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turn*! Dr. Klely. “ Will you hive lome 
refmbment ?”

44 Nu, thaak you. I had something at 
the hotel. And I have no time to lose,” 
he added, looking at bis watch,

41 Well, 1 ho^e vou will succacd In the 
obj ct of your journey. If net, don’t 
forget to let me kaow. Good night.”

As Hugh Kearney eat upon the top of 
the mull coach, regardiez of the cold rain 
daehlug Into 1.1a face, he could with that 
the night and h!s journey were a year 
long. It galled ble proud eptrlt to think 
that he was going to beg, It would be 
eahlor for him to die. llut he thought of 
hie father and mother, and hie elettr, hie 
boautiiul ai d noble deter, and for their 
Bakes he resolved to make any and every 
sacrifice consistent with honour, 
bowed hie bead aud covered hla face with 
hia hands as the thought occurred to him 
that he might never see hla mother alive 
again. “ And If I fall io my minion,” be 
said to himself,11 i could almost wish it 
may be bo. She would feel the blow 
more keenly than any of u*, when the 
first guet of the etotm Lae almost killed 
her.”

He web roused by the loud bray of the 
guard's horn, and on looking up, eaw a 
crowd of vehicles blocking up the road In 
front of a suburban mansion, from the 
windows of which the light streamed out 
upon the throng cf emuklcg horses and 
shouting drivers, as they struggled and 
jolted one another to get out of the way 
of the mail coach. Hugh remembered it 
was at thi-i house tho ball was to which 
Grace was going, and fancied he caught 
a glimpse of her crossing the hall as the 
coach plunged Into the darkness.

44 There’s a ball there, sir,” paid the 
guard behind him, w ho thought he uh ant 
to inquire what It all meant; for Hugh 
h*.d waved hia hind towards the lighted 
Windows.

But the action was an Involuntary 
11 Farewell.”

Grace was not there, however, bhe
ran down stalls on hearing Mrs. D----- *a
carriage stop at the door, and, meeting her 
father in the hall wrapped in his cloak, 
she r/ked where he was going,

44 To Balliu&clash,” he replied. 41 Mrs. 
Kearney got euddenly ill this morning.”

44 Why did not Hugh tell me ?”
44 Well, he saw you dressed for the 

party, and did not like to spoil your en
joyment. He is going to Dublin by the 
night coach.”

She paused for a moment, looking be
wildered, and then hurried to the hall- 
door, where a oervant was wailing to hold 
an umbrella over her while she got into 
the carriage. Her father looked sad, and 
shook h!s head, as bo turned into hla 
study for a parcel he had forgotten. Mrs.
D----- ’s carriage was rolling up the street
ub he came out, but to his surprloe Grace 
met him in tho hall.

411 bave toid Mrs. D----- of Mrs Kear.
noy’a illnesa,” said she, In a low firm voice. 
4‘ And now will you let me go with you ? 
I’ll be ready In ten minute?.”

44 It Is a cold wet night, for so long a 
drive,” he replied.

41 Oh, no matter. Do let me go.”
41 Well, then, lose no time ”
She (law up tho stairs, and there

now heard her husband’s name read from 
the altar, and with a wild shriek of sgony 
fell down, and was borne senseless out of 
the chapel. They did not even take the 
trouble to Inform her that her husband 
was dead ! Were human beings ever 
treated before as our poor people are 
treated ? 1 ufteu woudered at the almost 
wild look of the paupers while tho Hat of 
deaths was being read. But I understand 
it now ! Oh ! 1 must drive away the 
thought of such barbarous cruelty, and 
not distress you with such pictures of 
human suffering. Bat perhaps It Is well 
to think of theoe things sometimes, Grace, 
and pray to God to alleviate the misery 
around us. I do my best to keep up my 
spirits I sit In poor Norah’s chair every 
morning till the light In Mat Donovan’s 
window reminds me to go down and read 
ihe newspaper or play a tune for my 
father, while mamma is making her favor 
lteilim-cake for tea. Hugh, as usual, in 
neazly always In bis own room, where I 
spend an occasional hour with him. He 
is, however, becoming amiable, and comes 
cut of his den when our Castlevlew friends 
make their appearance. 1 am always 
glad to see them, and they cheer us up a 
good deal. Mins Lloyd scarcely recognises 
them now, and maybe she doeeja’t get it 
from Rose, with whom Johnny 
again 4 the white headed boy.1 
make out this mystery about Hugh as you 
did the tracks lu the snow Î

41 Ah, we had not so merry a Christmas 
as that since ! But 1 can’t realise that 
Idea of the poet you used to quote about 
a ‘sorrow’s crown of sorrow.’ 1 like to 
remember 4 happier things,’ and would say 
with our own bard—

ng, long he iny heart with 
orles Ailed.*

ftmamma beard the bailiffs shouting, and 
saw what had happened, she fell down In 
a fit, and we feared for some time ohe was 
dying. But, ihaok God, It Is not so bad, 
and If I saw any hope of her bulog 
died I'd be happy.”

4‘ I don’t nee anything to be ashamed of.” 
sa'd Grace.

“ And yet,” Mary replied, “people who 
would fawn upon us yesterday would not 
know us to day. And If Hugh cannot 
prevail upon my uncle to advance the 
money to rekaee the cattle before they are 
canted, I don’t what the end will be. How 
well 1 can now understand what the poor 
people eulfar ia being driven from their 
Domes every day. I love tho very 
of this old place,”she murmured, with the 
tears In her eyes, as the leant out of the 
window, and looked round the garden, and 
out over the fields, and down to the little 
brook, along whose banks she and her 
brother and sisters used to spend tho long 
rummer days in their happy childhood. 
And muet they leave It all now to strang
ers, perhaps, who never heard their very 
names ? Her father was standing on the 
“ new ditch,” looking towards that part of 
hia firm which was a quagmire some years 
before, and she guesseu wnat his thoughts 
were.

