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Twilight,
‘When I was youcg the twilight seemred t00
lon

Ong,

How of €1 on the western window seat

T leannd my book ugninst the misty pane
And spelled the lasi sachanting lines ugain
The wille my mo.her bummed aan anclent

BOD
Or s!,.lw‘fi a llitle end sald, * The hour 18
weet, !
Wha:: 1. rebellions, elamored for the hour,
Bat pow I love ihe goft approaca of night.
And now wilth folded hsnok 1 sit apd dream
Whiie all oo fleer the Lhours of twilight
seem §
And thus I koow that I am growlug old,

Oh, grangriex of Age! Oh, manifold 4
Aud roysl hrrvest of the common yesrs!
here are in «ll thy treasure -house no ways
Bat lesa by ol deseent and gradual slope
To memories more ¢Xxquisile thaon nope.
Thipe is the Iris boru of olden Lears,

And thrice more happy are the happy days
That Live divinely {n thy Hugering rays,

Mo sutnmo roses bear a loveller flower ;

80, 1u the emerald after sunrel hour,

The orehard wall and trembling aspen trees
Appear an infinite Hesperides,

Av, as at dusk we kit with folded hands
Wﬁu knows, who cares in what eochauted

lands )
We w:m.ur while the undylng memories
throng?
‘When | was young the twilight seemed too
long.

—Athsneum.

KNOCKNAGOW
OR,
THE MOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

OHAPTER LXIL
§AD NEWS FROM BALLINACLASH,

Another year has elapsed, and Grace
has never once vielted the old cottage.
She shrinks from It now, as she shravk
from Nora Lahy’spale face. Yetshe feels
that Norch Laby has Cone her goed, aad
15 glad to think that she won the love of
the poor sick glel; for Merv Kearney
mentioned in her lettexs that Norah bad
ppoken effzctionstely of her to the last,
Greace says to hereelf that ehe ought to
spend come time with Mary in  her
now lonely home — that it ¢ would
be right;” avd, ss in Norah Leby’s
easo, she fecls it would have done
ber good, But she has such troops of
pleasant acqualntances now, sud so many
invitations 1o all sorts of parties, and i3 so
admired zod flattered, that she scarcely
has thme oven to think of her old friends,
She 1 reminded of them this morning by a
Jetter from Mary., Mary tells her they
are well; that Anpe wilies from her con-
vent in ner old, cheerful way, but that
Kife d1d pot come home at Chrietmae;
that theze was o letter from the Cape from
Richard, who waa delighted with the voy-
age. (He had gone as surgeon in an Aus:
tzallan vessel.)

“ Bllly Heffernan’s house In the bog,”
the letter went on to say, “wes swept
awsy by the fiood after the heavy rains;
and he was barely able to eave bimself and
his mule from drowaing, But he is now
hard st work bullding another house, &s
Me, Lioyd has given bim a lease forever
of twenty acres of his bog, for the yearly
rent of a crec) of turf ; and though my
father seya a elegle sod would be too much
for it, Biily thiuks himself quite Indepen-
dent, and eays he has an estate while graes
growe and water rune, and no landlord can
turn blm oubt.  Whether grass can be
made to grow on the ‘estate’ however, is
doubtful.  Nelly Donovan has given her
heart to Billy Heffernan ; but his heart, I
really think, fsin Noran Laby's grave,
And Mat, too, loves not wisely but too
well ; and has become quite a geave and
thoughifol characier, devoting sllthe time
he can spare to reading. O!d Phil Morris
1 dead, nod Bessy fe gone to live with her
aant in Dablin, She had been very un-
happy oo account of the uckind things
people uced to say about her ; and that
foollsh dragoon, encoursged, it 1s eald, by
Peg Brady, kept persecuting her to the laet.
Peg o our dalry meld now ; and she has
contessed, with a flsod of tears, that ehe
decefved Met Donovan about s letter of
Bessy’s, and is porry she had not had the
eourage to tell the truth before Bessy went
away. Ar 1 have sald so much of the
‘eourse of true love’ running i the usuel
way {n this part of the globe, I must tell
you that ¢ lo clrcumstance which accl
dentally came under my notice the other
day has convioced me thet your frlend
¢ Fionn Macool' is, after all, iu love with
somebody ; but, for the life of me, I can-
no$ guees who she may by, though 1 could
tell you the colour of her halr. Strange
to say, I thought of Bessy Morrls, but—
the you w!ll eay that la just what
mlght ba expected from an * oddaty '——1 am
gure s not she, Might it be Mles
Dolany ? e pralsed her beauty and
sgreesble mannexs more than ever 1 heard
hilm pralse snyone else, But, take my
wrord fov It, Hugh Is gone about somebody,
a8 sure ks the sua ls at this moment elnk
fog dowa behind the poplsr trees on the
bill—which trees nlways remind me of you
and Beesy  Morrle, and all the chat we
usad to have sbout her father, and her
suxiety to find him and to live with him
ia their old home, after all his wanderings.
That’s what made me like Beesy, and I

pever could belioved her heartless, as she
ked the nams of being.

