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Sad Autumn ! Cease thy rol'ing courss,

And s ay thy withering hand,
‘We gather here as gurlands bright
In nne besecching band.
Bea! [ come decked aw gorgeous queen,
The sweel flowers promi.e well
To aid me ou Iny embesiy
To crave thee spare tne dell.

The pale anemone At my beit,
Tue & butus truiling low,
Tho blush ruse on my bosom throbs,
Tne violets meekly show
The'r loviog faces ; lilles white
And pure up)n my breast—
All Jola with ms to beg of Lhee,
Tny oaward courss arrest.

And we are not alone ; dost hear
The jsyous, sweel refrain

Of biitnsowne birds, whose melody
1ssurely not in valn?

. . . . .
Taou dost not answer, though
My fairest bird, it sings,
Bat thou dosi point ab ve, and wall
Like angels wail wito folded wings
At His command. Ah! we shall go
And poodar well the lesson given :
To mee /lis face in every woe,
To feel His hend lu every biow,
Tho' dearest falin ba crushed 1n death,
And fondest hopos be riven.
—Kate J. Webb.
W indsor, Oat., Oct , 1890,

KNOCKNAGOW

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

OHAPTER LXV,

MAT DONOVAN FOLLOWS (GRACE'S ADVICE ;
BUI BESSY MORRIS I8 GONE,—HONOR
AND PHIL LAHY IN THEIR NEW HOME,

A young merchant jumped from en
omnibus opparite the General Post-cflice,
and, after glenclog at his watch, burried
down Sickville street with the afrof a
man who bad no time to spare, Before
he had got balf way down the street, how-
ever, he stopped abort, after passing a tall,
broad-shouldered countryman, who was
standiog opposite a thop window. There
was sometbiog ia the fine manly figure of
the countrymsan thst might well have
arrestcd any one’s sttention; and the

oung merchant smiled on observing how

ntent be seemed in examining the newest

styles in bounets and artifictal flowers.
Hey touched the rustic connolwseur upon
the shoulder with the end of bis umbrells ;
and, sfter a s'art, and a look of surprise,
there was & warm shake bande, aud mut
ual expressions of pleasure at the meet
ing.

"l' How are they all at home?” the
young merchant asked.

«w All well, sir,” was the reply. *’Tis
younger your father ls gettin'. I'm
afther eellln’ two fine stall-fed fat cows
for him—1I didn’t see bettber at the mar
ket. An’ faith, Wat Murphy 'il bave an
argument against us; for, when all ex-
penses are paid, "twon’t be & crown s head
more than Wat cffared, 1eold a fine lot
of ballocke for Mr. Kiely; no bsther.
Bat he spares no expense in buyin’ the
best stock; an’ Woodlsude ls as good
fattenin’ land as there’s in the couunty.’

¢Isaw in the papers that they had an
increase in the family at Woodlands, and
that it is & son this time ”

“ 8o they had, sir. But they wor all
sure you'd bs down to the christenin’ at
Daocthor O'Connor’s.”

‘" Weil, I was not able to go.
my mother now 1”

“ She’s very ethrong, then; on’y for
the lowness o’ sperits, Dat Mls Ellle
can got great good uv ber ; an’ whea Mles
Giace happens to be at Docthor O'Con-
nor’s or at Woodlands she'll send for her,
an’ the misthrees ’ll be as gay as a latk ln
less than no time.”

“Chme down to the warehouse with
me,” eald the young merchant, ‘I want
to know all about everybody.”

The countrymin looked once more at
the window, the dlsplay of flowers aud
feathers secming to posacs) some extraor.
dinary atiraction for him, aund, after
glancing up and down the sireet, ae if he
would faln linger where he was, could he
only ficd a reascnable excuse, walked on
with the yousg merchact,

“] had wy mind made up to call to see
ye,” sald ke, “as I have the day to myse'f
till the 8'x o’clock thrain.”

“ This {s Mat Donovan, sir,” sald Willie
Kearney to hls uncle, when they reached
the warehouse.

#Oh, how are you ?" sald the merchant.
I hope all fdeuds in Tipperary are
well,”

“ All as well as you could wish, elr,”
Mat answered,

“] was very much intorested in your
cise,” Mr. Kearney observed, *' that tlme
you were charged with robbing old Pen-
der. Hugh wrote to me about it, and I
was glad to haveit la my power to be of
some use to you.”

I had good friends, sir,” retarned Mat,
# But I supposs you heard ould Issac con:
fecsed before he died that it was Beres-
ford an’ Darby Raadh that took the
money in ordher to have an excuse fir
robbin’ Sir Garret Butler, God rest hls
sowl.”

“ Why dida’t S'r Garrett follow up the
prosecution agalnst them {’ the merchant
asked, ‘I wes hoping they would be
both transported.”