“ It was very good of you to come to ui, 
Grace, said she. “No one can cheer my 
father like you.”

41 Ah, 1 ought to have come long ago,” 
Grace replied with a sigh,

41 Better late than never,” returned Mary, 
cheerfully. 44 And here is somebody else 
who wants you to comfort hlm. I zeally 
think he will change h!s mind, and give 
you Eva’s place in hla heart.”

Grace laughed, as Mr. Lloyd rode by on 
h!s grey horse ; and then looked gravo.

‘‘Ob, here are the Hanlys,” she fx- 
claimad, brightening up; “and the pony 
coming on quite gaily, and head foremost.
I suppose we must go down. By-the fcy, 
Mary, what about —.” She stopped In the 
middle of her question, which was sug
gested by ltose flanly's curie, which fell 
ever her shoulders ia ringlets that might 
almost rival those in which Mr. Lloy d’s 
heart got so hopelessly entangled the night 
be distinguished himself as a poet,

“ What were you going to g ay ?” Mary 
a?ked.

44 Ob, nothing, 
them.”

Grace looked very often at Rose’s curls 
during the next half hour ; and when she 
and Mary were again alone, she was about 
asking for an explanation of that passage 
lu hcr letter about Hugh’s being la love. 
But, strange to say, she could not bring 
herself to ask so simple a question.

Mrs. Kearney was reclining ia her arm • 
chair, propped up with pillows.

441 think, Mary,” she said, 441 hear the 
sheep.”

Mary thought it was only fancy, and 
merely replied that the evening was very 
fine and calm.

“ And the cows,” she added.
Mary looked anxiously at Grace, for she 

feared her mother’s mind was beginning to 
wander.

But just then Jim Dunn was hoard 
shouting to Tom Maher ; and Tom Maher 
shouting to Barney Brodhcrlck ; and 
Barney hollowing to no one in particular 
—but in a general way, and for his own 
private amusement. Mary and Grace ran 
to tho window ; and there were the sheep 
already spread over the lawn, smelling at 
the grass, and snatching a hasty nibble ; 
and then holding up their noses in the air, 
and looking oil round on the groves, and 
the lime -trees, and the elms, and the old 
cottage itself, as if a dim notion bad got 
into their foolish heads that they had 
all that before, 
heifers and the yearlings came rushing 
through the gate like a routed army ; but 
after a little while subsided into tranquil
ity, and began to low softly in response to 
Attorney Hanly’s herd, which Joe Russell 
was driving to their stalls from Torn 
Hogan’o meadow.
Bobby rushed through the open gate, and 
made straight for the house at a hand- 
gallop, twisting his neck into every poe 
elble position, and kicking up bis 
a most extraordinary fashion, till ho came 
close under the window, and euddenly 
stood stock still. And, raising his head ae 
high as possible in the air, Bobby brayed 
ro long and loud that Mre, Kearney and 
Mary and Grace were foin to Btop their 
ears. Then Grace laughed her old ring
ing laugh ; and when Barney, suddenly 
remembering that “the mlethrees was sick,” 
stopped Bobby’s music by clapping his 
44 ciubeen ” over Bobby’s upturned nose, 
Mary laughed quite ai heartily as Grace. 
And poor Mrs. Kearney smiled, and fan 
cled she was quite well again ; and could 
almost persuade herself that the shock she 
got the morning everything was seized and 
driven away, and the stiiluces and désola 
tton of the place ever since, were only the 
effects of a troubled dream.

Dr. Klely assured them the accus
tomed eights and sounds about the house 
would tend greatly to Mrs. Kearney’s re 
covcry. And after hts second tumbler 
Maurice was himself again, and abused 
old Isaac Pender and his hopeful son in oo 
superlative and original a manner that 
Grace laughed as much as she did that 
Christmas Day we first made her acquaint. 
&nco, when, between her gravity aad her 
vivacity, Mr, Lowe did not know whether 
to call her a woman or a child.

Hugh sat at the end of the table, with 
hia hand on the head of hla favourite 
pointer. Grace thought, as his dark eyes 
rested upon her, without seaming to see 
her, that she never saw him look so ead. 
Could it be that what Mary alluded to in 
her letter had anything to do with It?

He was looking Into the future—the 
near future, «and not the distant, as was his 
wont. The blow that he feared must fall 
was only delayed. Tho lease would soon 
expire ; and were they to be ejected like 
Tom Hogan, or the rent raised ? In either 
case certain ruin would he the result. 
Then, be waa in debt ; and until his uncle 
and Dr. Klely were paid, he could never 
have an easy mind. And how were they 
to be paid l There was only one way ; 
aud It was when he thought of this, that 
Grace eaw a deeper shado of sadness come 
Into his dark eyes as they involuntarily 
dwelt upon her.

Maurice Kearney’s “ surprisse ” were ex
actly in his old style, and had for Grace 
the double charm of freshness—after the 
artificial manner of life she had for some 
time been accustomed to—and of recalling 
her merry childhood. She was asked to 
Bing, too ; aud the songs and the old tunes 
recalled the dance and the hurling, and 
Billy Heffernan and hla ilute, and Mat

“ Ob, very well,” returned Mary, 41 I’ll 
go for It.”