“The :8, Pender ava carrylog things
with ¢ d.  Poor Father M’Meabon
is bear yiken ot the suflertogs of the
people, " ar-house 1s crowded, and
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the number of deaths s fearful. Last
Sunday, when requesting the prayers of
the cc u in the usual way for the

» of the souls of those who dled dur

iog the week, the llst was eo long that
poor Fatber M'Mabon stopped in the
middle of it, exclaiming with & heart-
plercing cty, ‘O my poor people! my
poor people !' snd then turned round and
prostrated bimeelf at the foot of the altar
convulsed with grief, and could not goon
vendlng the list of deaths for a long time,
Then he gotinto & rage aud denounced the
government ng & ‘ damnable government.’
I was quite frightened at the excitement of
the people. Some faces were quite white,
gnd othersalmost black  But a very affect-
ing incldent turned thelr anger into pity,
though one would think It ought only to
fncense them all the more agaiust their
vulers, When be resumed the reading of
the lat, & women shrieked out and fell
sengeless upon the floor. She wae one of
the psupers in the auxlliary workhouse,
who are marched to the parleh chapel
avery Sunday, ae the chapel in the regu-
lar workhouse {8 too small even to accom-
moedate the inmates of that house. This
poor woman was only admitted the week
before with her husband and childrent
from whom, according to their lnfumgul
rules, sho was at once geparated. She

now heard ber husband’s name resd from
the altar, and with a wild shriek of egony
fell down, and was borne sencelees out of
the chapel. They did not even take the
trouble to infrrm her that her huebaud
was dead! Were human belngs ever
treated before ms our poor people are
trented 7 I often wondered at the alrost
wild look of the prupers while the list of
deeths wae belng read. But [ understand
it now! Oi! I must drive away the
thought of such barbarous cruelty, and
not aletress you with such pictures of
buwan suffering.  Bat perhaps it Is well
to think of these things sometimee, Grace,
snd pray to God to slleviate the misery
arouud us, Idomy best to keep up my
spirits. I st In poor Norah’s chalr every
morning till the light tn Mat Donovan’s
window reminde me to go down and resd
the newspaper or play a tucve for my
father, while mamma le making her favor.
fte alim-cake for tea, Hugb, es ususl, Is
nearly aluays In bls own room, where 1
epend an occasional bour with him. He
13, however, becoming amiable, and comes
cut of hls den whea our Castleview frionds
make thelr appearance. I am alwaye
glad to see them, and they cheer us up a
good deal, Miss Lloyd ecarcely recognises
toem now, and maybe she doem’: get it
from Rose, with whom Johuny Wilson fs
agoln ‘the white headed boy.’ Can you
moka out this mystery about Hugh as you
did the tracke in the snow ?

# Ah, we had not so merry a Chrlstmas
a3 thet since! But 1 can’t realise that
{des of the poct you used to quote sbout
a ‘sorrow’s crown of sorrow.” I like to
remember * happier things,’ and would say
with our own bard—

“‘Long, long be my heart with such mem-

ories fliled.’
I teke my wa'k nestly every evening,
Great news of Tommy Laby !  His uncle,
who s very rich, has sdopted bim., Hels
in college, aud from his llkeness be muet
be a fiae fellow. Do you remember his
laughing blue eyes and luxarlant curls?
Farcy Tommy Laky coming home a pol-
lshed gentleman to us, Would he have
any chance of you?! It would be quite
romentic, I'm glad I bhave on: more
pleasant item to relleve the gloom of this
tiresome letter, Nauncy Hogan is married
to Tom Cary, the corpenter, and they are
s happy as the day s long. Tell me all
sbout your great ball, 1am all anxlety
to know whether it Is the white or the
plnk you bhave decided on ; but as you
will have declded before you can geti this
I won’t give you my oplnion, though you
eay you would be gulded by it. Of
course you will be the belle, as Eva wou!d
have been the beauty. How I ehould
like to go to her professlon ; but I fear it
will be tmposeible for me to leave home,
Mr. Lloyd says still he will never love
egein, It ls & great loes to Edmund that
be 18 not home, s you have such pleasant
parifes, I am so thenkful to you to give
ma guch graphlc descriptions of them,
Edmund writes to me eometimes, He
and Arthur C'Connor will soon come to
spend o few days with Father Carroll, and
they all promize to pay us a visit. How
glad 1’d be if you would come, Thelight
1s fading, I'll take to thinking now, till
Nelly Donovan lights ber candle. Good-
bye, denrest Graze, and belleve me ever
your affeciionate friend,
“ Mary KEARNEY.”