“ Well, when Beresford made off, the
ould father coufested ali, an’ gave up
some uv the piundher, an’ as he wasso
near his end, thay lefi him so0.”

“ Where {2 the son now 1"

“In Queenelsnd, or somewhere off in
that direction,” replled Mat, * We
heard nothin’ ebout bim eluce Misther
Lloyd paid the two thousani pound, An’
falth, Misther Bob'd be in the coorts like
Sam Scmerfie!d and the rest uv the land.
lords down there, on’y that Tom Ryan
and Ned Brophy, an’ a f8w more uv ths
tenauts, made up the money an’ lent
it to him, He wae jast afther payin’
his other elater's fortume to Cap-
tain French, when Beresford’s attorney
glapped at him.  The tenants ’d be sorry
to lose Misther Bob, au' these new laud-
lords are such screws, KEvery wan was
gorry for poor Msjor French, an’ his fine
place went for nothin’. Butdo you think
wiil Misther Hugh ever come home, eir 1"

«] think he will, 1 bave written to
him to say it would bae for bis own inter-
ost 88 well as for the fnterest of the whole
family.”

“We're sure uvy him #0,” Mat replied
with a delighted look, * Whatever is for
thele good be'll do id, Many’s the good
turn 1 knew Hugh to do; an’’tla little
talk ’d be about it.”

“Hugh Kearney is & man,” sald the
merchant.

How is

« He wouldn't be bis father's son if be
wain's a gaod fellow,” returned Mat,

“ He's m:'.h a abip load of his father,”
exclaimed the merchant.

“Come this way, Mat,” sid Willle,
sbowing him into his offize. * You bave
not told me balf thenows yet. Has Barney
that thrush’s nest with which he used to
cheat me, still 1"

¢ He coaxed a ball dog pap from Wat
Murpby's son wud the same nest & fow
weeks 8go,” returned Mat. “Watl came
out an’ there was the divil's row. Peg
Brady was reaiin’ the pup wad the calves
unknownst to any wan, till Wat came out
for him, an’ said he wouldn't give him for
the best fat sheep Xour father had. Weo
expect that Peg and Baruey ’ll be marrled
shortly.”

“] bad & letter from Tommy Laby
lately,” sald Willie, * sud he reminded me
of Barney, aad all the old neigbbors.”

“ I'm tould, like yourse'f, sir, bis uncie
{s sfther takin’ him into partuersbip.”

“Yes; thelr bouse {s one of the most
respectable firms in Boston. [t wesabout
an crder for Liish Jinen ho wrote to me,”

%'Twas no later than last Sundsy,” re-
turned Mat, “that the echoolmasther re-
marked, after readin’ Piil's epeech, that
youul" sn’ Tommy Laby wor the two
fnnocentest boys he ever initisted into the
sclences, as be sald ; that ye wor no way
c1afty, an’ could ba chated out of your
matvels wud the greatest facllity, an’ your
castle tops came o for the most havnels ;
en’ now ye are the two richest men be.
longln’ to the parish.”

* What's tbat you ssid about a speech §”

% Wan that Pail Laby made at a great
Tempersnce meetin’,” Mat auswered.
“ An’ the divil a fiaer speech was made
there. He sent the paper to Blily Heffer
nsn, An’sure [ remember when Pbil an’
Billy wor the two greatest dhrunkards in
Knocknagow, except Jack Cammiue, that
used to bate his wife, an’ that's what Pall
never done ; an’ Billy bad no wan to tate
but his mule, Bat it was poor Norah
done 14 all.”

“] often think of Norab,” sald Willie.
%] knew her chair in Mary’s room the
moment I saw it.”

% An’ Nelly bas ber sllppers,” returned
Mat, “ hangln’ at each side of the crucifix
at the bead of her bed, wad her beads in
wan an’ & bit of palm in th’ other. Au’if
you go into the churchyard uv s Lady Day
in Harvest you won’t be long lockin’ for
Norah's grave, for not an ioch uv id that
won't bave a flower on id. Nelly an’
Billy dbresses the grave every Patthern-
day as sure as the sun shines. Bat didn’t
Tommy say anythiog about his father an’
mother 7"

“ Yen ; hesald they were well ; bat that
hismother was always pining for bome, I
bave no doubt it is that grave you mention
that meke: her wish for home.”

% Poor Honor! she was the heart an’
sowl uv a good woman,”

“Tom asked bow the mocking-bird he
sent Ellie was golrg on.”

