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66They Also Nerve Who Omly Stand
and Walt.”

“The flelds are whitening 'neath the ripen-
ing grain,
1 long 10 toll among the reapers thore:
What ‘ull-rlpo sheaves 1'il guther ere the
raln
To prov'- my gratitude for God's dear
care,”

Thus saying, resolute and preud I stood
Amid tre ever hurrying, busy throaug,

Wailing to see, In somewnst anxious mood,
The Lord and Master as He came ulong.

He came, and pressizg through the eager
thio
I llo?):l I?o'cldo Him near ‘the opsp gate ;
“Master, wha’ shall I do? My soul is
strorg.”
He turned and scftiy said: ‘' Here stand
and walt
7 he hot blood to my brows and temples flaw,
1 struggied tieroaly with my hapless iate.
“Ah, M-',ur have you naught for me to

o
“Yes,” He replied at once, ‘‘here stand
and wait.”

He passed along, and through the weary
hours

1 llgodnwlth restiess Lands and aching
eart:

arks
I would mot even pluck the fragrant flowers
Boneath my fee., as thus [ 8100d apart,
ain He passed, and in my grief I sald:
AEl'ﬂ retter die than only iund and walt,”
One look of sad rebuke—uo word He satd,
But leit me weeplug by the open gate.
The weary, weary hours come and pacs,
I wateh the rompers cut the ripenea grein,
I nee their hsavy sheaves and sigh : **Alas,
That I cau only wrestle with my psin,”

The night. drawas near—I see Him once again,
“On ! Master, see, 't18 growing derk aud

late;
1havenosheaves.” Hisaweet voloe soothes
my pain;
“They serve Me beat who patient stand
and wait.”
8o patlently 1 strive to stand and walit
Taorough ail the glories of the coming
CArs,
w-u’ml His hand shall lead me through
the gate
And chavge to smiles my tears.

KNOCKNAGOW

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

CHAPTER XXXI[ —CoNTINUED,

Ia the matter of awillug faces, however,
we sbould make one more exception be-
sides the bashful young women whose

otatoes foll to pleces. Mies Lloyd was
glnnted by the bollad goose, That
doughy looklog objsst eeemed both to
faaciuate and frighten her, She slared at
it a8 & shyicg horee will s'are at a white
wall. A® laes, unable to resist any longer,
she held out her plate end asked to be
helped to the botled giose, A young
farmer, who eat opposito that neglected
and utterly forlorn looking bird, jamped
to bis feet and plunged a fork into its
slde; and then eawed away vigorously
with his knifs, but without any regard to
the bones or j.inte of the bollad goose,
In spite of nle vigorous exertions—or
rather in consequenca of them—the un-
happy boiled goose rolled and elipt about
the dish, but lost not a particle of flash
under the knife of the operator.

Now, tbiy young farmer partook of
holled gaose 1a his owa houee on an aver
age once & week—that fs to say, every
Sunday—since Michaelmas, Bat then
the goose was always dismembered before
it was put into the pot with the dump.
lings. Arnd a very savoury dish, too, is
gooss end dumplings cooked in this way.

Mies Lloyd held out ber plate patiently
till her arm began to f:el tired, when the
youog farmer, becomlog quite deeperate,
pulled his fork out of the bolled goose,
and plungiog it into the plece of fat pork
that happened to be within arm’s leogth
of him, slashed off some two or three
poands of the same, and flioglng it upon
the voung lady’s plate, exclaimed :

“Maybe you'd rather have a bit of th's,
mies "

Miss L'oyd stored helplessly at the m1:a
of pork ou her plate, which, in her bewil.
derment, she contianed to hold out at
arm's length. Wherenpon, the young
farmor added a liberal supply of cabbags,
and Mies L'oyd 1:4d down the plate before
her, looking asatupefiad as M st Doaovan’s
cock when he was going to walk {nto the
fize, after falllng from the collar-b:am
upon Pail Liahy’s hoad. And durlug the
rest of the meal Miss Llyyd seemed qulte
as Inzapable of furthsr action as the bash
fal young woman for whom Nelly Dono.
van wanted *‘a litile lane bit.”

Dinner over, the two plpers and three
fiddlers struck up “Haste to the Wedding,”
which was the slgnal for removing the
two rows of tables, aud the floor was im-
medlately cleared for dinclng.

Mre, Ribert Lloyd led out tha bride ;
and, after & good deal of rough shaking
and pushing, Mt D)novan pezsuaded the
bridegroom to go through the usua! how
ing and soraplog fn front of Miss Lloyd,
who wai roussd from the stupor lato
which the fat pork had thrown har by the
words, *“I dance to you, mlss,” which were
uttersd by Ned Brophy much in the same
tone and with the same lock es usually
asxcompany the phraze, “I'm sorry for your
trouble,”

“Come, Me. Lywe,” sald Fathor Hannl-
gan, ‘don’t you see Miss Isabella thore,
thzowing cheap’s eyes at you? Oat with
you nud )»in the fun,”

“Mz, Lory, your eowl,” exclalmed Nelly
Douaovan, clapplag bim on the back, “*be-
fore the flura is full !” And Nelly selzed
Lory by the hand and pulled him along
till they foand a p'ace among the dancers.