She walk qnickly back to the house, in 
better spirits than the had known for a 
long time. She thanked G)d that her 
mother was so much stronger than ever 
the hoped to see her again.

“if sbe knew that we muet go, and 
could be reconciled to It, I’d feel quite 
happy,” - he thought, ae she pushed against 
the hall door, which she had left unlatched 
when coming out. But tho door was fast
ened, and she knocked loudly, as the old 
housekeeper's cars were not of the sharp
est, aud there was no one else iu the bouse. 
There was no response to bet knocking, and 
Bhe went round to the back door, a little 
annoyed, «s she expected to encounter 
some of Mr. Ponder’d veople, who occu
pied one of the out offices. To her sur
prise the back door also was fastened, and 
on looking round she started and seemed 
quite bewildered ! Chairs, tables, bed
steads, and household furniture of every 
kind, were strewn in heaps about the yard. 
The truth at once Hushed upon her ; ad
vantage had been taken of her mother’d 
coing out, to get pofseselon of the house. 
The discovery almost took away her breath; 
bat Indignation at so cowardly a trick gave 
her strength, and she walked boldly to the 
t Hice occupied by Pender's bailiffi and ser
vants. That, tuo, was locked, and she 
naked aloud was there anyone within. 
There was no reply ; and the silence and 
deeolation of the place filled her with an 
oppre°slve sense of fear. But this was 
only for n moment. All her anxiety was 
for her mother.

Donovan and the famous drum, and the 
stalworth youths and blooming m<.ilens 
around the Bush on Sunday evenings, 
when
" You'd swear they 
But mirth aud love 1

Ah, the cattle and the sheep could be 
biought back to Maurice Kearney’s fields. 
But can these be ever brought hack ?

Twilight.
When I was young the twilight seemed too
How o?e8:, on the western window seat 
I tear•'<! m> book against the misty pane 
And spelled the ihm enchanting line* ute 
The wullemy mo.her bummed au and

Coat of Frieze#-
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the wmler tiro-hide, u lew Irian b-i 1mFrE.T" “n WTK will, th. 'll"' 
^rit-ZH. It was written about tnlriy 
ago in lorouto, where the author ws 
day astonished as well as Uellgute
iftiJKTSSS.s: .r,.ÆSS75«TîüÆa
lor present u braud new coat of frit zo.

I
recon- knew no i 

n j.’lpperary.
other mood

Or sighed
tiWet- L. '

Wliftu 1 .^hellion*, clamored for the hour, 
But m.w 1 love ihe eon apiiroaro ol night. 
Anil now will, folded hauu* 1 a.l aud dream 
While all too fleet the hours of twilight

little and .aid, " The hour 1»f”.

CHAPTER LXIII. Air—Follow Me Down to Carlow.
K'i know that I am growing old.

Oh. grant*rles r-f Acfe ! Oh. manifold 
Aud royal hsrveHt of the common years! 
There «re In all tby treasure house no ways 
Bui le .a b y soft descant aud gradual slops 
To memories more exquisite than nope. 
Tldne is Ihe Inn boro of olden tears,
And thrice more happy are the happy days 
That live divinely lu thy lingering rays,
Ho autumn roses bear a lovelier flower ;
Ho, in the emerald alter sunrel h 
The orchard wall and trembling asp 
Appear an Infinite Heeperldes.

Welcome, Oh! woleomn, my coat of 1
Long, long. I stgueu to went lino:

u LU,d‘n prl
O'er the billows' foam, where

A Ioviuk*friend hath borne thee.
In Ulowncnloo brave men and true 
rx ,?ïï? snow-white lnuibs have shorn 
Uuld Ne nag b town hath napp'd thy do 

And kindred hands did weave t uee ; 
Now thro’ my snanty up and down 

In pride 1 march beneath thee.
CH0KU8.

My Canadian friends, when the Au 
ends,

May purchase furs from Hudson’s Bt 
And {Scotchmen bold, In the biting cob 

Draw close their plaids of blue and u\ 
’Mid the bowling blast, when the suov

How chill their looks and dreary, 
While snug and warm I brave tue stor 

In lrltzduf Tipperary.
CHORUS.

And EJECTED—THE BALIFFH IN THE OLD COT
TAGE—BILLY HEFFERNAN PLAYS 4 AULD 
LANG SYNE ” AGAIN, ANU THE OLD 
LINNET SINUS IN THE MOONLIGHT sea mo

stones Hugh Kearney is in Australia, toiling 
to make money. He la resolved to pay 
the debt due to his uncle, aud that tor 
which his generous friend, Dr. Klely, is 
responsible. He is determined, too, to 
have a home for hla father und mother 
and sisters, if they should require It. Bat 
he does not know that they require it 
even now. Sir Garrett Butler made a 
feeble effort to inquire into the condition 
of his tenantry and the conduct of his 
agent, but hla health or his energy filled, 
aud he relapsed into bis former habits.

“He can’t live long,” said Mr. Heree- 
ford Pender to hie worthy father. 44 Mrs. 
Lowe mentioned that the doctors ordered 
him to Italy, so wo may as well shp at 
Kearney at once. Ha will be likely to 
follow his son to Australia; and ’twill be 
a matter of importance to have possession 
of the place whatever happens.”

