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stair,
mcbd-ﬁ- from off their backs,
pulled out handfuls of their hair,

Iv.
¢ of all was when
the town our heroes dash-

: hort: nste: il J | AR
ircom with sublimity? Mr. i : ) Ty §004 ’ o oy

Mooney struck the table, and paused . e yO : 0 o il g S g e

for a reply. Taking silence for as- ish ‘ th o g g g

sent, he continued : id; Co d ol to cotes DOSF ey D 0 '
an omadhaun—to be desired to have | membered, D yO : s 2 hefo
sinse, Tom Mooney—to be com- i hile Bt : ome 1

remptuously recommended general : pning to prevent disappo 1 for e g .
the first fool ot the family.’ . Twi men : ) g 1o, 6+

this and more I could have bome. pod morniv d it b g 5 4 = o .
But the fat one, my dear Mrs. Evans, i j pos<ible, a 0 0 e

the fat one was too much for me.’ judi i t vo :

‘Miss Baker ?’

‘Not Miss Baker, you know. But
the fat one.’

‘Ard what did they say about
her ?'

‘Say about ber,’ exclaims Mr.
Mooney with his hair standing on
end, * shy, they have the match made,
and 1 must marry the fat one.’

‘Oh, yes,’ says Mrs. Evans.

Mr. Mooney relieved bis feelings
by swallowing a second glass of wine,
and trying to look through the ceil-
ing.

‘It was not her beauty,’ he began
again, no, it was not her beauty, my

od,
‘ And m seiles, flung by loyal mea,
h 'm' doors and
we sacked, and fired, or wrecked
Rule publichouse or two,
else could friends or foes expect
Orangemen =0 brave and true.
V.
With all respect, my lord, we think
You would bave liked 1o s our boys,
While swilling down the plundered drink,
Indulge their wild but simple joys ;
And hear them, as they staggered home
Triumphant from each merry scene,
Curse Gladstone and the Pope of Rome,
Zud strive to mng “Ued Save
Queen !"
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was quite jealous of every one who i i could ot help P ATRE g
she imagined might make too deep | think ! 3 : et
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‘So matters stood, when one day
John Mulvany came into the school
and handed me a letter to read. I e nd shy fac he y D
read it, and my heart died within me a sed O po 2
A relative had paid his daughter's ps and s, Brian S DR ; S , e
passage to America. Rose bhad an hat he had d 0 be -
elder sister, a quiet, good, industrious m oot in b po 0 . e lashion evel "
girl. Her father called Rose, and | H n, he though m ind h
told her to come home with him. dent of him OFFICE p 0
She did not know what was in the dependenc: P

l” 1

VL
‘Well, if some Papists’ heads we broke,
Of you no mortal can cvmplain ;
your dear nephew spoke,

Twa
When next you wish to start the ball,

And make the nuts and rivets fly,
You will not need to speak at all,
Bat simply “wink the other eye.”
T. D. S,
House or Conmoss, May 1.

SALLY CAVANAGH,

The Untenanted Graves.
A TALE OF TIPPERARY
BY CHARLES J.

KICKHAM

CHAPTER XIL—(ConmiNuep.)

|er

dear Mrs. Evans, it was the sublimity
of her disposition. And now tell
me, you are the mother of that most
sublime young lady—you who are
not deficient in sublimity yourself,
like my importunate parent—tell me,
would there be a hope for me, the
slightest hope, if I should rebel against
parental tyranny .’