Huagh Keerney walked d)wn the barn
looking to the right and loft among the
blooming damials, bat it was evident the
objact of his search was not ia alght

*You want somebedy,” said Mt Dono-
van, with a meaniog look.

“Well, I do,” replled Hagh, *“I want
a partoer.”

“Who is she, an’ I'll mike her out for
you §”

“That’s jast what I don’t know,” re-
plied Hugh, “Bat 'tis the girl with the
white jicket.,”

Mat sbook bls head, as much as to say,
“Sare, now, I kvew what was In your
mlad.” Aad then lookirg all around
for the white jacket, M:t Donovan eald
aloud:

“Tae nicest littla glrl 1’ and there was
a melancholy tendernecs in hla vclce, and
a softness In his smile, which made f{ugh
at ounce suspect that the owmer of the
white jacket was no stranger to Mat the
Thrasher,

¢Who {s she ?” he asked.

“B g8y Morrls, sir,” replied Mat, after &
momeat’s eilence, as If be were roused

rom & reverle. g
; #Is that old Phli’s granddaughter?”

Hugh asked in surprise, “I know ber
very well, but I have not seen her for a
long time.”

“She was in Dablia at her aunt’s, oiz,”
replied Mat, “I think she's gone lnto the
house now to put a stitch {n the brides.
mald’s gowad that Wattletoss s aftber
dbriviog his fut through—would you
doubt him! I'll run in for her.”

He soon returned with Bessy Morrls,
who blashed aud lavghed as he told her
how Mr, Hugh Kearuey had efngled her
out.

I really d!d not know you,” sald Hagh,
8 be shook bauds with her, “till M st sold
me who yon were,”

“They sll tell me I am greatly altered,
.hl't"' ’nho replied, “but I can't seo it my
self,

“We bave some purty girls here to-
night, sir,” teld Mat, looking round on
ey isls,” Hugh replied

ery pretty glrls, agh replied.
“There, h';’r Imugu, that fair-haired
glzl sitting ncar the musiclans is about as
nandeome a girl ae ever I saw.”

“So she Is, oir,” sald Mat. ‘She’s called
the Swan of Coolmore. But for all that,”
be added, with a humorous glance at
Bessy Morrls, *’tls the white jscket he
was lookin’ for.”

“Ohb, bat Bnéy and I are old acquain-
tances,” rep'isd Hagh, laughing.

*Nabockltsh {” returned Mat. You
fonld me youn didn’t know who che was,
But I always sald you had & good eye uv
your own,”

The two pipers and three fiddlers found
the “tuning” business so diffizalt that
Mat thought there was still time for him
to look out for a partoer for “the first
bout.”

“Now, which would yon advise me to
take ?” he asked, siroking his chin as if
he found it difficul: to make up bis mind.
“The awan or the bridesmaid—the goolden
lceks or the goolden guinens 1”

Tats questivn had the ¢ffcct of meking
Beasy Morris look very earnestly at him
Bat she laughed when he added—

“Here goes for a shake of the ould
ssucepan.’

“Bat you are forgattirg,” sald Besy,
“that you wure destred to makp scme
panch for the ladles 1”

“Oh murther !” he exclalmed, “that
ould saucepan put it ou® of my heed.”

Billy Heffsrnan here appesred at tbe
door with a jag of bolling water in each
hand, and M:t huriled to the table to
make the puach for the ladles; which
punch was sron ‘‘shared” all round, and
csused an immense deal of cougbing,
and a grand display of “turkey red”’
pocket handkerchiefs.

Hugh found his partnsr so lively and
intelligent, and altogether so captivating,
that he quite overlovked the fact that the
dancing bad commenced, till the swing-
ing of Lory Hanley’s legs warned bim
that he muet either retire, or joln in with
the reat.

The “merry din’ now commerced in
right earaest ; but beyond all guestion
the happlest mortal under the roof of
Ned Brophy’s barn that night was Barney
Brodhezick, who, fenced in by a table, in
& coraer all to himeelf, rattlecd away
through all his wonderful steps as if he
thougat it a sln to let a sicgle bar of jig,
reel, or double go for nothing,

CHAPTER XXXII.
AN OLD CROPPY 8 NOTIONS OF SECURITY
OF TENURE

Father Hannigan and Maurlce Kearney,
with ol Phil Morrls and Phil Bahy, aad
a few more choles spirits, drew close
togetber round the social board, and en
joyed tbemaelves o thels own way,

“] gave my daughter to Ned Brophy,”
eald old Larry Olancy, in reply to a ques
tlon of Father Hannigan’s—'1 gave my
daughter to Ned Brophy, because he has
a guod lave,”

“'A good landlord 12 as good a1 & good
leaso,”” eaid Maurlce Kearney.

