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THE TRUE WITNESS AND OCATHOLIC CHRONIOLR.

SALLY CAVANAGH

Or, The Untenanied tiraves.

—

ATALE OF 'IPPERARY.

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM,

CHATPTER XXIV.

All things considerw!, Father Paul
O Gorman's evening party was n preat
steeess, Fanny, assisted by Kate Purcell,
managed everviling so well that even
the grand Mrs. Mooney was kept in
tolerable vood humor. She did show
some symptoms ot flonncing out of the
roult Woen i certain vouny lady entered
it, bt a judicious remark of Kate Par-
cell’s about a bracelet worn by  Mre,
Mooney, prevented the catustrophe. The
abjectionable youny lady was the orphan
daughter of an oid friend of Father
O'Gorman's, Yor whom  the good priest
had procured o situation in a milhnery
esiabishnuent  in N . The Miss
Moloners, too, tittered audibly when the
*shop girl” timidly ghided to aseat hall
coneceded by tiie window hangimgs; but
tlhese young Lidies looked greatly as-
tonished, not to say mortilied when Brian
Purcell cugaged the shop giel for the
first quadrdie. We may remark that this
youny ludy is nuw the wite ot a respect-
able trader, who has been twice elected
mayor of his native town. .

But wiat interests us most, is the fact
that Futhwer Paul's plan was erowned
with success In one naportant  pariien-
far. His dear Itte Fanny was restly and
ttuly made as s happy gqueen 7 that
memorable night.

“How is this, Drian 27 sald  Father
OGorman, on tintiig M. Brian Pureell
sl aione in the e parlor.”

* Woen Iaid not see you shiong the
dancers. I thonghit you nad Juined e,

Forbis and the restol them. Pon
my  woerd,”  he  added, “the doce
tor 4y erjoving  himsell.  There

Is anoiner song.  But nuw, as you are
here, let us have a quiet talk together.
Something must have veeurred between
you and Fanny : ye don't appeiar tu be
the rame goud Iriends, Now, 1814 2"

* ¢ Nothapg, sir, I assure yon—-""

“QOn! now,be candid with me.  In
faet, to muke a lonyg stury snort, what do
you think of her 2

* I think ber worth lier weight ingold,
gir,? said Balan.

“Aye, and in diamonds  too,” added
Fatber Paui.  * But did you ever think
of her except ns i triend ¥7

Tois question encouraged  Brian to
makea full contes-ion ; after which he
locked m the good pricst’s face, and

suid @

“ Bat would it be right, under the cir-
cumastances, to declare my love for her,
and try to win hers?  Her father——"

“ Fladlesticks 1”7 exchumed  Father
Paul. © Do you think 1'd bring her down
hiere if L thoughit her father would ob-

jeet”  And he repeated to Brinn hiy
converaation with Fanny’s father the
evening of theirurival in Dabiin,

“S0, nty dear fellow,” said the kind-
hiearted old priest, holding out his hand
1o Braan, “I think I may congratulate
you.”

Brian Purecll was in the act of clasp
ing the proflered hand, when the door
opened, and Fanny O'Gorman looked in.
She can in search of her uncle, us she
was afraid our friemd the doctor was
creating a littie confusion among the
dancers, by insisting upon putting them
through eertain figures which were in
vogue in his young days.  Fanny =tood
hesitating in the doorway.

“Well, Fanny,” said her uncle, “do
you want me?”’ ]

“ Y es, sir, Doctor Forbis——="

“Oh! 1 kunow,” Father Paul inter-
rupted, “he’s insisting upon Josh
playing ‘The Boyne Water.””

““No, sir, but teaching them to dance
a cotiilon”’

«Well, Pll settle thal. But come here,
Faony.” L

He took her hand and placed it in that
of Brian Purcell, saying, with an en-
couraged smile,—for little Fanny was
frightened : ]

# Brian has something to tell you.”
Father Paul then quietly walked away,
leaving them alone together.  “We il
say no more. We couldn’t say what we
would {whocould ?) if we tried. The
“)itLie parior” was a dingy little hole of
a piace, with one candle, that reguired
snuffing, on _the chimuey-piece. DBut
these two will bless that dingy little par-
Jor to their dying day.