Grace was by no means nvmoved by
the passag: s in this letter in which Mary
glanced et the sufferings of her poor
ne'ghbours, and the sad change that had
come over Kuocknagow, where, Grace
used to eay, the ides must have been sug
gested to her favourite poet—

* You'd swear they knew no other mood

Bui mirth and iove in fipperary.”

Jut that allusion to Hugh and Miss De-
lany put her into a brown study, Could
it be thet matters had gone o far between
bim and Miunie Delsny ?  He had only
met her ouce, but Grace now remem
bered he wos qulte “taken up with
her,” and ecarcely took any notice of her
sclf.  QGrace was angry, and sngry for
belog sugry. For, what was it to her?
The arrival of the dresa for the ball—
which fitted to perfection, and looked
even more becoming then she expected—
put everything else cut of ber head for an
hour or two, Then, as che eat down to
take breath, after trylng the effsct of all
her orpaments, strange to say, ehe found
berscli thinkivg of Tommy Lahy, an edu.
cated gentleman, handeoms aud rich—
perhaps famous—crossing the wida ocean
to Iay ell his weelth and laurzels at her
feet, But then it occured to her that the
moustache with which, In favcy, ehe had
sdorned hls lip was not yet a reallty, and
Towmy Lahy was dismissed contemptu-
ously.

When dressed for the ball she went, as
was her custom, to her father’s study, In
ordsr that he might see her in all her
glory, She was startled, cn entering, to
seo a man standing alone at the table
wrapped In a great-coat. It was Hugh
Kearney, For a moment surprise kept
ber from giviog bim her hand, which che
did give at last wlthout speaking, He
elmost hesitated to touch the daluty glove,
for he was wet and travel stalned, the
rain glistening upon his face and beard,
She thought the dark eyee glistened, too—
and she was not mlstaken, How im-
meagnrable seemed the dlstance between
them at that moment! She was so bright
and 8o beaatiful, 8o fitted for the eunchine,
that to draw her towards him, Into the
gloom that hung over his pathway, even
if he counld do 8o, would (he thought) be
almost a crime,

Recoverlng from her firet surprise, she
became quite formal, almost haughty, in
ber manner, &8 she sat upon a chair, at the
opposite elde of the table from him, and
sald :

%1 had a letter from Mary to-day, and
was glad to eee by it that ye were all
well,”

Thils was a rellef to him ; as he feared
she might ask & question which he would
have found some difficulty In answering.

“I’ll be back in a moment,” sald the
doctor, entering hastily with a letter in
his hend. “O Grace—!"” Hugh made a
slgn and the doctor checked himself,
“You are already dressed for the ball,” he
added ; *I see you are determined to be
early in the field.”

¢ Mrs, D: {8 to call for me,” sald she,
laughing as she left the room.

“I don't like to bring you out such a
nlght as this,” sald Hugh, “unless you
think it absolutely necessary, De, Cusack
assured me there was 1o immediate
danger.”

“Well, I prefer golng at once,” re-

turned Dr. Kiely, * Wil you have some
refreshment 7"

% No, thaok you. I had eomething at
the hotel. And I have no time to lose,”
be added, looking at bis watch,

“ Well, I hope vou will succaed In the
objeet of your jourmey. If met, don’s
forget to let me kuow, Good night,”

As Hugh Kearney eat upon the top of
the mail conch, regardless of the cold raln
dashiug lato bis face, he counld wish that
the night and h's joursey were a yesr
long. It galled bis proud eptris to think
that ho was golog to beg. It would be
easlor for bim to die. Dot he thought of
his father and mother, and his sister, hls
beautitul and noble sister, and for thelr
sukes ho resclved to make any and every
sacrifice conefetent with howour. He
bowed his head avd covered hls fuce with
his bands os the thought cccurred to him
that be might never see his mother allve
again, “ And if I fall ia my wmisston,” be
said to hlwseif, 1 could almost wish it
may be so. She would feel the blow
move keenly than any of us, when the
first gust of the storm has almoet killed
her.”

He wes roused by the loud bray of the
guard’s born, and on looking up, eaw a
crowd of vebicles blockiog vp the road in
fzont of & euburban masslon, from the
windows of which the light etreamed out
upon the throng of emoklvg borses and
shouting drivers, as they stroggled and
josted one ancther to get out of the way
of the mail coach. Hugh remembered it
was at this hoase the ball was to which
Grace was golog, avd faocled he canght
a glimpse of her erossing the hall s the
coach plunged lnto the darkneas,

“There’s a ball there, sir,” epid the
guard benind him, who thonght he meant
to inquire what it all meant; for Hugh
hsd waved his hand towards the ligbted
windowsa.

But the actlon was an lavoluntary
O Farewell.”