“I do mot know that,” returned Larry
Clancy, elowly and emphatically, “For
my owa part, 1’d rather have a gocud
lase wud the woret landlord than no lxse
wud the best landlord that ever broke.
bread. Securily is the oaly thing to give
& man courage.”’

*'He’s right,”’ exclalmed old Phil Morrls,
striking his stlck agalast the ground.
“Security Is the only thing. Batif every
man was of my mind he’d bave security
or know for what,”

‘Iold your tougne, you old sinner,”
eald Father Hannlgan, who bad often
combated Pall Morrie’s views, s to how
the lind question could be broaght to a
spaedy settlement.

“I have my old pike yet—an’ maybe
I'd want 1d yet!” he exciaimed, with a
look of defisnce at the priest, ¢“Au’ the
maa that’d come to turn me out on the
road, a3 I sece others turned out on the
roed, I'd give him tbe length of it, as sure
a8 God made Moges.”

“‘And s#ing for it,” sald Father Hanni.
gen.

YAy, an’ swlng for it,” ehouted the old
Osoppy ; for it was & musket bullet that
shattered Phil Morris's knee In '98. “Ay,
an’ swing for i1,”

“And bs dymued,” added the prlest.
“Don't you know ’tlse murder — wilful
murder §"

“I don't know that,” he replled. *“Bat
the priyers of the corngregatien would
cwry the man's sowl to heavea that'd de
a manly act an’ put a tyraat out uv the
country, and keep other tyrants from fol.
lowisg bis exsmple, 'Tia eolf defence,”
he added striking his etick against the
gronnd; *’tls justice,”

“Tia bad work,” sald Fatier Hann!gan.
“And take my wprd, luck or grace will
never come of it.”

“I agree with you,” Hugh Kearney
obaerved, who had jolved them during the
latter part of the dlscussion.

“Yon do !” exclalmed cld Phil, turalng
upon him with a ecowl., “An’ who the
dlvii cares what you or the llkes of you
agree with1  You're well of as you are,
and Ilittle trouble 1d gives you to see the
people huuted ke dogs. i

*“You're wrong there, PLIL” replied
Hagh. “I'd like i, see that old plke of
yours taken from the thatch forys manly
fight like that you fought in ’98. But
that's a different thing.”

“Well, I know that,” returned Phil Mor-
rls, letting his ehin drop upon his chest, and
seeming to brood over the subjest for a
minute or two. *‘But five yenrs 8go,” he
added, I could count three-an'’-twenty
houses, big an’ little between the cross uv
Liscorrig an’ Shaubally-bridge ; an’ to.day
you couldn’t light your pipe along that
whole plcce uv a road, barrin’ 4t wa 1 house

—aud that’s my emn, An’ why am I left
there ! Because they knww 1'd do 1d,” he
muttered shrough his clenched teetb, es if
he were speaking to himeelf,

“Les bim slove,” ssld the piiest,
“There’sno use in talking to bim.”

*“S'here’s raleon in what he eays,” said

old Larry Olsucy, in bis slow, emphatle
way, “I eay,” he added, locking st
the priest, ‘‘there’s rsison in what he
mys.”
‘Don’t bes talking foolish,” returned
Father Haguigen, who saw that the eyes
of three or four vmall farmers were fixed
inquiringly cn his face. *“Good pever
camse of it.”

“Do you hesar him!"” exclalmed old
Phl) Morrls, turniog to Hogh Kearney.

“Well, to & great extent,” sald Hugh,
after a short ellence—for he eaw they all ex-
Yutvd he would speak —“to a great extent

sgree with Father Hennigen, But there
fs 0o use In denyiog that the dread of
sssassination is the omly puoteciion the
people have agalnst extermination in this
part of Ireland ”

“I sy 'tle justice In the eye uv God,”
exclaimed olda Phil Morrie, “‘to punish the
bloody tyrante—the robbers and murdber-
ers that rob the peaple uv thelr little spots,
a2’ turn "em out to perleh, 'Tis justice
to punish the bloody robbers!” Aud as
old Phil strack bhis etick agalnet the
ground and looked around there was s
murmur of applause from the bystanders,
who by thistime were pretty numerous,

“The man thet belleves he ls robbed or
persecuted,” sald the priest “cannot be an
impartlal judge. If every ome was to
take the law into his own bands there
would be nothing but violence and blood.
shed.”