Father Q'Gorman’s never-to-be-forgot:

ten party led to the consummation of
another love afluir. The doctor plaped
a principal, though uneonscious, paru in
the subjugation of & heart that had long
resisted the assults of the boy-god, albeit
his darts were * tipped with gold” It
happened in this way,

Doctor Forbis, whose house was not
maore than half o mile from the priest's,
wended his way homeward on fonl, in
the bright moonlight.  Arthur Kelly,
the village earnian, was leading his white
mule to water after returning from the
market town of C——,

“ Good night, Josh,” says Arthur Kelly,
in his hearty way.

“Good night,” responded the doetor,
roused from a deep reverie, and rather
astonished by this familinr saluation.

“Josh " he repeated, as he proceeded
on his wav-—somewhat unnsteadily, we
must allow, *“Joshun Forbis is my nume:
Joshoa Farbis, Esquire, Lo BV S0 1L, —
generally known as Doeter Forbis, Bat
who hos ealled me Josh? “Good night.
Josh." Surely thaw man—-Arthur Keily.
the carman, or I'm mistaken, and
s white mule—has s1d  *Gouwd night,
Jush?  Yet, I must be mistaken, for
Kelly the carman, or his white mule,
would not dare!”  The doctor put on a
louk of professional dignity waleh did not
relax—-rathercontinuedto grow tn severity
indeed—(itl he reached his own gate,
Daoctor Forbis muude a false step as he
approached the gate, but kept himseli
rrom falling by catching hold ot the bars.
He paused for & moment Lo recover the
shoek, and while he did 5o, great was his
astonishment to see his own house rising
high into the air, and coming down again,
He bheld 1ast to the bars ol the gate, tor
as the house caime down, himself and
the gatz went up, and when the house
went up, he came down, 1o was just us
it the short, straight avenue wery s
piank, amd that he was playing what the
children tu tiwe village calied “weigh-de-
buackedy” witii his own huouse,

“Let me sre)” smaid docior Forbis,

“whether I can find any natural solutjon
for this most extraorlinary—-"
He was cat short by the approach of a
car. ile tuned round, still chinging to
the bars, and as the car passed Kate
Purcell waved ber hund to huo,

* Guod-uignt, Josb,” saul the young
lay.

The doctor Tet go s hold of the bars,
and taking oil his hat howed Tow.,

CBut Josh ! owhy Josh 77 muttered
Dactor Furbis when the car had passed.
*Why Jush, sy Pareell 77 Here a
second cur passed by, and the doctor dis-
tinctly heard Miss Frances Moloney
utter the rmomosyllable  * serewed.”
“Serewed, Miss Muloney,” the doctos
muttered, looking siter the cur. But
here his attentiun was attricied by a
very extruordinary phenomenon, Doctor
Forbis distinetly siw two moonsan the
sky.  They danced about, and knocked
ayraingt each other like twogreat billnard
balls,  Asthe doctor contemp'ated this
womderful natural phenomenon, a band
was ladd on his shoulder.

“ I have you,” exclaimed the owner of
the hand.

“1f [ am not mistaken,”” said the doe-
tor, “vou are Tom DBurke, the cattle
dealer.”

“1'om Burke, the jobber,” wus the re-
ply. “No mistake about it; I'm waiting
tor you this two hours. 1 have the horse
and car at Mra. Cary ’s below, so get your-
self ready.” It was not dillicult to see
that Tom had been comforving himself
with a drop “of the right sort” at Mrs.
Jary’s.

“And pray, Tom Burke, may I take
the tiberty of inguiring where do you
want me to go "’

“Qver to my father-in-law’s, at the
mountain foot,” Tom repiied.

“A worthy man,” the ductor observed,
“Phil Shunney ol the mountain foot,”

“Aye, begor,” says Tom Burke,

“And for what purpose nm I rerquired »”’
asked the doctor.

“ My wile that’s coming home.” was
the reply.

¢ § gee,’ said Doctor Forbis, half sober-
ed by the pruspect of a fee. *Your wile
is—is ‘coming home,’ ns you facetiously
observe, and you require my professional
services.”

“Aye, begor,” said Tom Burke., “An’
now I'll run for the horge and car. I was
alraid ‘twould be all hours before you
could lave the priest’s.”

“You see, Tom, in these cnses we must
be prepared for contingencies. I'll just
get my instruments.”

:Oh, begor! don’t forget the instru-
ment, at any rate.”

« Certainly not,” the doctor ¢ ‘nued,

“Buat as | know the road perfectly well
you need not wait for me.”

“All right,” exclaimed Tom Burke, lift-
ing his riding coat upon his shoulders
with a shrug which was peculiar to him,
and hurrying away for his horse and car
with a slightly unsteady gait.