% He's & fine singin’ bird,” replied Mat
solemnly, * She sent him over to Billy
Heffernan’s to have Nelly take care uv
bim while ehe was at the wather wud Mras,
0'Connor and Mrs. Kiely, an’ ke picked up
the whistle uv the plovers an’ the curlews,
80 that he’d bother you sometimes, He
feightens the life out uv Mrs, Kearney
when he screeches like a hawk. She says
he's not right ; an’ faith my mother has
the same notlon, an’ thinks the lads in the
forth has somethin’ to de wud him, But
is that Lory Hanly wud the bag?” DMat
asked, looking through the window,

“Yes; he’s golog to the Four Courts.
I suppose you know hels a barrister. He
is getting on very well.”

0, I know, ele. He was cheered In
Clonmel afther gain'n’ the law for a poor
man the landlord thought to turn out.
That was a fine letther agalnet the land
laws his father wrote in the papers. An’
'twas a hard case to be turned out uv his
placa afther all he lost by id, for no ralson
but becanse the new landlord wanted to
kave a restdenca on his property, Bat
the divil a word he had to say that poor
Tom Hogan hadn’t to eay ; an’ {d came
out whin ould Isaac was dvin’ that Hanly
bribed him to put out Tom Hogan an’
glve the farm to himse'f ”

¢ It appears he did not see the Injustice
of the law tlll it came to his own turn to
foel it,” eald Willle. * His daughter {s
married to a Mr, Wilson, a friend of
wine "’

“ Maybe 'tls Johany Wilson, that was
in the bank 7’ Mat asked.

¢ The eame,” returned Wilille, “ and you
will be likely to have him in Kilthubber,
as mansger of the same bank, soon. His
wiis 1s very anxloune to go there, as she aud
Mra. O'Oonnor were great friends.”

80 they wor,” sald Mat. *“ Aun’ the
other elsther was a grand giel,”

% Yes, she s still to the good, and
looked upon as a great boauty.”

“I’ll bave a bag-full uv news for Miss
Gzace,” said Mat. ¢ Bat I must run an’
ret & letther uv credit for thls money, as
I dou’t ltke to have o large a sum about
me. But I'll call In again on my way to
the rallway.”

Afther gettlog the letter of credit, Mat
Donovan made straight for the same win.
dow where we found him a few hours be-
fore, and which had bloomed into brighter
and more varled splendour in the mean
time, a8 If the flowers there dlsplayed were
alive anl real and felt the iufluenca of
the san., Bat thls would scarcely be
enough to account for the absorblng in-
terest Mat Donovan seemed to take in
that shop-window, Could it be that he
wanted to make & purchase? It would
seem 80, for, after deliberating with him.
self for some minutes, he walked lnto the
shop. Bat then he seemed to have for-
gotten what brought him there, and
looked a little puzzled and embarrassed.

“ What can I do for you?' asked a
smlling young lady Inside the ccunter,
surveying him with a look of kindly en.
couragement,

Mat looked about him, and, after a
long pauee, asked for * a ribbon to put in
s bonnet.” Tbe ribbone were displayed,
snd one selected and neatly folded In
white paper ; and seeing that the young
lady laugbed In spite of herself, Mat, as
he put the parcel in his pocket, thought
fit to set hex right and remove an errone:
ous impression, by remarking carelessly
that it was for a slster of his, who was as
foud of ribbons as ever she was, though
she had “three or four childher at her
heels.” Bat Mat evidently wanted some.
thing else, and, In reply to the question
wheiber she could do anything elee for
him, he told her to show him a broad,

thick ribbon.

€774y for an ould women’s cap—for my
mother I went 1d,” said Mat Donovan,
Aud the yourg lady inslde the counter
did not laugh now, but rather looked
pentire auvd melancholy. Perhapa she,
tco, bad an old mother in some Muuster
valley, who wore a broad ribhon over ber
osp. Tals purchase was folded up and

ald for, too; bat still Mat Dunovan
vgered.

%1 thisk {ou are from Tipperary,” sald
the voung girl

i Well, I am,” he replied. * Though 1
don’t know how people cen koow I'm a
Tip. But you ave right ; 1 am from Tip-
perary,”

+80 am 1,” eald she.

“ Well,” returned Mat, restiog his elbow
on the counter, “’I waes tould a melghbor
uv mice was employed in bis estatlish-
ment, an’ if 80, I'd like to see ber before I
g0 bome, ss tome uv her relations would
be glad to bear how ehe 1s.”

% What's ber name 1"

Mat Dinovan rubbed bis hand over his
face, which made him look quite flashed,
and, sfier making several umsuccessful
attampts to pick up a very dimlautive pin
from the counter, answered, * Betsy
Morrls,”

“Yes; she is here ; hut I didn't see her
{or the lsst week. I'll ingulre,” And
sfter much delsy, and sendlog up and
down statrs, Mat Donovan walked out
with Bessy Morris’s addrees on aslip of
paper.