“Well, what do you n{ to glvicg the
exterminstors a fair trlal before judge
sad jary 1

“What judge ard jary 1"

“'Tie’ns the judge an’ jury In the eoort-
house,” returned Phil Morrls, *““because
they’re all for the tyrants, an’ some uv
'em tysants themeelves; but a falr jury
uv the peopls, an’ a falr judge.”

“I know what you mean,” eald Father
Hsnnigee, “But If the judge and jary
in the court house besll for the tyrant,
don’t you thiuk your judge snd jury
would be as much for the victlm 7"

“No; they’d mever condemn a man
that didn’t deearve 1d,” replled Pall,

“Ignorant men,” rejoined the prlest,
“clinded by passion — perhaps smarting
under wrong themsolves, or dreading thut
thelr own turn might come next—couldn’t
bs a fair judge snd jary, Pall, even if
what you spsak of were lawiul or justIn
the sight of God S5 hold your tongue.”

“Ay, that’s the way always. ‘Howld
your tongue’ settles id.”

“There is Mr. L'oyd,"” continued Father
Hinpigan, as that gentleman returned to
bis reat; “and 1f he put out a tenant
would you shoot him §”

“The divii a bair uv his heed would ba
touched,” replled Pbil. “He glves good
lases at a falr rent; acd the man that
does that won't turn out a tenant unless
he desarvesto be turned out. Answer me
this wan questlon. Did you ever know
uv & good landlord to be shot, or a good
agent? Answer me that 1"

& ;Well. no,” replied the priest. “Inever
1 ”

“There it is,” observed Larry Clancy,
as if that settled the question, and Father
Hanolgan had thrown up the spunge,

“Well, now, Mr, Lowe,” sald Father
Haunigan, “what’s your opluicn of thia
matter §”

“I am almnst entirely fguorant of i,”
he replied, “But I confees I came over
to Ireland under the impression that the
people were lawlexs and revergsful, par-
ticularly ia your county.”

“You ouly eaw the dark side of the
plcture,” returned Father Hannlgan,
“We are not #o black as we are painted.”

I belleve that. And a remark made
by an I:lsh jadge, with whom I had the
honour of dining a few weeks sge, made
& great impression on me, I confess,”

“What did he eay 1"

“He had sentenced several men to be
hanged o short time before, and a gentle-
man present made some severe remarks,
while dlscussiog the subject of sgarlan
outrages, woen Judge —— sald : ‘I never
met an Inetance of a landlo:d kelng killed,
who dii not deserve—I won't say to be
hanged, s I am a judge—but I do eay, &
osse of the kind never cams before me
that the landlozd dil not deserve to be
@amned ' "

Oid Phil Morrls loocked with astonlsh-
ment at the spsaker,

“Pat id there,” he exclaimed, reaching
his horny hand aeross the table. “If you
were the divil you're an honest man,”

“[ don't despair of old Ircland yet,”
ssld the prlest. “The people are good if
they only get falr play.”

“Ireland will never do eny good till we
have trade and manufactures of our own,”
observed Phfl Laby. And a certain
thickness of uttersvoe Indicated that Phil
bad forgotten bis resolution respeciing
the cord!al long ago.

“Oar rulers crunshed onur trede and
manu'a:tures,” sald Father Hannigan,

“Yes,” returned Phil Lahy, “but the
people are toe much given to farmicg.
A beggarly sky farmer that’s stuck ia the
mud from mornin’ to pight, an’ don’t
koow beef from mutton—ao, ner the
taste of an egg ; for if he dare look at a
ben's tall, his wife would fling the dlsh-
clothat him. Ap’ that poor cruwler, with
hts head bald from theraln droppla’ on it
from the eave from standin’ cutside his
honour’s window, waltin’ till his honour
condescended to talk to him—that beggar
would despise the tradesman an’ look
down on bim. Tom Hogan comes in to
me this mornin’ to kuow was there any
news (n the paper, ‘There ls, says I, ‘I'll
read ona uv the best articles ever you
heard fox you, says I. ‘Look at the
markets,’ says Tom Hogan, Ha! ba!
ha!” And Pail Laby laughed qulte
sardonleally, ¢ ‘Look at the markets.’
Ha! ha!ba!”

“There’s eoms truth in what you say,”
sald Father Hanunigan,

“Ay,” continued Phil, “an’ the blg
farmer will make doctore an’ attorneys of
his sons instead of eettlng ’em up in
business,

“I'm going to bind my youngest son to
his nncle,” eald Me, Kearney,

“For a wonder,” returned Phil Lahy,
tasting his punch; and, not consldering
it up to the mark, addieg another glass of
whiekey.

“That’s what [ call & double entendre,
Phi),” eald Favhez Hannigan,

“I foar you are forgetting your prom-
fse,” Hugh obeezved. ” . ”

::S’I:ltw pl::i:l 1” Pbll asked.

No nk anything stromger
cordlal.” RSN SR .

Phil Liby stared at the speaker for balf
& minute ; and thea stared at the double
entendre for balf 8 rainute more.