Grace wes not there, however. he
ran down etelis on hearlng Mrs, D—"s
carriage stop st the door, and, meeting her
father in the hall wrapped in his cloak,
ghe scked where he was golng,

“To Ballinsclash,” he replled, ¢ Mra,
Kerruey got euddenly i1l this morning,”

“ Why did not Hugh tell me ?”

“Well, he saw you dressed for the
party, anud did not like to evoll your en-
joyment, He is golug to Dablin by the
night coach,”

She paueed for a moment, locking be-
wildered, and then burried to the hall-
door, where a servant was waiting to hold
an umbrella over her while she got into
the carrisge. Her father looked sad, aud
shook his head, as be turned iato hls
study for a parcel he had forgotten, Mra,
's carringe was rolllog up the street
us he came out, but to bis eurprise Grace
met him in the hall,

“T bave told Mra. D—— of Mra. Kear.
ney’s lliness,” eaid she, in & low firm voice,
“ And now will you let me go with yoa!
I’il be ready lo ten minutes,”

“1t la a cold wet night, for so long &
drive,” he replled.

“ Oh, no matter, Do let me go.”

“ Well, then, lose no time”

She flew up the stalrs, and there waz no
sadouess {o his look mow, and no shaklog
of the head, ns he gazed after her, with
all & father's love and pride,

The tears welled into Willy Kearney's
oyes when Hugh ehook bim by the hazd
lu bis uncle’s warehouse,

%1 hope you find Willle a good boy??
sald Hugh,

* No better, no bsiter,” returned hiy
uncle. “Ie'll be a first-rate buslness
men.”

“ Well, Huogh,” e2id the merchant,”
when he had explained the buslness upon
which he had come, *it ls & snd business
But I must tell you plainly I cannot do
what you require, It would be ouly
throwlug good money after bad, and I
owe & duty to my own children. Your
father was salways carelese and improvi
dent, and I often told hima he was & fool
to expend 80 much upon his farmy w
he had no sufficient security. I lent him
money before, which I never expect to be
paid. And you know I never got & penny
of what I was eutitled to by my father’s
will, I lefi it all to them, and depend
oa my own exertlons. Aud pow I ack
you {8 1t just to expect more than that
from me, parifcularly in so hopeles: a
business §”

“I sgree With every word yon say,”
Hagh replled, “I'd cut off my hacd
rather than ask it for myself, BatIcan't
bear the thought of ecelng them ruined,
And {if the rent, now due, were pald, I do
believe it possible, by care snd economy,
to pay you after & little time. I'll pledgs
you my honour I'll do my best.”

After a long psause, his uncle filled a
cheque, and banded it to him,

“ It {s not much more than half the rum

you went,” eald he, % but I cannot give
you more, And mind, it is to you, and
not to your father, [ em giving 1t. Yon
wan’t o back without coming ount to eee
us? Your cousins would be moes bappy
to meet you.”
I cannct lose an hour,” replied
“@Rood bye.” And, after ghak-
ands warmly with the sturdy mer-
chant, who had some of his father’s
braequeness in hls manner, he hurtied out
of tho oflice, hls heart somewhat llghtened
of ita load,

“ Dr, Klely will do the rest,” said he, as
he hurried through the crowded etreste,
“ And {f my poor mother has rallied, with
God's help, all will be well.”

While Hugh Kenrney wos pleturing
Grace whirling among the dancers at the
ball, she was hurrying to his mother’s
bedslde,

The second day afier, she and Mary
wero sitting together In the well remem-
bered ilttle room up in the steep roof of
the old cottage. DMrs. Kearney was out of
danger, but it was feared she would never
wholly recover the efl'octs of the shock she
had got. The cause of the shock was kept
A secret from Grace ; and sho candldly told
Mary that this made her feel unessy and
uncomfortable, for the conld not imagine
what motive there could be for concealing
the clrcumstance, whatever it was, from
her, Mary flushed ecarlet as she an-
swered :

“Well, It 1s very foollsh to be meaklng
a myotery of it. Bat I belleve people
alwoys feel ashamed under euch clrcum-
stances ; though I ecarcely know why they
should. The fact s, we were all stoxtled
the other morning to find all our cattle,
aund sheep, and horses, and, In fact, all we

had, selzed upon by the agent for rent,

' and driven away to pound, When poor

mamma beard the bailiffs shouting, and
saw what had happened, sbe fell down in
a fit, and we feared for some tirme she was
dying. But, thavk God, 1t {s not so bad,
end if [ eaw any hope of ber belog recon-
ciled I'd be happy.”