Old Ibqbc had nothing to object ogain?t 
thla, and legal proceedings were fortnwhh 
taken against Maurice Kearney. He had 
been cartful to keep his rent paid up since 
the seizure of his stock for the arrears ; 
but that was no use now, and ho was 
<jvoted for non-title. lie had to cell iff 
his cattle end sheep at t ruinous eaczifice ; 
but when the sheriff came to hand over 
the possession of his houses and lauds to 
the agent, Mrs. Kearney was so danger
ously ill that it was found necessary to 
allow them to remain in the house till she 
was sufficiently recovered to ba removed, 
or, what seemed more likely, till she was 
borne to her last peaceful home in the 
churchyard near the old castle.

Mrs. Kearney was slowly recovering. 
But they dreaded to tell her that tho sheep 
whose bleating she listened to were not 
her own, but Mr. Beresford Pender's. 
The tears sprang into Mary’s eyas as she 
looked into the little gardes, and saw 
a sow with her numerous progeny lyiog 
upon one of the flower beds 1 here waa 
a rude straw shed, also, erected near the 
rustic seat, which was broken and laid 
across the entrance, to keep in half a 
dozen calves, whose heads were thrust 
under It, as if they bad been caught there, 
and could not by any possibility be pulled 
bxck again,

4lI think, Mary,” cald Mrs. Kearney, 
41 as the day is po fine, I’ll sit out in the 
garden for awhile. I know it would do 
me good.”

44 Oh, I'm «ure it will,” returned Mary, 
eagerly. “I'll get your shawl. You’ll 
find, If you only take courage, you are 
much stronger than you think.”

She induced the invalid, instead of go 
iug to the garden, to walk la the lawn m 
the shelter of tho fir grove. After a turn 
or two they aat down on the trunk cf a 
fallen tree, and Dearly an hour passed un
heeded, as they listened to the cawing of 
the rocks, and the thousand dreamy 
sounds of the cummer noon.

Mary eiw her mother’s face brighten as 
she looked round on the dear old place, 
and her heart sank withlu her as she 
thought the time had now c -me when the 
truth must be told—that it was no longer 
theirs, and they must soon leave it for 
ever

He

en trees

sit with folded band* 
cure» In what euchauteu

A?, as nt ciu&k we 
Who knows, who
We wander while the undying memories

n l was young the twilight seemed too 
long.

—Athinœum.
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Wheu my frieze I don, oh what tho
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Of home and smiling 
Of Htalwait men, o’er i 

To a pat hem crowd 1 
when the lUoui-am

HOMES OF TIPPERARY.THE
«ml glen, 

lug or to a lair,
_ Is met at Grange4
To Hverge tie wrongs or Erie ; 

millions cheer’.! when Dai.

BY CHAULER J. KICKHAM.
or

CHAPTER LXII.
BAD NEWS FROM BALLINACLA6H.

And
lu frieze at Tipperary.

chorus.

u appea

Another year has elapsed, and Grace 
has never once visited the old cottage. 
She shrinks from it now, as she shrank 
from Nora Lihy’s pale face. Yet she feels 
that N urr.h Lahy has done her good, aod 

the love of

TO HE CONTINUED.
Mctiet ; won’t part with wba’ loves his 

For ail Ihe dames of the klaxon laud 
But 1 far more prize my Irish iritze 

In Hi’scowid bleak icy foreign land 
Without norm or strire ltvheers ray 11;

Wlnle whimpering to me mles ol old 
It may seem h. range hut I’ll never cun 

My frltzo of Tipper

<such mem-‘“Lo THE PURSUIT OF PLEASURE.
I take my wa’k ncurly every evening. 
Great news of Tommy Lahy ! Hla uncle, 
who ia very rich, has adopted him. He is 
in college, and from hla likeness be must 
be a fiae follow. Do you remember bis 
laughing blue eyes and luxuriant curls? 
Fancy Tommy Lahy coming home a pol
ished gentle man to us. Would he have 
any chance of you ? It would be quite 
romantic. I’m glad I have ons more 
pleasant item to relieve the gloom of thla 
tiresome letter. Nancy Hogan is married 
to Tom Cary, the carpenter, and they are 
as happy as the day Is long, 
about your great ball. 1 am oil anxiety 
to know whether It is the white or the 
pink you have decided on ; but as you 
will have decided before you can get this 
I won't give you my opinion, though you 
cay you would be guided bv it. Uf 
course you will be tho belle, as Eva would 
have becu Lbe beauty. How I should 
like to go to her profession ; but 1 fear it 
will be Impossible for me to leave home. 
Mr. Lloyd says still be will never love 
again. It is a great loso to Edmund that 
he is not homo, as you have such pleasant 
parlies. I am so thankful to you to give 
me such graphic descriptions of them. 
Edmund writes to me sometimes. He 
and Arthur C’Uonnor will soon come to 
spend a few days with Father Carroll, and 
they all promise to pay us a visit. H 
glad I’d be If you would come. The light 
U fading. I’ll take to thinking now, till 
Nolly Donovan lights her caudle. Good
bye, dearest Graze, aud believe me ever 
your affectionate friend.

Most men waato their lives in the pur
suit of a worldly pleasure—which, after 
nil, is a mere will o’-tbo wisp, eodtug in 
disappointment. It is only the few that 
fini pleasure wh re only It can be found 
— namely, in a good conscience, as tho re
sult of squaring our every action by what 
we have good reason Ij regard as the 
Divine will.

Contentment is not en outward growth. 
Its roots spring from the very depths of 
the soul, and he ia pretty euro to be 
tented vzho la resolved to take life as it la, 
aud make the beat of it. The reason why 
contentment is so rare la because every 
one aspires after the unattainable— 
whether riches or honors.