‘[ fear mot, Mr. Mooney,’ replied
Mis. Evans, her pique against her
daughter getting the better of her gen-
ship; ‘for I believe my daughter’s

| affections are already efigaged.’

| I thought so,” said Mr. Mooney ;

[‘and just what I said to my mother
when she proposed the rat one;
‘mother,’ says 1, ‘my affections are
aiready engaged. But what can you

letter, but I believe she guessed it,
for as she went out she looked at me,
and turning round her head, kept her
eyes fixed upon me till her father
closed the door. 1 never saw her
look directly at me before while I was
looking at her. g
‘One midsummer’s day she came|b
with her father and mother to take
leave of the scholars. I shall never
forget the scene. The children clung
to her, most of them crying passion
ately. Several of the boys were ob-
liged to brash the tears from their
eyes as they looked at her. For the
first time the poor girl was well dress-
ed; and, surely a creature more ra-
diantly beautiful was never seen.
When they had gone, 1 went mech-

‘For Heaven's sake, mamma, tell | expect from a mother without sub-
me what you mean.’ limity ? And now,’ said Mr. Mooney,
‘Ab, Jane, what did you mean by |standing up and looking at his boots
talking of America ?' and buckskin breeches, ‘fare well, a
Here voices were heard outside|long fare-well, to all my greatoess;’
near the front of the house, and Miss| ‘Othelio’s occupation’s gone.” But
Evans hastily pulled down the win- | remember, my dear Mrs. Evans,
dow-blind. She moved the blind a | partly out of curiosity and partly to
little aside, and saw the two serving | change the subject; ‘you said some-
men leading a horse with somebody | thing about a misunderstanding be-
on his back. When the hall door was | tween Mr. Grindem and some per-
opened, and the light shone out upon | son ?*
the group, Miss Evans smiled. ‘A misunderstanding,’ said Mr.
‘Come here, mamma.’ Mooney, ‘a jolly row, very nearly.’
Mrs. Evans looked out. ‘How did it occur?
_ *'Tis Mr. Mooney,’ says she faint-| * Why, you see, Grindem rode
ingly. . round to Thubbermore, thinking the
‘And now,’ her daughter observed, | fox would go that way as usual. He
?ou know I have retired for the night. | was in a jolly passion, and on pass-
need not say how ridiculously you|ing Purcell's house, jus: as the
have acted. And now I suppose you | hounds were drawn off, he accused
will see the necessity of making the | Purcell of driving away the fox. The
best of it. 4 tellow paid no attention to him; he
But, Jane, what did you mean by|was paying a lot of laborers at the
talking of America? Isit possible|time. Thisset Grindem wild, and he
lI'ul you are sn‘.! thinking of that man 7| rode up to Purcell, and charged him
You know— again with driving the fox away.
_ Bat Jane pointed to the group out- | Purcell said it was untrue, acd Grin-
side, and waved her band towards the | dem raised his whip to strike him.
1 door. Parcell advanced a step towards bim,
I ] Mrs. Evans walked away with a|when a fellow named Duapby made
| ‘ look suggestive of smelling salts. She|[at Grindem with a spade. In fact,
| - was nota strong-minded lady. And|only for Dawson there 'd be open
i / Brian Purcell was the one shadowing | murder. Purcell insisted that Grin- . ound that her € ad .
i ber path. . dem should apologize, and of course i : hgY and hunismen . : )
: Mr. Mooney,’ said Mrs. Evans|he did; for whatelse could be do sur- i i poa hil i & dipamy sort OF 100 '
from the hall door, ‘there has been |rounded by such alot of wild savages?
some unfortunate mistake. And now, | Then Tim Croak came up and told j i ometbin
to let me see that you are mot offend- | the most extraordinary story about | and i i Bah exclaimed
ed, come in. i 3 the tox, and so the matter ended; but | ing took possession ell, putti pipe
sl-hclr‘i'ly Io't;_t:‘ey Alxgh':ed. 'u: I%tul I'm thinkitg Grindem will meet Pur- i i Bu pig i §o° &
lacrity. e man having hold of|cell for it yet.’ ! sai '|beo quite €0 D that &
!lu bndlq prevented hilp from dash-| Mrs. v ‘Sh‘cql:)o':.e: l‘t‘::‘::: ::::- : brooding deep o 80 ’
ln"sl_'ly in a figure of Olghl'. bronze timepiece on a sidetable, and |at me. She took my hand and press- | minu EAS! gy - . U ;
" nfdown. Mr. Mooney,’ says the |remarked that it was near eleven|ed it without speaking. I knew she | to the pipe (0 e purpose o o |5
79'“!6 house. J'clock. AMr. Mooney took the bifi . thought which kept bover!
:?1 not at all,’ says Mr. Mooney. | ‘Good night, Mrs. Evans,’ said Mg i ound and roynd com ! ’ Py "
o 'm sorry my daughter has retired | Mooney; ‘it is all over; ‘my lips b, gri nd nearer, & ould n
‘we :ﬂ“- < £ now forbid to speak that once familiar his bosc he tho !
e ; a capital hunt,’ observed | word ;' but do me the justice to re- my own. I ne E oved s
. .tzney, with his cyes very wide | member that it was not her beauty | Mary, and kissed her. DICi
w,-n.m staring at the wall. ‘After| —for what is beauty? No, Mrs.|more than take Rose’s band. o be
going four miles, as the crow flies, to-| Evans, it was the sublimity of ber i : o W ; b
m"h“"" quarries be doubled | disposition.’ Having said this, with| I di ound that he tries to_persu: :
to Coolbawn cover, where the | his eyes turned dévoutly to the ceil- i . : c L DU D $6.50.| '
earth was open.  Everything went off | ing, Mr. Mooney bowed lowand with- h & 0 J._I
splendidly—the marquis was delight- | drew. i ! Bloou
ed—except a row between Mr. Grin- " . :
dem and a person of t ‘I really think,’ said M E
per: he name of
Brian berself, ‘that I am troubling m
3 without cause. i
are you, ? says he. g ; i . & ;
do you do, Mr.—abem \—How e I|ever, said ! ' _—
you do Grindem? says 1. Capi e, 1 be