In fact, Phil Lahy felt himeelf fn a
dllemms, Making & sudden dive, how-.
ever, nt the ginger cordial decamter, he
filled bis glass and carefully sdded ' the
klass of cordial to the two glasses of
whiskey in his tumbler.

*'Will that please you 7" he a:ked, tora-
ing to Hugh, as if that didn't satlefy him
noll{hln co:{’d..‘ hish

agh ra s band over Lis face, and
did bis best to keep from laugbing. .

“Would you doubt Phil for getting out
of & promise?’ obeserved l’ngor Hanpi -
gen, “He’ddrive a conch-and-six throngh
soy promise that ever was made—1s old
Dan used tosay of an Act of Parliament.”

YOld Ds1 sald many & good thing,”
rejoined Phil Laby, not chooslsg to
notlce the reference to the “promise.”
“But the best thing ever he sald,” he con-
tinued, casting sbout for something that
would turn the couversation away from
promires and cordial altogether—*the
best thing ever he esid was: ‘England’s
difficulty is Irelaxd’s opportunity,” ex-
claimed Pall Laby, as the happy apotkegm
suddenly flushed into his mind at the very
moment that he was about takiog refuge
in s eovere fit of smerz'ng. “An’ you'll
see Ireland yet—" Here Phil stopped
short, as {f he bad loat the thread of his
discourse ; but after a good pull at the
tumbler, he seemed to find it sgaln, aad
added—*“when a redcoat will beas great a
curlosity as & white blackbird. There’s a
storm brewln’,” he continued, with s por-
tentous ecow!. “Columbtkill’s words fs
comin’ to pass, An’ the day will come
when we can drive the Invader out of Ire-
Iand—wud square-wattler, as Mat the
Thrasher said the other day,”

“Bat I don't ltke to hear you running
down the farmers,” observcd Father Han-
nigan,

I don’t run down the farmers—except
when they deserve id.”

“Manuafactures are good,” econtinued
Fa‘her Hannigan ; and we'll have enough
of them when our fine harbors are crowded
with the uhsppmn of America—and of the
whole world,  Bat for all tha’ I’d be sorry
to see the bomes of the peasantry dis-
appearing from our h'lls and our platne,
and the people crowded into factories,”

“You're right,” exclaimed Pnil Lshy,
almost with a shout,

‘**‘Princes or lords may flourish or may
Iade.’

Mat Donovan bas a new song that touches
upon that.”

“Oome, Mat, give us the new song,”
said Father Hannigan,

“I’m sfeared I haven’t Id bs heaxt right
yet, sir,” replied Mat.

‘01, we'll excuse you ; we'll excuze all
mistaker,” rejoined the priest. “‘Come,
My, Hanly,” he called out to Lory—who
with a dozan others was battering the
floor to the tune of *0O'Connel’s Trip to
Parllament”—‘'We’re going to get a song.
Glve the poor plpers and fiddlers a rest,
Come, Mat, up with {t!”

Taoere wes a general movement towarde
the table, and all walted anxlously for Mat
the Thrasher’s new song, of which many
of the company bad heard.

Mat Donovaa leant back in his ehalr,
and with a huge hand resting on the table,
snd clutching one of the gilt buttons on
the front of the blue body c)rat with the
other, he turned his eyes to the collar-
beame, and sang in a fine mellow voice

THE PEASANT FABMER'S SONG=FOR THE
TIME P0 QOME,

I'vea paudnd for to lend, and a pound for to
spend—

And cead mille failte my word for a friend ;

No mortat # eunvy, no master | owa—

Nor lord in his castle nor king on his

hrone
Coms, m‘l up your giasses, the first cup we'll
aln
To thelczl\mrndos we lost on the red battle
plain !
Oh, we'll cherish thelr fame, boys, who died
ong ag0—
And whuU's that to any man whether or no ?
Thesplnuing-wheels stop, and my giris grow
pale
While th
fal t

Of old cabina levelled, and coffinless graves,
And ships swallowed up in Lne salt ocean

éllr mother is telling some sorrow-
ale,

Waves,

But, girls, that's ovei—for each of you now

I’ll have twenty-five pounds and & three-
year old cow ;

And we’ll have lan na mhala at your wed-
dings I trow—

And what's that to any man whether or no?

Come here, bhean na tigha, sit beside me a

while,

And the pride of your heart let me read in
your smile.

Would you mive your old home for the
lordiest hall ?

Ha!—you glance at my rifis that hangs on
the wall,

And your two gallant boys on parade-day

are seen
In the ranks ef the brave 'neath the banner

of green ; .

Oh! F've taught them to guard it 'gainst
traitor and foe—

Aund what's that to any man whether or no ?