After many turnings and windivge, acd
inquiries, Mat Donovan fonnd himself in
au out of the way street in a very poor
nelghborhood,

% Number seven,” sald he glanciog a%
the paper. ‘' I: must be the small housa,
wud the hall-doore. Au’, ture enough,
thim white curtalns fs what I'd ex
pect to ees wherever Bessy 'd be, 'Tisa
clsue, enug little house, though there's
nothin’ but dirt an’ poverty all aronud id.”

His hand trembled and heart flattered,
like a very coward, es he koocked at the
door. Several minutes paseed bafore it
was opened, and he had his hand on the
knocker again, when it occurred to him
that the house was so emall it was impos
sible that the ficst knock was not beard ;
and he walted for another minute, At
last the door was opened, and Bessy Mor-
risetood before him. She was very pale
and thip, but as captivatiog as ever. Bat
bhow calm and collected she was ; and not
in the least surprieed to esee him! And
though he felt tae pressure of her hand,
his reception, he thought, was very cold
indeed, coneidering how long it was since
they had met before, But he did not
koow that she had seen blm from the
window, and sat down and covered her
face with her hands for 8 moment; aod
then 1an to the glass, and harrlcdly
arravged her halr, and tled a ribbon
round her meck, before she opeaed the
door, Ha walked in and sat downr, and
replled to all her questions about her
friends in the country. Aad shetold him
bow her aunt's only son, who was a sallor,
had been drowned not long before, on one
of the Amerlcan lakee, and she feared his
mother would never recover the ehock the
intelligence of hiz death caused her.

¢ She has been 80 very ill for the last
week,” said Besmy, *that I am obliged to
stay with her continually. If she does
not get b:tter soon, I must try and pro
cure some work that I can do in the
house.”

“ An’ how do you get yout health your
se'f 1" Mat asked,

* Well, indeed, pretty well ; but I am a
little worn-out now. I am very glad to
hear that your mother and Nelly wure so
well.”

¢ Will we ever have a chance of seeln’
you in Koocknagow agaln?’ he asked
with his oid smile.

She shook ber head sadly, but made no
reply. But adreamy look came lato her
eyes, a3 if she were thlnking of the days
that were gone,

“] needn’t tell yon that we'd be all
glad to see you,” he said.

“I don’s know that, Mat,” she replied
with another sad shake of the head,

“Don’t know 1d!” r¢j dued Mat Don-
ovan ; and his broad chest heaved—but be
cou'd eay no more,

¢ Are you as fond of songs and muslc
a8 ever, Mat?" she asked, as he stood up,
and held ont his hand to say good bye.

“Well, [ am then,” he replied. *' Mlas
Grace of’en plays a tune for ms, an’ so
does Miss E'lle, Bat none of them can
touch Mrs, Klely. I never hoard the like
of her!”

She handed h'm a little book, and, tarn.
lng over the leavee, he said, “Tals s an
elegant song-book.”

“ Keep it for my sske,” returned Beasy,
with her cld winning emlle, as she claepad
his hand with energy, and hurrled back
on hearlog her aunt’s vo'ce, calllog to her.

The next day Mat Dosovan wes at
Woodlands with the price of the cattle he
had sold for Eimund Klely. Grace
brought him in as usual to play some of
his favorite alrs for him,

“Do you remember the day of Ned
B:opby's wedding, Mat,” sald she, *“ when
you nsked me to play that tune for you 7"

%1 do, well, mise,”” he replled.

% Mr, Kearaey wanted you to win a
wife with a fortune,” she contiaued,
“ But now that you are makiog mouney so
fast as & cattle desler, why do you not get
marrled ?”

“1 was asked the same qu2stion in Dab.
lin ebout yourse’f, miss,”” returned Mat,
“an’ I ¢could'nt answer id.”

“ Who asked you 1"

‘‘ Bessy Morrls,”” he answered, * She
warned me not to forget to remembar her
to you and Mrs. O'Connor, an’ how ye
used to have many a talk in the little
room in the cottege.”

% So we used,” returned Grace, thought
fally, * I remembar the day she told me
the legend of Fionn Macoool and the
Beanty Race, Is Bessy herself marricd
yet 1”

“No, mies,” he replled.
married.”

Grace’s fingers ran careleasly over the
keys, 65 ehe watched Mat Donovan from
the corners of her eyes, 1le had covered
bis face with both hands and leant forward
on the table near which he was sittlag,

T used to eay long ago that you wera
fond of Beesy,” sald ehe, ‘ Now, tell me
candidly, was I not right 1"

“You wor right, mies,” he answered,
unheeltatingly ; for there was something
in her manner that nvited confidence,
and he sorely needed sympathy, Bhe
went on questioning him with so much

‘' She’s mnot

tact and dotluoy‘ that she got the hhtoq
of Mat Donovan’s * whole couzse of love

from him, even from the time when he
need to toss the cherries over the hedge to
Bossy Morels, on her way from school.