‘' T don’t see anything to be ashamed of,”
sa'd Girace,

** And yet,” Mary replied, “ people who
would fawn upon us yesterday wonld not
know us to.day, And if Hugh cannot
prevall upon wmy uncle to advancs the
money to relonse the eattle before they nre
canted, I don’t what the end will be. How
well I can now understand what the poor
people euffor in belng driven from thelir
homes every day. I love the very stones
of this old plzce,” ehe murmured, with the
tears in her cyes, as che leant out of the
window, aud looked round the garden, and
out over the fields, and dowu 1o the liitle
brook, along whose bauks she and her
brother and eletors used to apend tho long
eummer days in thelr bappy childhood,
And must they leave {t all now to strang-
ers, perhaps, who never heard their very
nawes ?  Her father was standlng on the
“ new ditch,” looking towards that part of
his f1rm which was a quagmire some years
before, and ehe guessed woat his thoughts
were,

* It was very good of you to come to us,
Grace, eald she, **No one can cheer my
father like you,”

Ab, I ought to have come long 2go,”
G:ace replled with a sigh,

* Better late than never,” returned Mary,
cheerfally, ¢ And here is romebody else
who wants you to comfort him. I really
think he will change h!s mind, and glve
you Eva's place in his heart.”

Grace laughed, as Mr. Lloyd rode by on
hls grey horee ; sud then lovked grave,

“Ob, here are the Hanlys,” she ex-
claimed, brightening up ; “aund the pony
coming on quite gally, sud head foremoss,
I suppose we must go down, By-the by,
Mary, what about —.” She stopped In the
middle cf her questlon, which was sug-
gested by Rose Harly’s curle, which fell
over her ghoulders in ringlets that might
almoat rival those in which Mr, Lloyd’s
heart got ao hopelessly entangled the night
he disiieguished himself as a poet,

* What were you golog to cay I” Mary
a:ked,

* 03, nothing,
them,”

Grace looked very often at Rose’s curls
doring the next half hour ; and when ehe
and Mary were agein alone, she was about
acklog for an explanation of that passage
ln her letter about Hugh’s belog fa love,
But, strange to eay, ebe could not bring
bereelf to ask so simplea question,

Mcrs, Kearney was reclining in her arm.
chair, propped up with piiiows.

“I think, Mary,” she said, “ I hear the
sheep,”

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

“ And the cows,” ehe added.

Mary looked anxlously at Gracs, for che
feared her mother's mind wos beglnning to
wander.

But just then Jim Dunn was heard
thoutlng to Tem Maher ; and Tom Maher
shoutlng to Barney Brodherlck; and
Barnsy hollowlng to no one in particular
—but in & general way, and for his own
private amusement, Mary and Grace ran
to the window ; and there were the sheep
already spread over the lawn, emelling at
the graes, ond snatching a hasty »ibble;
and then holdlag up their noses in the alr,
aad look!ng oll round on the groves, and
the Iime-trees, and the elms, and the old
coitage itself, as if & dim notlon bad got
into rhelr foclish heads that they had seen
all thet before, Then the cows and the
he!fera and the yearlings came rushing
through the pate like 2 ronted army ; but
after a little while eubsided into tranquil-
{ty, and began to low softly In response to
Attorney Hanly’s herd, which Joe Russell
was delving to thelr stells from Tom
Hogon’s meadow, And, to crowa all,
Bobby ruehed throngh the open gate, and
mace stralght for the house at s hand
gallop, twisting his neck Into every poe
sible position, and kicking up bls heels in
teaordinary fashion, till he came
cloze under the window, and suddenly
stood etock stlll, And, ratslog his Lead a8
kigh ss poesible in the alr, Bobby brayed
o long and lovd that Mrs, Keerney and
Mary and Grace were fain to stop their
ears, Then Grace langhed her old ring:
ing laugh; and when Barney, suddenly
remembering that “the misthress was eick,”
stopped Bobby’s musle by clapping hls
“caubeen ” over Bobby’s npturned nose,
Mary laughed qnite a3 heariily as Geace.
And poor Mrs, Kearney smlled, acd fan
cled sho was quite well agala; and could
almost persuade herself that the shock she
got the morcing everything was scized aud
driven away, end the sifiluess and desola-
tion of the place ever eince, were only the
effects of a troubled dream.

D, Kiely assured them the accus-
tomed sights and sununds about the house
wonld tend greatly to Mrs, Kearney’s re
covery. And after his second tumbler
Mnaurice was bimself agein, and abused
old Isaac Pender and his hopeful son a eo
superlative and oxlginal & manner that
Girace laughed as much e she did that
Christmas Day wa first madse her acqualnt.
snce, 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
his hand on the head of his favourite
pointer, Grace thought, as his dark eyes
rested upon her, without seomirg to see
her, that she never saw him look so sad.
Could it be that what Mary aliuded to in
her letter had anything to do withit?