Doctor Forbis knocked at his door,—
somewhat timidly, we are bound to ad-
mit. A window was immediately raised,
and a head with a nightcap on it thrast
out.

“ What brings yen here,” exclaimed a
rather shrewish voice, ** ab this hour of
the night? Go away out of that.”” The
window was pulled down with a snap, and
the shutters closed. "The doctor was be-
ginning to consider what would be the
most judicions course for him to take in
thiz awkward predicament, wheun the
door vpened. A hand was stretched out,
which tovk hold of his and drew him
wently into the hall.

* Pon't mind her, dear,” whispered »
centle voice into his ear. ** Pon't mind
whot she says, the cross thing! Come
into the kitchen, but walk easy.” And
Kitty Magrath squeezed the doctor’s
hed tenderly, and wus about leading
him through the hall, when her mistress
called to her from the hend of the stairs.

« Kitty, Kitty Magrath,” Mm. Forbis
called cut; *don’t let that man in at
this hour of the night.”

“ s it me, maam 27 said Kitty, from
the kitehen door, which she had reached
with a hop, skip, and a jump, before she
spuke.

* Bring me a candle,” snid Mrs. Forbis.
“Bat you need not light it.”

* Yes, mvam,” says Kitty, delighted
at having escaped detection,

“I'm blessed if they aren’t all mad,”
thought Doctor Forbis, as he turned into
the parlor. He changed his hat fur u
rur traveling cap, which he generally
wore when calted out late at night. He
then went out, closing the door softly
bebtud him, and proceeded to the stable,

CEtendy, now, ol Lus,” said the doe-
tor, a5 he placed the saddle on his mare.
Heled the mare to the kate, making her
wattk on the grass, ag he thought it wisest
to avold & meeting with M, Forbis in
ner present mood. He mounted outside
the gate, and rode at a tolerably quick
pace toward the mountain fuot.

Doctor Forbis dismounted at Phil
Shunuey’s door, aud on hearing the
sound uf voices inside, and observing
light in afl the windows, the thought oc-
carred to him that he bad arrived tuo
e, He raised the lateh and saw quite
w crowd of people inside. He recog-
nized Shauwn Gow’s grafl’ tones nbove the
rest.

“Nn, Pail, thank ye all the same,”
Shawn was saying. ** But I didn’t touch
a dlirop v anything stronger thin wather
since Chiistiwas Day.”

“Well, I won't press you, Shawn,” the
host ubserved; * 1t you made a promise
I °d be sorry to ax you to break 1t. But
Tim Croak ’il take your part.”

“ Ay will [[” respundged Tim; “1 never
=ee the harm a Hitle rouser W do a man.
Here's luek,”

“1 wondher what's keeping 1om,”
some one ingaired. e ought to be
here afore this, and the girls s gettin’
lonesome.”

*God be wad poor Connor Shea,” suid

EASYTOTAKE
—Dr. Picrees
Pleasant Fellets,
Smallest, easiest,
cheapest, best,
They're tiny,
sugur-conted,
anti-bilious gran-
ules, a compound
of refined and
concentrated
vogetable ex-
tracts, Without
disturbance or
1 troul;{l:,sc?:nstﬁ

tion, Indigestion, Bilious Attacks, Sick an

ilious Heuﬁfgleg: and all derangements of
the liver, stomach, and bowels are prevented,
rolieved, and cured, Pernanently cured,
too. By their mild and natural action, these
little Pellets lend the system into matural
ways again. Their influence lasis.

Everything catarrhal in its nature,
catarrh itself, and all the troubles that
come from caterrh, are perfectly and
permapently cured by Dr. Sage's Ca-
tarrh Remedy. No matter how bad
your case or of how long standing, you
can be cured.

Heglslered. A dollgub
i

[l

yrefreshing prepar-

Castor Fluid, hsicaieze:

s should be used dally.

Keeps the scalp healthy, prevenis dandruff,

promotes the growth ; & perfect hair dressing

for tne family. 25 ots. per bottle. BEN BY R

{}n:hr. Ohemist, 122 8t. Lawrence atreet, Mon
re . .

Tim Crouk. “’Tisut in the want ava
blast 0’ music wa %d be if we had him.”

