

Ualted Siates, e

—_———
Fqual Rights.

All have equal rights in life and liberty
and the pursuit of happiness, but many
are handicapped in the race by dyspepsia,
biliousness, 1uck of energy, nervous debniby'
wunknpaﬂ, constipation, eto,, by oompletel)'r
removing these complaints Burdock Blood

Bitters confers untold ben )
-5 efits on all

C. A. Livingstone, Plattaville, says: “ [
have much pisasure in recommsnding Dr.
Thomas' Kcleotric Oil, from having used
1t myself, and having eold it for some time,
In my own case [ wiil say for it that it is

the best preparation I have ever tried for
rheumatism,”

would recommend it te all,

Minard's Liniment {s used -
lclans. Ly
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