Uar people live altogether too much in 
the future, aud too little in tn.a present ; 
too much in anticipation, and too little In 
the discharge of llfe’a duties. We all get 
ready to be happy, and are constantly 
looking for its advent. When, perhaps, 
we ate quite ready, infirmity steps in. 
The safest a» 1 surest rule to induce 
tentmeut la to seize upon the little pleas- 
uns of life, that lie just contiguous to our 
daily pathway, and especially to discharge 
with faithfulness whatever duties belung 
to our social position.

Far too many of ue scorn practicable 
pleasures that are easily procured, aud lie 
near anu within our grasp ; and complain 
because we cannot bave such 
mote, difficult of attainment, or inacces
sible. We complain of the rrin and the 
storm, but neglect to rejoice at the 
shine and fair weather. We grieve at the 
coldness of a friend, and fail to value fully 
the fidelity of the large number that are 
true We mourn passionately for the 
dead, while we neglect tho living with all 
their claims upon us. At the present day 
there Is too much discontent la

Is glad to think that she won 
the poor sick girl ; for Marv Kearney 
mentioned ia her letters that Norali had 
Fpoken efLctlonately of her to the last. 
Grace siys to herself that she ought to 
spend come time with Mary iu her 

lonely heme — that It 44 would 
be right;” fttd, ns In Norah L&hy’s 

she feels It Would have done

CHORUS.

•Ur&uee, famous for a monster 
held by Daniel O’Connell lu 18i3,atwul 
boasted of wearh g on his person no 
but t hose of Irish manufacture, aud s 
a huge frieze coat with a profusion of 
buttons.

;

case,
her good. But she has such troops of 
pleasant acquaintances now, aud so many 
invitations to all sorts of partie», and is so 
admired and flattered, that she scarcely 
has time even to think < f har old friends. 
Khe is ittolnded of them this morning by a 
letter from Mary. Mary tells her they 
are well; that Anne wiltes from hereon- 
v<-Dt in ner old, cheerful way, but that 
E He did rot come home at Christmas ; 
that there waa a letter from the Cape from 
Richard, who was delighted with the voy- 

(He had gone as surgeon in an Aus 
trail a u vessel.)

44 Billy Heffeinan’s house In the bog,” 
the letter went on to say, “was swept 
nway by the flood after the heavy rains ; 
and h i was barely able to save himself and 
his mule from drowning. But he is now 
hard at work building another house, as 
Mr. L’.cyd hr.s given him a lease forever 
of twenty acres of bis bjg, for the yearly 
rent of a cretl of turf ; acd though my 
father says a single sod would be too much 
for It, Billy thinks himself quite Indepen
dent, and says he has an estate while grass 
grows and water runs, and no landlord can 
turn Llci out. Whether grass can be 
made to grow on the 4 estate ’ however, is 
doubtful Nelly Donovan has given her 
heart to BtUy Heffernan ; but his heart, I 
really think, lain Noiau Laby’e grave. 
And Mat, too, loves not wisely but too 
well ; and has become quite a grave aad 
thoughtful character, devoting all the time 
he cm spare to reading Old Phil Morris 
la dead, nod Bessy is gone to live with her 
aunt iu Dublin. She had been very un
happy on account of the unkind things 
people ufcod to say about her ; and that 
foolish dragoon, encouraged, it is raid, by 
Peg Brady, kept persecuting her to the last. 
Pt-g la our dairy maid, now ; and she has 
confessed, with ft flood of tears, that she 
deceived Mat Donovan about a letter of 
Bessy’s, nud i '« eorry ehe had not had the 
courage to tell the truth before Bessy went 

As 1 have said so much of the

lAn allusion to T. DArcy McGee’s b 
“ 1 Would Mol Give My Irish Wile fur n 
Dames of tiaxou laud.” w

Lit us go down toTell me all THE LAST STRIKE AT OPj

BT CHARLES HOWARD SHINN.

Ophlr was tho most prosperous m 
camp on the western slope of the S 
and Wash Bonner was the most pro 
ous miner it contained. Ills clain 
“Blue Juniata,” was paying enorma 
and Wach had become very popular 
he gave away hie money as fast as he 
It. Wash waa a tall good burnt 
Missourian, lean, light-hatred and sl< 
No opc gave hiui credit for much et 
or ambition, and the rccidentby whi 
had etumbled upon his claim whei 
camp was first teitled was told fa: 
wide ae a caee of44 fool luck.”

It happened this way : The cam 
gan as a placer camp, and all the “ cla: 
along the stream or on the fiat were t 
up, when Wash, a tall green hoin 
new-comer, drifted in without a doll 
his name, and stood watching the i 
company of runaways from ships ir 
Francisco Biy, as they tuck out 
4i ounce to the man ” from tho beet t 
lugs iu the camp.

44 What are yuulookin’ at, young fe. 
said the captain of the company,44 
don’t you stake out a claim ?”

44 All taken,” said Wash, slowly.
4‘ Go up on the top of the hill by 

oaks,’ said the man winking at hla 
rades, 44 More there than here.”

Wash borrowed a pick and went t 
place indicated, and iu bu hour devel 
the most famous mine in the dlstrlcl 
was a curious pocket-mine in a 
broken formation ; aud though ever; 
rushed to the place and staked ou 
whole hillside, no other claim ever y 
tenth part ae much as the “ Blue Jun:

In the course of time, as the reglo: 
cr.me settled and men aud families 
In, Wash fell in love with the p 
daughter of a farmer In the Sacran 
Y alley. He reviewed tho past, q hui 
thousand dollars had come out o 
mine, and he had nothing left to sho 
it. He resolved that if the girl v 
have him he would never waste an 
cent. Ho went to the claim, worki 
day, struck a “pocket,” and took 
more than a thousand cl liars, the In 
yield of a single day in the history c 
mine. Then he quit work and wc 
tho town, 44 spruced himself up,” « 
down Into the valley, called on the 
proposed and was accepted.