¢ Mat,” sald G:ace, * you should bave
told her.”

“[ wes too poor, miss,”” he replied,
% Au’ seeln’ s0 many respectable young
fellows about her, [ thoug:t id weuld be
no use, Aun’ bestdes, though she was
always nice and frlendly, she never cared
much about ma,”

“Take my advice, Mat, and tell her;
and you'll find you are mistaken.”

“Do you think s0, mis I’ ho atked
esgerly,

It 1s mpossible,” returned Grace, with
emphsals, ** that she could be indifferent
to sach love as yours ”

“In the name uv God,” sald Mat
Dounovan, af:er a long pauss, “ I’ll take
your advice,”

Before many weeks had eclapsed Mat
D.novan stood again at the door of the
small house in the out of-the way street,
He knocked with a firm hazd this time,
and there was no fluttering of the heart
a8 on the former ocosslon ; for be had his
mind waile up for the worst. But there
was no answer to hls sumumons,

¢ She must be out,” he thought, *“aun’
mnrbe the ould woman is keepin’ the bed
st'll, an’ I b'lleve they have no wau in the
house but themselves.”

He glanced at the wicdows, and it imme
diately occurred to him that the white
certains were gone, and then he saw that
the chutters were closed.

¢ She’s dead,” said & woman, who came
to the door of the next house, and found
bim looking at the windowa.

% Deed !" he exclaimed —and the colour
flyw feom hls cheek—** who s dead 1"

“The old womau,” was the reply ; “an
she had the beautifulest coffin I ever seen
leavin’ the street. Taey wor dacent

eople

‘“An’ the young woman?” he atked,
drawiog a long breath.

““Well, I don’t know where she’s gone ;
but ehe left for good the day afier the
fuveral.”

He hurrled to the shop in Sackville
street, but counld only lesrn from the pro-
prietress that Besy Morris had glven
notice that she could not return to her
employment there ; for which they were
very sorry, as she was an excellent work.
womsn,

“Might there be e'er a comarade g'rl uv
hers in the house, ma’am, that couid tell
me anything about her i”” poor Mat asked
in his bewllderment.

Inquiries were made, and & young girl
came down to the shop and told him that
Beesy was a particular friend of hers,

“ An’ could yon tell me where she 1s7”
he asked.

“She’s gone to Amerlca,”” wae thereply.

“To America!” he repested, in g0
despairing a tone that the young woman
ralsed ber eyes to his face, and said :

“You are Mat Donovan ?”

% Well, that 13 my name,” he replied,
absently,

¢ She was thlnking of writing ta you,”
returned the young woman,

¢ Was Bessy thiokin’ of writla’ to me 7"

“ Yes ; but she changed her mind, She
was thinking, too, of writlng to Mre. D:.
O'Connor, somewhere in the county Clare,
I think, but she didn’t know the address.”

“] thought I tould ber we bad Dacthor
O’Connor in Kilthubber slnce Father Car.
roll got the pazish,” rejoinad Mat, *Bat
how long is she gone?”

% She only lef: for Liverpool oz Monday.
The name of the ship she was to go by
wes the ¢ Oblo,” I was with her getting
ber passage ticket at the agent’s,”

“ Where was that 1" he asked, eagerly.

* Eden quay,” she replied, “but I for-
get the number,”

The agent told bim that unless some
delay occurred, he would have no ¢hance
cf catching the “ Oalo ”” in Llverpool, as
the was to have salled that same day.
But there uas & chance, and next morn-
ing, In the grey dawn, Mat Donovan was
harrylog along the docks of Liverpool,
siaring at the forast cf masts, and looking
round for some one who could tell him
whether the “Oalo” had yet ealled for
Amerlca,

“The ‘Oaio’1” replled a sallor wao
was returoing to hls veesal, evidently
after belne up all night. *Yes, she ta'led
for lI:Iew York at four o'clock last even-
o

Beecy Morris was gone !

“Bat sare 'tis long ago she was gone
from me,” he thought, as he rested his
elbows on a plle of timbar, and gazed at a
veseel in the cffiag. ** When 18 1d that
she wasn’t gone from me? An’ for all
that, I fecl as if she was never out uv my
g'ght till now, that ehe fa gone for ever.”
He stood there llke a man in & dream, he
did not know how long, till tha nolse
around him, es the ladiog and unladlng
of the vessels commenced, aroused him,
and turning from the busy scene he
strolled llstlezsly lato an unfrequented
street, and wandered on, on, merely wish.
ing to pass away the tims, and to ba alone,
till one o’clock, when the steamer was to
leave for Dablin,