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, The lease would soon
expire ; and were they to be ejocted like
Tom Hogan,or the reat ralsad 1 In elther
case certain ruin would be the result,
Then, he was in debt ; and until his uncle
and Dr, Kiely were pald, he could never
bave an easy mind. And how were they
to be pald? There was only one way;
aud {t was when he thought of this, that
(Grace eaw & deeper shade of sadness come
into his dark eyes as they involuntarily
dwelt upon her,

Maurice Kearney’s “ surprlses ” were ex-
ectly in his old style, and had for Grace
the double charm of freshness—after the
artificlal maunner of Illfe she bad for some
time been accustomed to—and of recalllng
her merry childhood, She was asked to
elng, too ; and the songs and the old tunes
recalled the dance und the hurling, and
Billy Heffernan and hls flute, and Mat

Lt us go down to

Donovan and the famous drum, and the
stalworth youths and bloomiug meidens
around the Buch on Sunday eveninge,
when

“ You'd swear they knew no other mood
But wirth and love in Mpperary.”

Ah, the cattle and the cheep could be
brought back to Maurice Kearney's ficlds,
But can these be ever brought back ?

CHAPTER LXIIL

EJECTED—THE BALIFFS IN THE OLD COT-
TAGE—BILLY HEFFERNAN PLAYS * AULD
LANG BYNE” AGAIN, AND THXK OLD
LINNET BINGS IN THX MOONLIGHT

Hugh Kearney is {in Australla, toiling
to muke wmoney, Hels resolved to pay
the debt due to his uncle, aud that for
which his geunerous friend, Dr, Klely, Is
responatble,  Hels detormined, too, to
bave a home for hls father and mother
aud elsters, if they should requireit, Bat
he does not know that they require it
even now, BSlr Garrett Butler wads a
feeble cffort to Inqulre into the condition
of his tensotry and the conduet of his
agont, but his health or his energy falled,
sud he relspsed into bls former habits,

““He cen’t live long,” eald Mr, Heres:
ford Pender to his worthy father, “ Mus,
Lowe mentioned that the doctors ordered
him to lialy, so we may ss well slap at
Kearney at once, IIs will be likely to
follow hia son to Australia; and ’twill be
a matter of importance to have posseseion
of the place whatever happens.”

Old lessc had nothing to otjest egainst
this, and legal proceedings wero fortnwith
tsken agalnst Maurice Kecrney, He had
been careful to keep his rent paid up since
the ge'zare of his etock for the arresrs;
bat that was no use now, and he was
¢jected for non-title. He had to eell off
his catile snd eheep at & ruinous eactifice ;
bat when the sheriff came to hand over
the postessfon of his houses and Jands io
the agent, Mrs, Kearney wasso dapger-
ously fll that it was found necessary to
allow them to remaln in the houee till ghe
was sufliclently recovered to ba removed,
or, what seemed more likely, till she wae
borne to ker last peaceful home in the
churchyard near the old castle,

Mrs. Kesrney was elowly recovering.
But they dreaded to tell her that the cheep
whose bleating she llstened to wers not
hee own, but Mr, Beresford Pender’s,
The tears sprang {oto Mary’s eyes as she
looked into the little gardea, and saw
a sow with her numsrous progeny lylog
upon one of the flower beds. There was
a rude straw shed, aiso, erected near the
rusifc seat, which was broken and laid
ncross the entrance, to keep in half a.
dozen caives, whose heads were tbrust
uader it, a3 If they bad been caught there,
and could not by any posslbllity be pulled
bick agaln,

“I think, Moary,” eaid Mrs, Kearney,
“ as the day fseo fine, I'li sit out in the
garden for awhile, I know 1t would do
me goed.”

“Oh, I'm sure it will,” returned Mary,
eagerly, “I'll get your shawl. You'll
find, {f you only take courage, you are
much stronger thaa you thiak.”

She induced the invalld, instead of go
ing to the garden, to walk io the lawn in
the shelter of the fir grove. After a turm
or tWo they aat down cn the trunk cf a
fallen tree, and nearly an hour paeed un-
heeded, s they listened to the cawlag of
the rocks, and the thousend dreamy
sounds of the enmmer noon.

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

“Oh,” thonght Mary, as she wa‘ched
her mother's brightening looks, “how are
we to hreak it to her? I fear it will kill
her. May God direct us for the best.”

Her father had taken a house in Kil-
thubber ; and at her request a good deal
of the farnlture of the cottage was re-
moved to it She heard Bresiord Pen
ark him when he was to get possessio
his house, and che wished that her fa
ehould not be exposed to suc 1lts sny
longer than {t was absolutely necessary,
That very day she had persuaded him to
go into town, end superintend the fiting
up of the new houss, She dreaded Me,
Boresford Pender’s brutal ineolence; and
now that her mother was sufficlently re-
covered to leave her room, a vielt from
that gentloman m!ght ba expected at any
mowment.

