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WRITTEN FOR THE TRUE WITNESS.

SABBATH BELLS.

Snbbath bells are swinging
Alt the clty o’er,

Here the 'trancing tinkling,
There the Bourdon’s road.

. I could bend for ever
‘ Ear townrd thelr lays
" Bringlag back before e

Scenes of other days.

In a highland village Co,
Ly the North Esk's tlood,
Wihers amony 8 plue grove o
Prim the “wee Kirk' stood,”
Sanmduy morn, together R
Mab' and I theve sang;
AXe returning wishing
The road but “malr lung.”

Y

*Mid the manpy elanging
This bright Sabbath mnorn,
One methinks resembles
Yon from which ['m torn.
0Oh, ye bells ! uucensing
Couid your merry Inys
Bring before my vision
Those thrice-happy days!

D. MCcK. MACARTIIUR,

SALLY CAVANAGH,

Or, The Untenanted Graves.
AT ALE OMTIPIPERARY.
OY CHALLES J0 KICKHAM,

CITAPTER IV,

This decided Miss Evans: she had a
oreal desire to sce the visitor,

“Is vour friend, Miss O"Gorman, hand-
some ™ she Inquired.

"] ean searcely suy 5 hut she s very
amiable.”  Shce linked her arm in hiy,
bul seeiny his lip eurl as shedidso, with-
drew it quickiy, and, bawing ber head,
walked on in silence.  He did her in-
justice then.  [4 was nol enguetey thitt
prompted the act. In fuct, theinendents
of the last bour had ronsed her to feel ;
and just then her better nature almaost
predominated aver the calenlating wadld-
finess which was the ruling character-
istic ol her dispesition, At this parti-
cular time she wavered between two
stitors.  One was the son of o wealthy
tallow-chandler, who had purchised an
estate in the neighborhood, and was
“doing” the fox-hunting squire in great
style. The other was a young ohiver,
who would Dbe the heirat-law of the
Grindem Hall property iU Mr. Oliver
Grindent shonld not marry.  That “it”
made Miss Evang pause. If it were not
fur it. the voung oflicer’s vietory over his
rival it would be eusy,

But certain chiords in her heart. which
she thought she could control ay will,
begar: to vibrate unbidden, asshe walked
wlong that well-remembered mountain
road, with Brian I"urcell for her escort.
She almost feared that i he wooed at
that moment he would win. And were
there tio chords vibrating unbidden in
his heart 2 Il not, why the compressed
lip, and the fixed look, betoking resolu-
tion 2 And when hershawl slipped from
her shoulder, and he essaved toadjast it,
and when she turned round and looked
into his eyes what did she see in them
that caused her palecheck to lush, and
rinde her press her gloved hand over her
lips to hide the smile of pleasure and
trinmph with which they trembled ?

The family evinced considernble as-
tonishmeut at seeing Brain at that hour
of the morning, accompanicdiggby one
with whom they knew he had 1ot been
fumiliar for years. His sister Kale
louked troubled, too ; but his quicet man-
ner of explaining the matter set her at
rest. Miss O’Gorman felt quite agitated,
and shrank before the penetrating look
which the cold, haughty beauty fixed
upon her.

“How lonely we'll all ‘be after you,
Fanny,” said Brian, regurding the grace-
ful little tigure, cosily wrapped up far

Contined,

traveling, with a iook of aflectionate reg-

ret,

Fanny’s soit eyes [illed with tears, as
she tried to say cheerfully : “You know
I’'m to come soon again.” But little
Faony's tears fell down her round
cheeks for allthat.

Miss Evans glanced quickly from one
to the other. She moved her chair with
an impatient jerk ns she fancied that
Brian had observed her ; and nathless

‘the scornful curl of her lip, disclosing the
ivory-white teeth, there was n shadow"

-on her brow as shegazed into the erackl-
. ing wood fire with that peculiar look be-

‘tokening deep. thought. =~ So absosbed
was she ‘that Fanny and Miss Pureell
-had left the room o see to -a. refructory
~traveling-bag that. would naot shut, - with-
-ont her being.awsre. of "their “dbsence.

Brian Purcell, Miss Evans cast one hur-

'l ried glance around and rose to her feet.

Brain bad been standing all the time,
with his arms folded.

“Brian !”

He started ; for the voice, and the
look that accompanied it, were exactly
what they used to be. She needed no
verbal assnrance that he was attending
‘to her.

-“Am X forgiven ?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied, “of course—that is,
if there was anything to forgive.”

* But—but—may we not meet as we
used to do—as in old times?”