“Lond me a hand, if you plszs,” sald a
man, with heavy trunk on his shoulder,
in an ascent which placed it beyond all
doubt that the speaker was & Muasterman.
Tae trunk was lald upon the pavement,
and the man dived into an arched door-
way, pulllog off his hat and making the
elgn of the cross, Mat looked up at the
building, and saw that it wes a Catholic
church, He entered, and, kneellng in
frout of the altar, cffered up a short
prayer. As he rose from his knees, hie
attention was attracted by a young gitl
coming out of one of the confessionals,
She kuelt, or rather flang herself, dowa
upon the stoue floor, and with hands
clasped almost convulsively, ralsed her
streaming eyes to the plcture of the crucl.
fixlon, over the altar. Her pale face told
a tale of suffering, and misery, and sore
::mputlon, which there was no mistak-
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*““My God!” thought Mat Doanovan,
“mayba that’s the way Bessy will bs,
afther laudin’ 1o a ethrange counthry, wad.
out a friend, an’ maybe slck an’ Ponnlleu.
0, if I could oa’y do somethin’ for her ;
if I could know that she was well an’
happy, I'd be satlefied.” Acting on the
impulse of the moment, he walked to.
wards the priest, who, after looking up
and down the church, and seelog no other
penitent requiring his ministry, was on
his way to the saerlstry. Oa seelng Mat
approaching, he went back to the confes-
slonal,

“'Tis to ax your advice I want,” said
Mat, * Beln’an Irishman an’ a sthranger

{n this p'ace, I'd like to get your advice
about somethin’ that troublin’ my mind
very much.” And be told bis story from
begloning to end; and how ‘she was
always iu his mind,” acd how he never
thought of soy one else as he ued to
think of her—though he never expected
she’d be avy'hing to blm more than &
friend—they belog meighbours aud neigh-
bours’ children. Aad now what ought he
do? He wouldn’t miud cruesing over to
Awerlica for her eake no more than he’d
mind cromirg the strest, And d'd bis
reverancs thivk he ought to go?

1 don't like to give an opinion ia such
a case,”’ replied the prieat. * You should
pot forget your mother and your sister,
and it may be the young womsn would
not respond to your feeliogs, and might
not require your sscistance. But on the
other band the may, and probably will
bave to encounter severe trialy, alone aud
frlendless among strangers, and you might
be the means of saviog her.”

“That's id,” Mat interrupted, falrly
sobbirg aloud, as he glanced st the poor
glrl on her knees. ‘’Twould break my
beart.”

“Ia the name of God, then,” ¢)ntinued
the priest, * do as your bearts prompte
you. You seom to be a sentible man,
not likely to act reshly or from a light
motive. And at the worst it will be a
consolation to you to think that you did
your best for her. Aud it might be a
soarcs of much paln to you, if avy mla
fortune happened to the young woman,
to think that you might nave saved her
and neglected to do so0.”

“Tpack you, eir,” replied Mat. * Your
advice is good.”

He left the church a happler man then
be had bsen for many a dsy before. Oa
paseing & small print.shop within & few
doors of the church tha well-known por-
trait of Danlel O Corudll, “ the man of
the people,” caught his ey, and Mat
stopped short, feeling as if b I ad met an
old frlend. A:d, while lookli g into the
 Liberator’s” face with a smile alinost as
full of humour and pithosas his own, the
writing materials dlsplayed for eale in the
window reminded him of the necessity of
communicating his intention of golng to
America to his mother.

% Mlss Greace fs the best,” sald ke, after
pondering over the matter for some
tims, “I'll tell her ai well as I cap,
sn’ lave id to heme'f to tell my
mother, and there’s no danger but
she’il manage 1d all right.” 8, be wrote
to Grace that he would start by the fiest
sbip leaviog Liverpool for tns United
States—which the man in the vrint-shop
foformed him was the ** Ecla " for Basion
—in parsult of Bassy Morrls,

Mat Dunovan counted the hours as the
good ship eped upon her way across the
great ocean. Never before did he thiok
the daye and the nights so long—n»t even
whea ke lay & prisoner i the jall of Clon
mel. The vessel was crowded with Ielsh
emigrants, aud many an * o’er true-tale ”
of suffering and wrong did he llaten to
duting the voyage. Bat as they neared
the free shores of Ame:ica every face
brightened, and the outcasts felt as if they
bad ceen the end of their trials and sor
rows. Alas! too many of them had the
worst of their trialsaud sorrows yet before
them, Bat 1t was only now Mat Donovan
began to see how difficalt, how almost
hopelees, was the eunterprise he had em-
batked in. He had no clue whatever by
which he could hope to trace Bessy Morrls
And his heart died within him at the
thought that he might spend a lifeilme
wandering through tne citics of the great
Repablie, salling up and down its mighty
rivers, or travelliog over its wild and Jonely
prairies, without finding her.