“1 was dreaming of Hugh last night,”
ssld Mrs, Kearuey; “and of my poor
uncle Dan, God rest his soul. 1 hope it
wainot a bad dream. Mr. Butler—that
s Sir Garrett now—ocame in with his
ebony flute under his arm, and, strange to
eay, Hugh clenched his fist and was going
to knock bim down, till my uncle Dan
caught him by the arm, Then my uucle
Dan got kis vlolin, and he and Mr, Batler
played the *Coulin’ together, I never
hesrd such beavenly mustc,” eald M:s,
Kearney, holdlag her hands together,
snd turning up her eyes to the
cloudless sky, “I'ma sure §t can’t be a bad
dream. Grace ran in aud flang her arms
sbout Hugh, and he looked eo surprised !
'nen o whole lot of ladies and geatlemen
took hands and began to dance, You
were dressed in white and Lilie In blue,
and yo were the beantifullest of them ali,
But that Barney,” sdded Mrs, Konrney,
indlgrantly, “wonldn't etop dancing and
prancing in and out among them all, and
Jomplng uron chaire, and standlog on his
head, and kicking his feet about, tiil my
mind was confused, and I couldn’t make
head or teil of 15, But I know it wasn’t
& bad dream, for the music continued
even after that young Hanly roared, and
poor Miss Lloyd was tumbled head over
heels, Then Richard began to kick
Beresford Pender — poor Rlchard was
elways too hasty,” elghed Mrs, Kearney,
patheticaily—* and there was nothing but
uproar and confusfon, But the *Coulin’
could be heard through it all ; and that’s
what makes me think 1t was nota bad
dream, at any rate,”

Mary laughed as che plnned her
mother’s shawl more comfortably abont
her, and said it was she herself who was
playing the “Qoulia ” last night, but che
touched the keys so lightly, sho thought
the sound could not reach her mother’s
room,

“1 think you may as well come In and
have your broth now,” sald she.

“You may a8 well bring it to mo here,
Mary,” her mother replied, ¢ ’Tig such .1
beautiful day, and this is such a nlee
place to rest,”

¢ Ob, very well,” returned Mary, “I'll
go for it.”

She walk quickly back to the bouse, in
better splrits than she had known for a
long tlme, She thanked God that her
mother was 8o much stronger than ever
ehe hoped to see her sgain.

“If sbe knew that we must go, and
could ba reconciled to it, I’d feel quite
happy,” «he thovght, ag ehe pushed agaiost
the ball door, which she had left uniatched
when comlog out, But thedoor was fast.
encd, and she knocked loudly, as the old
housckeeper’s eare were not of the sharp.
est, aud there wes no one elee in the bouse.
T'here was no respouse to her knocking, and
ehe went rourd to the back-door, a little
annoyed, ns rhe expected to enconuter
some of Mr, Pender’s veople, who oceu-
pled one of the out offices. To her sur-
prise the back-door also wae fastened, and
on looking round she started and eecmed
quite bewildered ! Chalrs, tables, bed=
etesds, and houschold furniture of every
kind, were atrewn In heaps about the yard,
The truth at once flashed upon her; ad-
vantage had been taken of her mother’s
going out, to get posseseion of the house,
Thed!scovery almost took away her breath;
bat indignation at eo cowardly a trick gave
ber strength, nnd ehe walked boldly to the
cflize ocecuvied by Pender's bailiffs and ser-
vents,  That, tvo, wes locked, and she
nsked aloud was there anyone within,
There was no reply ; and the sllence and
deeolation of the place filled her with an
oppresalve sense of fear. Dut this was
only for a moment, All her anxlety was
for her mother,

T0 BE CONTINUED,
U

THE PURSUIT OF PLEASURE,

Most men wasta the!r lives in the pur-
sult of a worldly plessare—which, after
ull, ia & mere will o’-the wiep, endiog 1o
dlsappelntment, It is only the few that
find pleasure where only it can be found
—uamely, in a good couscience, as tho re-
sult of equarlng our every action by what
we have good reasoa to regard as the
Divine will

Ooutentment s not en ontward growth,
Its roots spring from the very depths of
the soul, and be {8 pretty eure to be con.
tented who i resolved to take life as it {a,
and muke the best of it. The reason why
contentment 1s 80 rare la becanse every
oue aapires after the unattalnable—
whether riches or honors,

Oar people live aliogether too much in
the future, and too little in the present ;
too much in asticipstion, and too little in
the discharge of life’s dutles, We all get
ready to be happy, and are constanily
looklng for its advent, When, perhaps,
we are quite ready, infirmity steps in,
The eafest and eurest rule to inducs con-
teatment 13 to selze upon the little pleas-
ures of life, that lie jusy contiguousto our
dafly pathway, and especislly to discharge
with falthfulness whatever dutles belong
to oar soclal position,