But the y’t.\ungest of allisthe ‘‘white-headed
boy "=

y
The pulse of your heart, and our pride and
our joy :
From the dance and the hurling he’ll steal
to pr

off ay,
AnA will wander alene by the river all day.
He's as good as the priest at his Latin I

ear,

And to c?vllegs, please God, we will tend
him next year.

Oh, he'll offer the Mass for our souls when

we go—
And whut’s that to any man whether or ne ?

Your kands, then, old neighbors ! one more
glass we'll draln :

And cead mille failte again and again !

May d;lacoru and treason keep far from our
shore,

And freedom and peace light eur homes

evermore.

He's the king of good fellows, the poor, hon-
est man ;

Bo we'll 1ilve and be merry as long as we can,

And we'll oling to old Ireland through weal
and through woe—

And what’s that to any man whether or no ?

There was a shout of applause at the
conclusion of Mat -Donovan’s song; and
some of the women were seen to wipe the
tears from thelr cheeks with their aprons.
Bessy Morrls raised her eyes to his; and
as she lald her hand upon his arm while
turning away her head to reply to a ques-
tlon of Hugh Kearney’s, Mat Donovan
Ermed his hand over his eyes, and caught

{s breath, as if he bad been shot through
the body.

Bossy Morrls resumed her coquetftish
ways as the went on talking to Hugh
Kearnny, who was evidently captivated
by her. If he had proposed for her on
the apot, with or withoat his fathe:’s con.
sent, and If it were arranged that they
were to ba married that day week, or any
day before Ash Wednerday, it would not

have eurprised Mat Donovan in the lesst,
Bat while she talked and laughed with
Hugh Kearuey, her bsud remained rest:
ing on the sleeve uf the blue body-coat,
Pothaps this lttle incldent did not mean
much. Mat Donovan never fors moment
thought it meant anythieg. But he kept
bis arm quits etill, and would not bave
hlzﬂbtmu away that little hacd for a
trifle

“That’s & right good song, Mat,” sald
Father Hannigan,

“'The chorus,” cbserved Phil Lahy, who
seemed in & mood for contradiction, *“Is as
culd as the hills.”

8o mueh the better,” replied the priest.
“ﬁ:; we gaing to get a song from anyone
)

“Billy Heffornan has snother new wan,”
tald s volce from the crowd.

“Don’t mind id !” exclaimed Phil Lahy,
contemptuously, *’Iis a “‘come-all.ye,”
By which Pail mesnt that Bllly Heffor-
nan’s new song belonged to that class of
ballads which {nvarlably commence :

“Come all ye tender Christians, I hope you
will draw near.”

“'Tis & come-all ye,” repeated Phil
Laby. “Don’t bother us wud id.”

The twang of the fiddles, followed by
the sound of drone and chanter, however,
showed that the dancers Were becoming
impatient, and had urged the musicians to
strike up ; aud Lory Hanly was imme.
diately on his legs sgain with his partaer,
to fiaish the “bout” which Father Hanni-
gan had cnt short so unceremonionsly.

Hugh Kearney was about seking Beasy
Morris to dance -Fin, when Nelly Dono-
van came up to him.

‘Come into the parlour, sir,” said she.
“Tis cleared up, an’ Mr. Flsherty s
;.l;?n.eonnmln' to play a few sets for the

0s,”

To the great satisfaction of many of the
boys, ard not a few of the girls, the priest
and the “ladies and gentiemen,” with
about a dczan of the more genteel among
the guests, withdrew to the dwelling-
houce, Mr. Lowe offcred bis arm to Miss
Lloyd, and Miss Isabella evidently ex-
Eec!on that Hugh Kearney would conduct

er through the yard. Bat Hugh kept
Fonmlon of the piguant Bessy, and

ather Hannigan galiantly offtred bis arm
to Mlss Isaballs, who, i spite of her good
humour, looked a little vexed. Lory
Hauly refused polat blank to sccompany
them, declaring that he considezed the
barn “better walus ;' in which opiafon
Mr, Robert Lloyd entirely cancurred, and

renourcad Lory & Iad of spirft. And
bere we Lave to record a very curlous
fact. No eooner was the priest’s back
turned than fully half-a-score of seats
round the barn might bave baen dis-
pensed with ; for by some strange chance
qatte anumber of the prettiest girls found
themselves sitting ou thelr partners’ knees
—an arrangement, however, which not a
sicgle “‘matron’s glance” attempted to
‘“reprove.” Ard now the fun began in
tight earnest. Bat not a eingle daucer,
durlng that memorable night, so distin.
gulshed and covered himself with glory,
as Lory Hanly, who tired down all his
partners, even Nelly Donovan, who was
never before kmown to throw up the
sponge. And Barney Brodherick, too,
calied down thunders of applause by
dancing & “slogle bout” upon the big
table.