“ Where am I to go or what am I to
do 1” be sald to himself as he stood alone
in one of the principal streets of Boston,
Saddenly he remembsred Tommy Laby,
and 1t was like a ray of hope to think that
he had at least a frlend at hand to consult
with, He had no difficulty in finding the
exterslve concern in which Tommy was
now juoior partner. But when in answer
to his inqniries he was toid Mr, Lahy had
ssiled for Earope only two wecks before,
Mat felt more disheartened thaa ever,

“Can I see hls uancle?” ho asked, re-
covering from his disappolntment.

*Yeg, come this way,” replied the clerk

The merchsnt recelved him clvilly, and
when Mat told bim he was from Kunock-
nagow, and asked, as Mr, Lahy was gone
to Earope, could he see his father and
mother, they belng old friends and nelgh-
bours, the merchant replled of couree he
could, and very glad, he was eure, they
would be to see him, * As for Mrs, Lahy
—who, [ suppose you know, {s my sister
—we can’t make her feel at homo in this
country at all,”” he contlaned. * But she
is more contented aince Tom has got a
house in the couatry, where she can keep
a cow and fowl, and grow potatoes and
cabbages. It Is only about a mlle outslde
the city, aud you will have no trouble ia
findiog ft.”

Followlng the directlons glven him by
the merchant, Mat sson fouud himself at
the door of a handeome house in the
subarbs  He knocked, and the door was
opened by a smart looking yourg woman,
who looked fnquiriogly into his face.

¢ Js Mrs, Lahy wudic 1’ he asked.

“ O Mat Donovan 1" she exclalmed, the
moment she heard his voice ; and catchlng
him by bothhands she pulled him 1a ; and
Mat found bimself siiting 1n a nicely far-
nished room before he had recovered from
his surprise,

*Is id yourse'f, Judy ?” he asked, look-
Ing round the room and wonderlog why it
felt 8o hot, seelng that there was no fire—
the stove being an *institation ” with
which Mat bad yet to become acquaiated.

It was the same Judy Qonnell who had
caused such dire confusion, by forgetting
to shut the door behind her, in Mat Dono
van's kitchen, that wlody wiater's night
long ago, when she ran in to ** take her
leave of them.”

Judy told him that Mrs, and Me, Lihy
would be in soon. They had only gone to
visdt & poor woman whose husband had
broken his arm by a fall from a scaffsld -
fng. Mrs. Lahy was always findlog out
poor familiesin distress. Judy herself had
a sltuation in one of the priocipal hotels
in the clty, but she always felt unhappy
among such crowds of strangers, and eo
she asked Mrs. Laby to take her, and now
her mind was easler than ever it was since
she came to Amerfea, Mrs. Lahy waslike
o mother to her ; and besldes, she had the
same wages she was getting at the hotel
which was & great advantage, as she wn'
able 80 send as much as ever home to her
poor old father—bealdes feellng a0 com.

fortable and happy. Aud Judy ran on
with sstonishlog volabllity, ssking in.
pumerable guestions, and answerlog them
all bersell, Her intimate knowledge of
everything conceznlog ber present nelgh-
bours was amaziog ; but Mat opened his
eyes o wonder when sbe detalled min-
utely and correctly every important event
that had occurred in the parish of Kil.
thubber, tiace tha day she left it dowa
to the eviction of the Hennessys, which
happened only thres weeks before, and
the election of poor lew guardians for the
division of Knocknagow, on the head of
which several bleck eyes were given and
recelved 1o the city of Boston,

Here Mat mansged to edge in & word,
a8 Judy's volde subsided intv an inartica-
late murmur—ashe haviag canght her poll.
comb between her teeth, while twisting up
ber hair, which had suddeuly fallen down
—and asured her that the election in
question psssed coff quite pnouhl{ at
bome, Mr. Kearney baving nearly all the
votes, Tae new landlord, who lived in
At rney Hanly's handsome house, set up
a candidate in opposition to Maurice
Kesrney, bat got no one to vote for Lim
but his own tenaots, who were few and
far between. S) that Mat Donovan was

reatly astonfshed t) hear that there had
gnn a fizht on account of the election of
& poor-law gardian for Kuocknagow in
the clty of Boston ; and wacagzed to say
10 before Judy Connell's tonguehad room
to go on sgaia,

¢ Here they are,” she exclaimed, etick.
ing the comb in her poll, and runuing to
opean the door.

And how Mes, Laby ralsed her hands in
wouder, and welcomed Mat Dinovan, as
if he had dropped down from the eky !