*“God help him,” remarked Phil Shun-

ney, “ when he hears av his family bein’
in the poorhouse, as I suppose he will
hear it.”
* Mr. Brian wrote an’ towld him all,”
sald Tim. *“Sally had the rickness, but
she was ont o' danger the last boord day.
Mr Brian axed the doctor himself.”

This allusion to Sally Cavanagh caused
a4 momentary silence, and the doctor
called attention to his presence by push-
ing in the half door.

“Qh, is that the docthor ?” exclaimed
the man of the house, “ Welcome, sir,
welcome. Go, Shawn, and hould the
docthor's mare. Sit down, docthar, and
jtne us in a tumbler.”

(To be continued.)

Kich, Red Blood

As naturatly resutts from taking Hood's Sarsa-
pariin s personn) ciennliness resnils from free
use ol soap and water, This greal parliier
theroughly expets serofula, sall rhemm and  ult
uvther impuri ies and bullds up every vrgan of
the bxly . Now Is the lme to ke 1t

The nighest. pralse has baen won by Hoop's
PILLS for their easy, yvel efleient action.  Sold
by all druggists,  Price 23 eents.
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M2 JONES 'ELLY ASTORY,
Mrs. Jounos Hlustrates It by Frequont
Remuarks

“T know the best stny about Simuos
torduy.” said Mr. Joues, a5 he stiled
nimself ecomfortably for an evening at
home. ** You've seen thai £ar coat ol hus
Mariz —well, it waz~"

“Wait tuli I get my sewing, Jeptha,”
satd Mra, Jones. U Vnere now, begin”

* You kaow the outside ol the coat 1s
beaver—"

* Whose ¢oat 7

“Why Simpson’s.”

“Oh, yes. Goon”

“ Oh, aear, where's my thimb'e 7 Jast
let me ran and get . Tiere, now.,
What was it Simpson sneczed at 7"

“Who saul auything abouat SBimpson
sneezing ¥ Toat's just ike a woman,”
anarled Jones, = If you think yon can =it
still for five minuted il g on with the
atory. He muade 1 bet—"

“A\Who made a bet ¥

“ S pson did—that nobaldy eould tell
what the cot was lined with-="

“Wasn't it fur-lined 2"

“It you kuow the story better than 1
doperbaps you will talbst,” sumrested Mr.
Joues, ¢ Tue boys all guessed—"

“ \What bays?”

“Toe fellows—the crowd ="

“Just let me get this needle threaded,”
sald Mra. Jones, as she tried to ehread
the point of u cambric needle; 1 can
listen better when I'm sewing, G oonl”

“We wereall init, so we gressed cat-
skin—"

“Jeptha! that reminds me, I haven't
seen old Tom to day.”

“Confound old Tom!
Marin, or—"

“ Wait till the sciszorsroll by, There!
Um all ready.  Was that the dovr-bell?
Nuw fur the story.”

“We guesged the skin of every antmad
in the catalogue—-"

*What catalogne?”

“ Maria, you'll drive nwe mad!
son won the bet, and--"

“ What bet?”

“ About the linimr. [t was--'

“Then it wasn't eat? ™

“No!no! It way ealf-~when e wis
i it—ha! ha! See?”

* Ruther tur fetehesd, wasn't it? ™ said
Mrs Jones, yawning.

Then Jones rose to ofler a few feeble
remurks about telling a story to a woman,
and expecting her to see the point, etc.,
ete.—[Jelroit Free Press.)
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CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from practice, had
placed in his hands by an East Indla mlssion-
ary \he formuinof a simple vegetable remedy
for the speedy and permuanent cure of Con-
sumption, Bronechitis, Catarrh, Asthma and
all Throat and Lung Alfeclions, also a positive
and radlcal cure for Nervons Debility and ail
Nervous Complalnts. Having tusted Its
wonderful curative powers In thousands of
rases, and desiringtorelieve human suffering,
I will send freeof charge to all who wlish It
this recipe In German, French r Enpghsh,

with full directiona for preparing and using.
Sent by mall, by addresslug, with stump, nam-

Wiil you hisen,

Silllp-

¥

Ing this paper, W. A. NoYKs, 820 Fowers’
Block, Rochester , N.¥. (12-13-e0w )
e e I s,

More than a grain of comlort.—~Wheat
in the stack.
—_—————
As 0Old as Antiqulty.

Elther by acquired tatnt or heredlity, those
old foes Scrolula and Consumption must be
faced geneialion after goneratlon; but yoa

Ay meet them with the odds in your favor by
the help of Beott’s Emulsion. L2