Oh! that rosy smile, and the fond
look, quickly veiled by the drooping
lids! And, obi! the plaintive music in
which she uttered the heuct-swelling
words, “old times!” Brian wavered ir-
resolutely ; but just then the door open-
ed, and be answered *“ No.” Miss Evans
turned quickly towards the door, and the
tearful eyes of Fanny O'Gorman met
hers. At that moment it was announced
that the carringe was ready, and Miss
Evans was hastily leaving withont say-
ing “ Good-by ' to anyone. Fanny moved
aside io let her pass, but she stopped and
held out her hand ; Fanny placed hers in
it, and the queenly beanty drew the
shrinking little miden towards hier, and
stouping, kissed her cheek. Before
Fauny had recovered from lier surprise,
the garringe was whirling av a rapid pace
along the uvenue.

* Guod-by, Brian.”

 Good-by, dearlittle Fanny, and don’t
forget Chiristmuas.”

e pressed her hand, and was seeur-
ing the rug about her feet when bis futher
jerked the reins impatiently, touched the
norse with the whip, and they were
wone. Brian i feel louely ; but after
which vebicle dud his thonghts go as he
witclied the moou guing down behind
the mountain?  Foitunately, he just
then remembered his promise to Connor
shea, and ordered his horse tu be saddled
ab daybreak that no time might be lost.
He would ride over himself and inform
Sally Cavanngh of little Neddy'’s depar-
ture for America, and endeavor Lo assure
her {us Connor begged he would) that,
‘Cwith the help of God, it was all for the
hest,”

Reflecting upon this clunged the cur-
rent of bis thonghts. They wirnel nei-
ther to the right nor the lefy of the Fin-
gerpost 1o lollow the fuultless idol of Lis
Youth, or the gentle naiden swhom, some-
thing whispered to hini, he had not priz-
ed al her renl worth, but by the Gap, and
on with that sorrowful envaleade, on to
the sea. He pondered over the dismatl
thenme—the Exodus of the Guel—deeply
and long.  And not! ing but trust in an
all-wise Providence cuabled Brian Par-
cell to avoid the conclusion that we were
a doumed rice.

CHATTER V.

It was on the third or fourth day after
Fanny’s departure that Kate Purcell
had a letter from her. After reading it,
Kute fixed her eyes on Brian, as if she
would read him, too.

He held a letter, directed to his father,
in his hand, trying, as his sister thought,
to decipher the motlo on the seal.

Kate's scrutinizing look deepened to
one of displeasure as she said, reproach-
fully, “’Pon my word, the ouiside of
that letter appears to have more interest
for you than the contents of this.”

Brian tossed the missive on the table,
and placed his hand on his sister’s arm
to prevent her from putting the little
rosc-tinted billet into her writing desk.

* Read it for rae,” said he, “or, if it is
not *erussed,’ let me read it myseif.”

“My Darling Kate—My worst fore-
bodings, I fear, will be realized. I told
you that horrid postseript in aunt Sarah’s
unweleome letter mennt mischief. She
has not the least compassion for me, but
tells me ‘to make up my mind,' and
“'tis o happy girl I ought to be” Oh!
my own darling Kate! I could find it in
my heart to hate her for her-want of
sympatby, and so I would, I think, only
for her love for you and every one at
dear Buallycorrig. She inquired niost
particularly about every one. She want-
ed to kuow particularly about Coolbawn,
and wiiether the house was kept in re-
pair. She appeared pleased when I told
herit was, and that Brian stops there in
the batvest and spring. I then began to
tell her all you told me about your uncle,
who died a young man and left his farm
{0 your mamma—when, to my surprise,
the dear soul burst out crying. What
do you think, Kate? he proposed for
‘her, and she says- he was the only one of
her.admirers she,gver cared for. Now I

~On discovering that she.was alone with

can -understand ‘gvl_:fy“.‘. denr aunt Sarah

rejected so many suitors, and why she
loves your mamma so maoch. We hed a
pleasant party last evening. but I'll give
you & full description of it in my next;
1t is too near post hour now. Mr. M.
was as complimentary as usuul, Dear
Kate, I don't think it is entirely on ac-
count of papa’s wenlth—but no matter.
His aristocratic sisters killed me with
condescension. How I hate condescen-
sion! The servant is going with the
letters—I must break off. With fond
love to every one at dear Ballycorrig,
dearest Kate, your ever atlectionate and
attached friend,
CFANSY O'GORMAN.

“Templeview, Dublin.

“PS.—~Have you seen Miss Evans

since?” [ thought her strange, butshe
is really benutiful. 1 hope Brian is
well.,”

“I can’t exactly make out her mean-
ing,” said Brian, lInughing, ¢ except that
L1t of romance about her aunt. [ won-
der can it be true?”