“Jennie,” said Wash, 'you’ve g 
take me, cf you want me, j-ist as 
hadn’t any mine, an’ wasn't woi 
picayan.”

441 do,’taid Jennie ; 'it’s you I cai 
Wash.”

A month later they were married 
began housekeeping in a little hou 
white pine, built near the mine. 
Wash began the regular devclopme 
his claim.

For six months be kopt up co 
though not a dollar had come fron 
all that time. They lived on wha 
left of the thousand dollars after the 
ding expenses were taken out. The 
day, Wash said : “Jennie, the boys 
the old mice le played out ; but I ; 
I’ll never give it up while 1 live, I” 
a bigger pocket in that mountaln-eidi 
any man ever struck in California ”

He climbed the hill and began wo 
a tunnel wrhich should strike the b 
gold bearing ledges at a lower poiul 
he had yet reached.

Months more passed over the ha 
the miner and hia wife. One afto: 
other their friends deserted them ; 
credit gave out, and they lived on 
fish and berries, so th.it the little r 
they bad could be spent for blasting 
der. Every morning at day-break 
gaunt and silent, went to his work ; 
night at dark ho stumbled home 
cabin.

“Jeunle. I know thcro la gold 
We will fied it soon. 1 never 1 
worked a month In the old mine wi 
taking out something. This dew 
has lasted more than a year. It can 
always. I will find the lead again 
then we will let the rest go aud 
farm in the valley where we can I 
about this fight.”

She believed every word ; for she 
loving, loyal woman, and she knei 
this great, awkward Missourian i 
man among thousands. The very 
In town hooted after him and called

age.

as are re-
was no

sidtieea in his look now, aad no shaking 
of the head, as he gazed after her, with 
all a father's love and pride.

The tears welled into Willy Kearney’s 
eyes when Hugh shook him by the ha^d 
in bis uncle's warehouse.

“ I hope you find Willie a good boy ? * 
said Hugh.

41 No better, no better,” returned hii 
uncle. 44 He’ll be a first-rate business 
man.”

14 Well, Hugh,” erid the merchant,” 
when be had explained the business upon 
which he had come, “ it is a srd business 
But I must tell you plainly I cannot do 
what you require. It would be only 
throwing good money after bad, and I 
owe a duty to my own children. Your 
father was always careless and improvi 
dent, and I often told him he was a fool 
to expend so much upon hia farms when 
he ?:*ad no sufficient security. I lent him 
money before, which I never expect to be 
paid. And you know I never got a pennv 
of what I was entitled to by my father’s 
will. I left It all to them, and depended 
on my own exertions. Aud now I ask 
you is it just to expect more than that 
from me. particularly in so hopeless a 
business ?”

BUU-
“Mary Kearney.”

Grace was by no means unmoved by 
the pAüHûg' : in this letter ia which Mary 
glanced at tho euiïüiinga of her poor 
neighbours, and the sad change that had 
come over Knocknagow, whore, Giacc 
used to say, the Idea must have been sug 
gested to her favourite poet—

swear they knew 
tti anil love iu fir

every
grade of society, because we all neglect 
the very means that would insure as much 
contentment as this world can bestow.
—Pittsburg Catholic.

seen
Then the cows aud theno oth 

pperary
" You’d 
Bui mil

But that allusion to Hugh and Mhs De- 
lany put her into a brown study. Could 
it be thut matters had gone so far between 
him and Minnie Delany ? He had only 
met her once, but Grace now remem 
bered he was quite “taken up with 
her,” and scarcely took any notice cf her 
seif. Grace was angry, and angry for 
being angry. For, what was it to her ? 
The arrival of the drees for the ball— 
which fitted to perfection, and looked 
even more becoming than she expected— 
put every thing; else out of her head for an 
hour or two. Then, as she eat down to 
take breath, after trying the effect of all 
her ornaments, strange to say, eke found 
herself thinking of Tommy Lahy, an edu
cated gentleman, haudeomo aud rich— 
perhaps famous—crossing the wide ocean 
to lay all his wealth and laurels at her 
feet. But then It occured to her that the 
moustache with which, in fancy, she had 
adorned his lip was not yet a reality, aud 
Tommy Lahy was dismissed contemptu
ously.

When dretsed for the ball she went, as 
waa her custom, to her father’s study, in 
order that he might see her in nil her 
glory. She was startled, on entering, to 
see a man standing alone at the table 
wrapped in a great-coat. It was Hugh 
Kearney. For a moment surprise kept 
her from givlug him her hand, which t he 
did give at last without speaking. He 
clmotit hesitated to touch the dainty glove, 
for he was wet and travel stained, the 
rain glistening upon his face aud heard. 
She thought the dark eyes glistened, too— 
aud she waa not mistaken. How im
measurable seemed the distance between 
them at that moment ! She was so bright 
and so beautiful, so fitted for tho sunshine, 
that to draw her towards him, Into the 
gloom that hung over hla pathway, even 
if ho could do so, would (he thought) be 
almost a crime.