In the midst cf the cheers that greeted
Barney’s performamce, Nelly Dunovan
pushed her way through the scrowd to
Bllly Heffernan, and asked breathleesly :

“Bllly, bave you your flate 1"

“Why 801” returned Billy, in by mo
means a cheerful manner,

‘‘Because they want yon to play the
‘Frolic,’” replled Nelly, excitedly.

“Who wants me to play id1” Billy
asked, rubbing his nose.

‘‘Father Hannigan, avd all uv ’em.
Have you the flate”

“Well, I have ths fluts,”” sald Blilly.
“But I don’t know what to eay about
playin’ the ‘Frollc’ while Mr. Flahert{ fa
there. Maybe ’tis tarned out I'd be like
the pipers.” Billy Heffornan evidently
stood in awe of the great Flaherty.

“Oome away,” exclalmed Nolly, *'Tis
he wants to hear id. Man alive! if you
beard the way Father Hannigan pralsed
you to the skies. He sald you wor a
born janlus. Come, before they're up for
the next set.”

“Are they daneln’!” Billy ascked,
scratching hls head, as {f he sought for an
excuse to put off the ordeal as long as
posetble.

“They are, they are,” Neily exclalmed,
impatiently, “The strange gentleman
sn’ Mies Lloyd s afther dancin’ that new
dance they call the polka, An’ falth, ’tls
no great things uv a dance. ’Tis all
balla-bulla-baw-sheen,  Myse'f don’t
kizow how they stand {d—

Tal-tal, tal tal, tal tal, tal-lal la!
all the same, round an’ round.” And
Nelly sang & somewhat monotonous
dancing tune which was then known In
those parts as “the polka,”

“By my word,” continued Nelly Dono-
van, contemptuously, “they’d soon get
tised uv id—on’y for the ketchin.’”

Billy Heffornan screwed hls flute to.
gether, and sounded low D,

‘“‘Maybe id wants a dhrink,” ssld Nelly,
with whoms the old flate was evidently an
old scquaintance,

“No, "da all right,” Bllly replied. *I
iled 1d yestherday. But sure there’s mo
hurry ; an’ if I was flusthered I'd make a
show uv mys'f, Sit down awhile an’ tell
me who's wudin, an’ how they're goin’
on??

“'Wisha, sure you know the whole uv
’em a8 well as myse’f,” Nolly replled, as
she sat down. “Mles Isabella ls & darlin’,
an’ she’s 20 pleasant, I must be teilin’
Mis Mary to-morrow what an eye she
hes afther Mr, Hugh, T'd hould my life
she’d rather have him than the young
landlord, or whatever he is. Bat bad
cess to me, Blily, but Basy Morris has
’em all light about her. I think she must
have a fourlaved shamrock or somethin’,
She bates the world. An ’tlen’t because
the's 80 handsome, Taere’s Alice Ryan,
an' she’s be odds a purtler girl—an’ faith
shedon’t went to be reminded uv thatsame
either. If you see the bitther look she
gave Tom Danlel, jast because he axad
her was id long slnce they had a letther
from her brother. An’ eigos on, the divil
a much any wan cares about her, in spite
uv all her beauty. An’ look at’em all
ready, you'd think, to put thelr hande
undher Beesy’s feet.”

“Wisha, begor, Nelly,” returned Bllly
Heffornan, “you wouldn’t let id go wud
&ny wan uv ’em yourse'f.”

“Arrab, now, Bllly, wiat elgn uv a

fool do you see on me? Don’t think you
can come Jack Havnan over me that way.
The man that’ll buy me for a fool, will
be & long way out of his money.”

“I'm on'y tellln’ the honest thruth,”
replied Bll{y, solemnly, “I sald id to
myee’{ when you wer dancin’ wad Tom
Daniel while ago.”

She looked at bim with pleased sur.
prise, bat seid nothing X

“What way {s Phbil Lahy goln’ on1” he
asked. “Is he etickin’ to the cordial 1"

The guestion seemed to cast & gloom
over Nelly Donovan’s face, but, rousing
herself, she replied laughing :

“Well, yes ; he's stickin’ to the cordlal,
but I'm afrald be puts lo a drop uv the
hardware sometimes hy mistake.”

“He's all right,” Billy remarked, *’till
he comes to the i:uly wather.”

¢ Faith, then, he Is afther comin’ to id,”
sbe replled. “Just as I was comin’ out
be was tellin’ Father Hannigan the ounld
story, how he never went to bed wudout
sprinklin’ himse'f wud the holy wather.”

¢He must be looked afther,” sa'd Bllly
Hefternan. “I promised Norah I'd bave
an eye to bim. Bat he has s0 many turns
and twists in bim 'tis bard to manage
bim. ‘T cuter and cuter be gets the
more he has taken, No matther what
you'd eay, be’d have an argument sgin

”

“Well, here, come away,” said Nelly,
taking bim by the arm sad pulilng him
to the door. He walked voluntarily
across the yard, but came to & stand ont:
side the parlour door, snd Nelly was
obliged again to bave recouree to force to
get bim in,

TO BE CONTINUED,
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THE ANGELUS AT ROME,

THE MOBT BOLEMN TIME OF THE
DAY IN 'HE ETERNAL CITY.