“Is it about Fanny's aunt you are
talking ?” said his mother, who was in
the act of placing a cold ham on the
breaktust table.

“Yes, mamma,” replied Kate; “she
suys that uncle Richard proposed fur her
aunt Sarah.”

“Is it really the fact, mother?” Brian
asked, with some interest,

Their mother sat down near the win-
dow, aud pressed her hands gently at
each side ol her white cap, much alter
the manner in which Mr. Lorry used to
arrange his wigz. She was a quiet, hand-
some, benevolent-looking little woman,
who =poke in a clear, decided tone of
voice, which generally took peopic nuite
by surprise at tirst.

“Iuv 18, then, true,” she began some-
what abruptly. “She was at my wed-
ding; that was the tirst time he saw her.
She was on a visit to Tom Maher’s—
tuther of the present man—and of course
they brought her with them to the wed-
ding. 1 suppose you know that one of
the Miss Maliers married your futher's
secomd cousin. I’m told they're rolling
in richies in America. Two of their sons
are at schoul in France. Fine, dushing
girls the Mahers were—tive of them.”

“But what about uncle Richard and
Miss Conway ¥

“Why," said Mrs. Parcell, in her de-
cided way, “he fell in Jove with her, and
she fell in love with bim. Now, do you
know what about them *"

“But why were they not married,
then 2" saild Kate,

“Well, I don’t know,” and Mrs. Pur-
cell compressed ber lips and shook her
head. *[here was foul play somewlhere.
Anonymous lctters were gent to her and
her friends, full of lies. She did not be-
lieve theni, and wrote to Richard to say
80, enclosing the letter in one to llen-
rietta Mahey, as ber friends intercepted
their correspondence. He never got it.
The end was, poor Richard died, und shie
never got her frieads in this part of the
country after. What a goud little crea-
ture that Fanny is! Che house is not
the same sinee she left.”

“But, Kate, what are you thinking of ?
Here is your father and the tonst not
made yet.”

Kate and her mother set about pre-
paring breakfast, and Brian handed his
father the letter with the large seal.

Mr. Parcell put on his spectacles, and
throwing back his head, and holding the
letter at arny’s length, read the super-
scription. )

“] believe it 1s from Quill, sir,” said
Brian.

“ Read it,” said his father, tossing tho
letter towards him, and trying to look
unconcerned.

“The money must be paid, sir,” said
Brian, after glancing at the letter.
“There is no use in trying to put it off
even for & week.”

“Hang the fellow, he'd be smashed
long ago only for me, and there is my
thanks,” exclaimed Mr. Purcell. “When
does lie say he must have the money ?”

“ On Thursday,” said Brian; “and the
best thing you can do is to send the
sheep to C——on Wednesday.”

#I’)1 Icse ten shiliings a head by selling
them now—every farthing of it. I often
paid the blackguard & year's rent in ad-
vance, and there’s my thanks.” Mr.
Purcell drew his chair to the* breakfust
table, and commenced to cut him slices
from the ham. Xate pouredout the ten.
while Mrs, Purcell turned over tha.toast
with her knife, and carefully-gélected
sthe best done cuts for her hughand:: The
meal passed‘in silence. '

", "“By the way, 8ir,” said Brian; looking
through the window, “bere is Tpm Burke

A

coming up the avenua, and parhaps you
could agres with him about the sheep.
By oftering to keep them for him a
month, he'll give a higher price thrn
you expect at the fair.”

_ Tom Burke was a plain, simple Inok-
ing man, in corduroy breeches and gray
woolen stockings—the former always
open at knees, and the latter, at least,
fallen balf way down his leg. He wus
the wenlthiest cattle denler in the dis-
trict. Mr. Purcell opened the hall door
himself, and ushered him into the par-
lor, He bowed to Mrs. Purcell and
Kate, holding his hat in one hand, while
the other was thrust down to the elbow
into aninside brenst pocket.

“Good moarrow, Tom,” serid Brian
pushing a chair towards him; “sit
down.”

“Some commands I have for you
from Liverpool,” said Tom Burke, pull-
ing o huge purse trom the breast pocket.
“Commuands,” was Tom'’s word for every-
thing in the shape of & message.

“Poor Conner Shea,” he continued, in
& very feeling toune, considering the
roughness of his appearance, “that kem
ghort o’ money to pay his little boy's
passage.” 11is listeners waited in sume
anxiety, while he fumbled at the bag
with his clum y fingers. At length he
abstracted o ring from amongst a bundle
of bank notes, and handed it to Brian.

(TD BE CONTINUED.)