Recovering from her first surprise, she 
became quite formal, almost haughty, in 
her manner, as she eat upon a chair, at the 
opposite side cf the table from Mm, and 
said :

441 had a letter from Mary to-day, and 
was glad to see by it that ye were all

“Oh,” thought Miry, as she watched 
her mother’s brightening looks, 
we to break it to her? I fear it will kill 
her. May G id direct us for the best.”

Her father had taken a house in Kil- 
thubber ; and at her request a good deal 
of the furniture cf the cottage was re
moved to it She heard Bresîord Pender 
a>k him when he w?.8 to get possession of 
his house, and uhe wished that her father 
should not be exposed to such insults any 
longer than it was abaolutaly necessary. 
Thai very day she had persuaded him to 
go into town, and superintend the fitting, 
up of the new house. Sho dreaded Me. 
Beresford Peader’a brutal insolence ; and 
new that her mother was sufficiently re
covered to leave her room, a visit from 
that gentleman might ba expected at any 
moment.

411 was dreaming of Hugh last night,” 
said Mrs. Kearney ; 41 and cf my poor 
uncle Dan, God rest hla soul. I hope it 
was not a bad dream. Mr. Butler—that 
is Sir Gtrrett now—came in with hts 
ebonv flute under hla arm, and, strange to 
eay, Hugh clenched hla fist and was going 
to knock him down, till my uncle Dan 
caught him by the arm. Then my uncle 
Dan got hla vloiia, and he and Mr. Butler 
played the ‘Coulln’ together. I never 
heard such heavenly music,” said Mrs, 
Kearney, holding her hands together, 
fnd turning up her eyes to the 
cloudless sky. “I’m sure ft can’t be a bad 
dream. Grace ran in and flung her arms 
about Hugh, and he looked so surprised ! 
f lien a whole lot of ladies and gentlemen 
took bauds and bfg-iu to danco. You 
were dressed tn white and Elite In blue, 
and JÙ were the beautifullest of them all. 
But that Barney,” sdded Mrs, Kearney, 
indignantly, “ wouldn't stop dancing and 
prancing ia and out among them all, aud 
jumping unon chairs, and s'andlng cn his 
head, and kicking hts feet about, till my 
mind war confused, and I couldn’t make 
head or tail of It, But I know it wasn’t 
a bed dream, for the music continued 

after that young Hanly roared, and 
poor Miss Lloyd was tumbled head over 
heels. Then Richard began to kick 
Beresford Ponder — poor Richard was 
always too hasty,” sighed Mrs. Kearney, 
pathetically—“and there was nothing but 
uproar and confusion. But the * Coulin ’ 
could bo heard through It all ; and that’s 
what makes me think It was not a bad 
dream, at any rate.”

Mary laughed as che pinned her 
mother’s shawl more comfortably about 
her, and said it was she herself who was 
playing tho “IJoulia ’’ last night, bat she 
touched the keys so lightly, sho thought 
the sound could not reach her mother’s 
room.

“I think you may as well come in and 
have your broth now,” said she.

“You may as well bring It to me here 
Mary,” her mother replied. <’ ’Tis such a 
beautiful day, aud thla la such a nice 
place to teat,”

RELIGION NECESSARY.44 how are

Religion ia a necessary and indispen
sable element in any great human char- 

There is no living without it. 
Religion ia the tie that connects man 
with bis Creator and him to His throne. 
If that tie bo all eundered, all broken, 
he ffoats away, a worthless atom iu the 
universe, its proper attractions all 
its dejti

And, to crown all, acier.

away.
* course of true love ’ ruuuiug in tho usual 
way in this part of the globe, 1 must toll 
you that a little circumstance which acci
dentally came under my notice tho other 
dav has convinced me that your friend 
4 Fionn MacooV is, after all, lu love with 
somebody ; but, for the life of mo, I can
not gu»:R8 who she may bo, though 1 could 
tell you the colour of her hair. Strange 
to say, I thought of Bessy Morris, but— 
though you «111 say that Is just wbat 
migtr. bu expected from an 4 oddity ’—1 am 
sure it la not she. Might it be Mies 
D.)lan> ? He praised her beauty and 
agreeable mauncis more than over 1 heard 
him praisu anyone else. But, lake my 
word for It, Hugh bgone about somebody, 
ea sury ko tho suu la at this moment sink 
lug down behind the poplar trees on the 
hill—which trees always remind me of you 
and Bessy ; Mortis, ftud all the chat we 
used to have about her father, and her 
auxlety to find him and to live with him 
i.i their old homo,after all hb wanderings. 
That’s what made me like Bessy, and I 
never could believed her heartless, as she 
had the name of being.

“The Messrs. Pender are carrying things 
with a high hand. Poor Father M’Mabon 
Is heart-btoken e.t the sufferings of the 
people. Tho poor house Is crowded, and 
the number of deaths la fearful. List 
Sunday, wheu requesting tho prayers of 
the congregation lu tho usual way for the 
repose of the souls of those who died dur 
ing the week, tho list was eo long that 
poor Father M Mahon stopped in the 
middle of it, exclaiming with a heart- 
piercing cry, 4 U niy poor people ! my 
poor people 1’ and then turned round and 
prostrated himself at the foot of the altar 
convulsed with grief, and could not go on 
reading the list of deaths for a long time. 
Then he got Into a rage and denounced tho 
government us a ‘damnable government.’ 
I was quite frightened at the excitement of 
the people. Some faces were quite white, 
und others almost black But a very affect
ing incident turned their auger into pity, 
though one would think it ought only to 
lncenso them all the more against their 
rulers. When he resumed the reading of 
the Hat, a woman shrieked out and fell 
senseless upon the iloor. She was one of 
tho paupers in the auxiliary workhouse 
who are marched to the parish chape 
every Sunday, as the chapel in the regu
lar workhouse is too small even to accom
modate the inmates of that house. Tills 

woman was only admitted the week

hecla in
g me,

ny thwarted, aad its whole 
future nothing but darkavey, dt solation 
aid death.