Mrs. Kearney goleg to second Mass on
an Easter Sunday was never a more
respectable lookicg woman thsn Honor
Lahy, Mat thougnt. But she was the
same Honor Lahy stlll, for sll that, Aund
as for Pbil, dressed as he was in a sult of
superfiae broadcloth, aud carrylog & var-
ulshed walkiog etick o bis gloved hand—
why, only for the shirt collar, which was
as bigh and as stiff as ever, Mat Donovan
would not have belleved his owa eyes,
that that old gentleman ever made a blue
tody-coat with gilt battons for bim,

¢ ’'m glad to see you, Mat,” sald Hounor.
“ Proud an’ h.li;p’ [ am to see you sittin’
in that chalr. Bat ye're alllavin’ Ireland
—all lavin’ the ould sod. 'Tis of'en I
said to myse’f, whea m{ heart used to be
breakin’, thinkin® how lonesome the ou'd
place was—'tls of’en I sald Knocknegow
was not gone all out s0 long as Mt Dono-
van was there, I used to tofok uv your.
se’f an’ your mother standin’ In your nice
little garden, an’ lookin’ down to the
beech tree, an’ thinkin’ of them that was
far away ; an’ of poor Norah ; an’ maybe
takin’ a walk to the churchyard uv a San.
day evenin' an’ offeria’ up a prayer at her
grave, [ always knew’—:oatinued Mra,
Llh{, who was quite as well informed as
her bandmalden of all that had passed in
her nauve place sloce she left it—“1I
slways knew Miss Mary an’ Blliy Heffor-
pan would have luck. I knew heaven
would reward them for all their kludnees
to my sufferin’ angel. Av’ glai Iam that
thay are well an’ doin’ well, An’I know
they’ll all be glad to see Tommy, for he
promised me faltbfully he wouldu’t come
bsck wudout payin’ a visit to the ould
place ; an sure 'tla well to have any wan
at all left there to welcome bim afther the
scourg!n’ the countbry got.” Aad Honor
buried het face in her hands and wept
sllently.

They were ali slient for some minutes.
Ma wished to say somethlng, but did not
know how to begin. Phil tapped the ild
of bis sllver enuff box, and took a pinch,
aud as for Judy Coonell, she seemed to
have run dowa like a clock, and could do
nothing but stare at the window, and pant
for breath,

TO BE CONTINUED,
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WOMAN'S INTUITION.

NEARLY ALWAYS RIGHT IN HER
JUDGMENT IN REGARD TO] COM-
MON THINGS.

An oli gentleman over eeventy, came
into the city from his farm, without his
overcoat, The day turned chilly aud he
was cbliged to forego his visit to the falr,

To a filend who remonstrated with him
for golog away from home thus uopre-
pared, be sald: %I thought It was giing
to b2 warm ; but my wife told me to take
my overcoat, bat I wouldn’t, Women
bave more sense than men any way,”

A frank admission.

Women’s good senss i3 sald to e me
from intultion ; may it not be that they
are more cloze observera of little tblogs,
Ou.e thlog Is certaln, they are apt to strike
the nail on the head, in all the ordinary
problems of life, more frequently than the
lords of creation.

“Accordlug to Dz. Allce Bannett, who
recently read a paper on Bright’s dlsease
before the Penneylvanla State Medlcal
Soclety, persons subjsct to billlous attacks
and slck headacher, who have crawling
sensations, like the flowing of water in
the hesd, who are ‘tired all the time’
and have unexplaloed attacks of sudden
(v]venknen, mndv v;elll be suspected of

angerous tendencies in the direct
Br'ilsht’s di:ease,” -
he veteran newspaper correspondent
Joe Howard, of the New Yorkpl’reaa in
notiog this statement, suggests : “Pos-
elbly ~Alice s correct in her dlagnosis,
but why doesn’t she glve some ides of
treatment?! Iknow a man who has been
‘tried all the time’ for ten years. Night
before last he took two doses of calomel

and yesterday he wished he hada't,”

A proper answer {s found in the follow.
lug letter of Mre, Davis, wife of Rov. Wm,
J. Davls, of Basll, O, Jane 21st, 1800,

“I do not hesitate to say that I owe my
life to Warner’s Safe Care. I had a con.
stant hemorrhage from my kidaneys for
more than five months, The phyalcians
c¢suld do nottlog for me, My husband
*rpent hundreds of dollars and I was not
relleved. I was under the care of the
most eminent medical men in the Siate,
The hemorrhage ceased bafore I had
taked one bottls of the Safe Cure, [ can
safely and do cheerfully recommend it to
all who are sufferers of kidney troubles.”

Catarrh indicates impure blood, and to
cure it, take Hood's -Sarsu.purilln', which
purifies the blood. Sold by all druggists.
. Do not delay in geiting reliet for th
little folks. Mother Grnveg’ Wo:m Extet.-
inator is a pleasant and sure oure, It

You love your child why do you let it suffer
When & remedy is 80 near “y hand ?