NEWS FROM ROME,
(FROM THE LONDON UNIVERSE,}

The Messagero snys Lthe Russian Govern
ment informed the Vatican that it hind uban
doned the ider of supptessing the dioceses in
Polund. This news is good, if true. Wegive
it nnder reserve.

At length the Vatlean hias given eonsent to
the mixed mnriage of Lthe eldest danghier of
the Juke orf dinburgh o Ferdloand of
Hohenzollern, heir to the throne of LRou-
manin, but on the rigoronus conditlon that the
children (it auy) shall be brought up in thge
C‘ntholie faith. TR

The brochure of Fathier Brandis, of the So-*
ciely af Jesus, on the politlcal atittude of the
Pope towards France appenred on saturday.
The IHoly PFuther revised the proots. Tho
guneral thesis of Lthe worlc, without complately
renouncing the monarchical ldea, Is in fuvour
?rlhe Republic uareservedly for the time be-

ns.

Dom Sebastlen, the newly-cleeted (feneral
of the Trappists, was for o lopg time Superior
of the monustery of Monl-des-Cats in France,
Ee was born at Bouehain, {n the department
of the Nord. As captatn of the Pontitical
Zouaves he, taokk part in the sangulnary cu-
gngements of Patay and Mons., expericocing
the worst vieissttudes of the cimpalgn ol 1875~
71 ngaiast the Legion ol Honour.

Before the Cathallic Congress of Genoa sepnr-
ated a deputation went to the house in the Vi
Ponte Heale, near the Bourse, wuere Danlel
0O'Conuell died forty-1lve years ngo, nnd placud
acrown of lpure], atiached by whlte silk, on
the votive tablel with Latin inseription arceet-
ed by the Catholles of Gevou In 1875, The in-
spiration of this bappy nct ¢erme {rom the Lo
della Ginventw, which publisied n audatory
article on the fnith, courage, and porserver-
ance of the great Irish agltator,

The provincinl delegates of the Soclety of
Jesus remained at the monastary of Loyoin up
to Inst Thursday, arranging malters of giseip-
ling eoncerning the Order. Father Martin
having announced his election to the Quecuy
Regeut of Spain, Her Majesty has responded
with [alichintions, and wnnoulices thuat the
Jesuils could eonut upon the Iviendliness or
the (lovermmernt, and that thelr delegoates
might rest withoat disquictuds on Spanish
soll,

some dotalls of the conversion of 8Simon, thie
patrinrch of Nestorians, to the true falth are
o hand. It 18 confidently expecied that the
eminent convert will {ssue n eircilar to hls
Liereticn! brethren inviting them to follow hix
exumple: alson letter to Mgr. Audou, Arch-
bishop of Gurimiali, aclenawledging him ns
his reprosentative In the diocese; and, finully,
une Lo the Persian (Governmont notifylng his
conversion, and safegaardiaz the lateresls or
those who may be gulded by his example.
This adjurntion 1le one of thia most linporiant
evenisof the time.

Three llustrious members of Lthe confrater-
nlty which watched over the lToupico of Lthe
Trinlty nt Rome have presenfed a rnable [iro~
test 1n tho nume of those adsoclated with them
ugainst 1the Deeree suppressing the institution
50 rich In souvenirs and substautial ofterings
of charily. Commander Colucel, the Royal
Commissary, who closed this exeellent ostal-
iishment, cannot feel very easy in lhls miml,
The Indies who gat up this movement are the
Princess Jacints Massino and the Marchiooess
Clotiide VItelesch!, infivinariens, and Mme.
Coluzvi, vice-prioress.

HE QUIT TIIE DOCTOR.

Gentlemen,~I was itronbled with dyspepsia
for about fouyr years aud tried several remediey
but found them of little use, [ noticed an ad-
vertlsement of Burdock Bluod Bitters,so I quit .
the doctor and started to uso B.H.B., and soun
found that there was nothlug to equal it, Tu
took Just three botlles Lo effect a perfect cure
in my case, and [ can highly recommend this
excellent remedy to all, Bert J. Reld, Wing-
ham, Ont. : ..

- Fair Amateur:—Yes, 4 puinted that.
What school of painting would you call
ity Artist, gently : Boarding-school.

~"- THE FEAR OF DEATH.

The fear of death 18 excited by any severe
attaclk of disease, especially colds or coughs,
This need not be where Dr. Wooil’s Norway
Plne 8yrup is kept on hand for famlly use.
This wnrivalled remedy cures coughs, volds,

hoaraeness, asthma, bronchitis and all throat
and lung disenses, . Price 25¢, and 50c. Sold by,
druggists. o 31