'lining News.
Mining experts note that cholera. . - - never

attracts tho Dowels of the earth, but 
humanity in general find it necessary to 
use Dr. Fowler’s Extract of Wild Straw
berry for bowel complaints, dysentery, 
diarrhoea, etc. It is

“ I agree with every word you say,” 
Hugh replied, “ I’d cut off my hard 
rather than ask it for myself. Bat I can’t 
bear the thought of seeing them ruined. 
And if the rent, now due, were paid, I do 
believe it possible, by care and economy, 
to pay you after a little time. I’ll pledge 
you my honour I’ll do my best.”

After a long pause, hb uncle filled a 
cheque, and banded it to him.

41 It Is not much more than half the turn 
you want,” said he, “ but I cannot give 
you more. And mind, it la to you, and 
not to your father, I am giving it. You 
won’t oo back without coming out to see 
us ? Your cousins would be most happy 
to meet you.”

44 Ob, I cannot lose an hour,” replied 
Hugh. 44 Good bye.” And, after shak
ing hands warmly with the sturdy 
chant, who had come of nls father’s 
bruequenese in hla manner, ho hurried out 
of tho office, hb heart somewhat lightened 
of its load.

44 Dr. Klely will do the rest,” said he, as 
ho hurried through the crowded streets. 
44 Aud If my poor mother has rallied, with 
God’s help, all will be well.”

While Hugh Kearney was picturing 
Grace whirling among the dancers at the 
ball, sho waa hurrying to his mother’s 
bedside.

Tho second day aLer, she aud Mary 
were sitting together In the well remem
bered little room up in the steep roof of 
tho old cottage. Mrs. Kearney was out of 
danger, but It was feared she would never 

This was a relief to him ; as he feared wholly recover the effects of the shock sho 
she might ask a question which he would had got. The cause of tho shock was kept 
have found some difficulty iu answering, a secret from Grace ; and sho candidly told 

44I’ll be back in a moment,” said the Miry that thla made her feel uneasy aud 
doctor, entering hastily with a letter In uncomfortable, for she could not imagine 
hb hand. “O Grace—!” Hugh made a what motive there could be for concealing 
sign and the doctor checked himself, tho circumstance, whatever it was, from 
44 You are already dressed for the ball,” he her. Mary flushed scarlet as she an- 
added ; 441 see you are determined to be swered :
early in the field.” 44 Well, It is very foolish to bo making

“Mrs. D----- is to call for mo,” said she, a mystery of it. But I believe people
laughing as she left the room. always feel ashamed under such clrcum-

“ I don’t like to bring you out such a stances ; though 1 scarcely know why they 
night as this,” said Hugh, “unless you should. The fact is, we were all otorUed 
think it absolutely necessary. Dr. Cusack the other morning to find all our cattle, 
assured me there was co immediate aud sheep, and horses, and, In fact, all we 
danger.” had, seized upon by the agent for rent,

“Well, I prefer going at once,” re- and driven away to pound. When poor

a sore cure.
O. Bortle, of Manchester, Ontario Co., 

N. \ writes: “I obtained immediate re- 
lief from the use of Dr. Thomas' Ecle=trio 
Oil. I have had asthma for eleven years. 
Have been obliged to sit op all night for 
ten or twelve nights in succession. I can 
now sleep soundly all night on a feather 
tied, which I had not been able to do 
vioasly to using the Oil.” pre-

M liât Is n Day's Lnlmr !
One day’s work for a healthy liver is to 

secrete three and a half pounds of bile. If 
the Idle secretion be deficient, constipation, 
ensues ; if profuse, biliousness and jaundice 
arise, Burdock Blood Bitters is the most 
perfect liver regulator known in medicine 
for preventing and curing all liver troubles, 

Mrs 1). Morrison, Farnham Centre, P 
Q , writing abont Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric 
Oil, says : George Bell used it on iris son, 
and it cured him of rheumatism with only 
a few applications. The balance of the 
bottle was used try an old gentleman for 
Asthma, with the best results. It acts 
like a charm."

mer-

i
!a there anything more annoying than 

having yonr corn stepped npon 1 Is there 
anything more delightful than getting rid 
of it » Holloway’s Corn Cure will do it. 
Try it and be couvinced.

Viotobu carbolic SALVE is a wonderful 
healing compound for cuts, wounds, 
bruises, burns, scalds, boils, piles, pimples!

Worms cause feverishness, moaning and 
restlessness daring sleep. Mother Graves’ 
\V orm Exterminator is pleasant, sure and 
eftectual. If y0nr druggist has none in 
stock, get him to procure it for you. 
Minard’s Liniment cnres Distemper.;

Danger, perhaps Death, lnrks 
neglected cold in the head. Why run any
and "gUy eu"'inatantly r6li6VC

Never ALLOW the bowels to remain con- 
atmated lest serious evil ensue. National
stipation un9urilas3e^ as a remedy for eon-

Milburs’s aromatic qdüiine wine fortifies 
the system against attacks of ague, ehill* 
bilious fever, dumb ague and like troubles!

Mlnarü s Liniment Lumberman's friend*

*even !

well.

in a

poor
before with her husband and children* 
tiom whom, according to their infamoua 
rules, sho waa at once separated. She

f