anically through the business of the plgar ad h which pon te sm whethe

day. 1 locked the school.room as 3 , n) ¢

usual, and turned my steps home- bjes 0 m some Cades

ward. Before going into my little | enough to bid the de od morrow | give & p " g~ iy

cottage, | walked for an hour the | when you meet him ol ’ o

iiver. 1asked myself should I de- h blazed pleasantly and th by s b - gla

clare my affectfon for ber, and ask her f nd th d-| . s ; ’ ‘

to stay and be my wife. But what hioned mahogan : Here |3 "1 . > . b o ! £

reason had 1 to hope that she cared | we n tempted to Hpre: ’ P beus ! ; e .

forme? And what would my dear|something, fo de: h b - y- p

mother think? Was I even sure|this yous n shoald nd we ; or's Dil

that Rose’s parents would consent? | with ou d Brian Purcel ] - A

For, with all their respect for me, I]toc ordinary tob m :

thought it quite possible that they | the chimney-piec d 0 iz S—

would not conmsider a fit match for began to smo . b

their daughter. The school-master is | b drinkit Y

thought so little of in this country. | monly caled tumble \

No. 1 bad not the courage to ask|ambercolored mixtui

Rose Mulvany to be my wife. ;moked 100 ad now,h g b :
“In the evening 1 went down to the san breas 1 can proceed in b

bridge, where the people were as- h our sto h consci r a ed sto

semb'ed round a bonfire, There was | en

a cance, too. 'The sisters were there, hat h our on Ko ou

with their arms twined round each (B s fruitful of swe nd b

other’s waists. There was something | fanc He ol ted &

touchingly sorrowful in their faces. | neck into ery grotesqg dp FESTER “ CASTES [

Ithougmmyhunvouldbumul position fo surpose of 100 ‘ o

looked at Rose. Sbhe was 30 sad, and h eft shoulder. Ho C v

oh ! bow lovely ! . Purcell, 0 preoccupied h hu - P - : \

were there. A young girl ukedz:: might she 0o e rested her hand | - : : “ o
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to dance. After dancing with
you looked round to chose a partner, (
You asked Rose Mul- on » > - -

Evans held a candle to a

DUBSKH | Roy

is

g¥

!ll Eu

*igde

H
T