Awmong the mary striking impressions
which a visit to the Eternal City pro-
duces upon the religlous mind there is
one pecullarly beautiful and enduriog, it
is that caused by the bells of Rome as they
riug out the evenlrg Augelus or Ave
Maria, as the Iiallans love to call this
sweet prayer to the Queen of Heaven.

Every day the sound of a canuon fired
from the Castle cf St. Angelo, anuounces
the hour of noon, At thiselgnal the bells
of the clty peal forth, inviting, as it weie,
all the people to euspend thelr ordinary
avceations for a few moments, and, for.
gettivg the things of earth, direct thete
thoughts to heaven and lnvoke the inter-
cession of her who Is the help, the conso-
Iation, the safeguard of Christians. But
especially beantiful is the sound of these
bells at the evening Angelus, which fs
always recitad at sunset, It will be
readily seen thet this time varles accord.
ing to the different seasons of the year,

hen the Ave Marla sounds, all labor
ceases, the streets are deserted, etudents
return to thelr colleges, monks t> their
convents, the mouasteries are closed, and
uo one can galn admittaccs under any
pretext.

Tha Ave Maria is thus the most solemn
time of the day at Rme; it is also the
most impressive. There are three hun-
dred and seventy churches in the city, and
the sound of their rumerous bells, form-
oz & grand barmonious concert of praise
to the Queen of Heavea aud Earth, 1s of
all music the most pleasing to the ear,
and the iweetest, most touching to the
heart of the devout lletener. Bat this
concert of harmonious voices, ever beau-
tiful, reccives additional beauty and
grandeur when heard from the magaifi-
cent promenade of the Plnclo, or from the
Forum, or from the App'an Way.

When heard from the Pinclo the effect
{s grand and sublime, for the sounds that

redominate are those of the bells of St.

eter’s and the largest churches of Rome,
From the Forum the impreesion ls mors
calm aud soothing, and leads naturally to
recollectlon and meditatlon; for there
one fiads oneself in the midat of the rulcs
of anclent Rome—and the sound
of the bell, when heard amid
rulns, saddens aud deprestes the
heart. One seated on the slde of
the Capitoline Hill, as day draws to a
cloge, sees before him workmen returning
from their day’s tolls, mouks, priests, and
p2ople of all classes, a'l blessing them.
selves and praying ss the sound of Mary's
bell is heard. The ehadows grow deeper
aud deeper, the forms are mingled and
confused in the increacing darkness,
Suddenly all the bslle burst forth in one
glad peal, and the monnments sround
seem to recelve, renew, and eend forth
agaln the sound and to prolong ite echoes,
Soft and sweet come those aerlal volces
from churches and chapels built upon the
ruins of the palaces of the Czx ars, or upon
the environments of the Uoliseunm, hal.
lowed centurles ag> by the blood of the
firet martyrs,

It fe at such a moment that one real’zos
the emptiness of all things earthly, the
Instability of sll human iastitutions and
grandeur, The power of the Cm are {s
broken; the triumpets of war no longer
resound with thelz notee of slaughbter ; the
tiger and the llon bave hsen changed by
a mighty hand Into the inoffansive amb—
and now the sweet volces of bells, calllng
to prayer, ae heard through these ruias,
imposing etll, but sllent and mute like
80 many gigantic sepulchres. Oae glory
alone remsins, and one exalted far above
all the glories so dazz!ing In their aplendor
of anclent times—the glory of Mary the
Virgin Mother o/ God, who, through her
divigely communicated privilege of the
Immacalate Conception, has crushed the
head of the serpent, and still continues to
dm;oy the work of bls emissarles upon
earth,

—e PO

Jacob Loockman, Buffale, N. Y., says he
has been usiog Dr. Themas' Eolectrie Oil
for rheumatism ; he had such & lame back
he ocould not do anything, but one bottle
has, to use his own expression, ‘‘cured him
up.” He thinks it is the best thing in the
market,

Josephine Jottings.
1t is a privilego to recommend Hagyard’s
Yellow Oil It is a sare cure for chapped
hands, swdliu,is, sore throat, croup, eto,
Igs. Gro, Warb,
Jesephine P, 0., Ont.
Peter Kieffer, Baffalo, says: “I was
badly bitten by a horse a fow days ago, and
was induced by a friend who witnessed the
ocourrenoce, to try Dz, Thomas’ Eoleotrio
Oil. It relieved the pain almost imme.
diately, and in four days the wound was
completely healed, Nothing can be better
fer fresh wounds.

Minard's Liniment for sale everywhere.
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