Far too many of us scorn practicable
pleasures that are easily procured, and lie
near and within our grasp ; and complain
because we canuot have such as are re.
mote, ditlicalt of attainment, or Inacces-
stble.  We complain of the refo and the
storm, but neglect to rejoice at the sun.
¢hine and fair weather, ~ We grieve at the
¢oldnesn of afriend, and fall to veiue fally
the fidelity of the large number that are
true  We mourn passionately for the
dead, while we neglect the living with all
tholr clalms upon us. t the present day
thers 1s oo auuch dlseentent fa every
grads of soclety, because we all neglect
the very means that would lasure as much
contentment a3 thls werld can bestow.
—Pittsburg Catholic.

e e we
RELIGION NECESSARY,

Religion is & necessary and indigpen=
sable elewent in any great human char.
acter. There 1s no living without it,

eligion is the tie that r..'mnncks man

reator and him to His throne,
hat tie be all sundered, all broken,
licats away, a worthless atom in the
universe, its proper atiractions all gone,
its destiny thwarted, and its whois
future nothing but darkness, desalation
auad death,

—————
Mining News.

Mining experts note that cholera never
attracks the powels of the earth, but
humanity in general find it necessary to
use Dr, Fowler's Ixtract of Wild Straw-
Lerry for bowel compiaints, dyseutery
diarrhwea, ete, Itis a sare cure, o

_O. Bortle, of Manchester, Ontario Co,,
N. Y., writes: ‘I obtained immediate re.
lief trom the use of Dr. Thomas' Lele tric
Oil, I have had asthma for eleven years,
Have been obliged to sit up all night for
ten or twelve nights in succession, °1 can
now tlesp soundly all night on a feather
bed, which I had not been able to do pre-
viously to using the Oi).”

What is a Day's Lahor ?

One day’s work for a healtby liver is to
secrete three and a half pounds of bile, If
the bile secretion be defizient, 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, D. Morrison, Farnham Centre, P,
Q, writing about Dr, Thomas’ l-l."lm:tric
Oil, says : Goeorge Bell used it on his gon,
and it cured him of rhenmatism with only
a few applications, The balance of the
bottle was used by an old gentleman for

Asthma, with the best results. It acts
like a charm,”

Is there anything more annoying than
having your corn stepped upon? Is there
anything more delightful than getting rid
of it?  Holloway’s Corn Cure will do it.
Try it and be convinced.

VICTORIA CARBOLIC SALVE i8 g wonderfal

]ma]iug compound for cats, wounds,
grmses, burns, scalds, boils, piles, pimples,
C.

Worms cause feverishness, moaning and
ro:;tlesunew during sleep. Mother Graves’
Worm Extermiuator is pleasant, sure, and
effectual. It your druggist has none in
stock, get him to procure it for you,
Mmurd's Liniment cures Distemper, "

Danger, perhaps Death, lurks in g
neglected cold in the head, Why run any
risk when Nasal Balm will inatantly relieve
and thoroughly cure you.

Nr:vr-'.u ALLOW the bowels to remain con.
atipated lest serious evii ensue. National

Pills are unsurpass
ills a surpassed as a remedy for con-
stipation, Y v

MILBURN’S AROMATIC QUININE WIN i
QUININE WINE fortifie
the systera against attacks of ague, uhil]lss
bilious fever, dumb ague and like troubles,

Minard's Liniment Lumberman’s friendg

e
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Coat of Frieze,

—

n eompliance with reguests of g
ADX'0us L0 memorize, ana perhaps s
the winter fire-nide, a fow Irisn ba lu
comimence this week wilh the * (X
Frieze.” It was written avout unlrty
880 1u Toronto, where the author Wi
day astonished as well ag dellgnie
Lhe presence of s relutive who hac
arrived from the oid land, bhenring wit,
Ior present u brand new coal of (rie 0,

Air=Iollow Me Down to Carlow,

)
Wale ) Wy corl of] |
Loug, g I wighien Lo wens the :

More welcome by fur than g kulden pri
I8 my fricze of Tipperary.

O'er the hillows' foam, where sea mo
roam,
A loviug friend hath borne thee.
In Glowncoloo brave mea and true
From snow-white lawins bave snorn
Ould Nenagh town hath nupp'd thy do
And kindred hanas did werve tuee ;
Now thro’ my shanty up and down
In pride I marchu beneath thee,

CHORUS,

My Coanadian friends, when the A
ends,
May purchase fars from Hudson's Bi
And scotehmoen bold, 1o the biung cols
Draw close thelr plalds of blue and g
'Mid the Lowling blast, when Lhe snoy

fast,
How chlll their looks and dreary,
While enug and werm I brave the stor
In triczes of Tipperary.

CHORUS,

When my frieze I don, oh what the
come on
Of home and smiling faces rare,

Of stalwart men, o'er moor und glen,
To & pathern crowding or to & tair,
Or when the thousands met at Grange'

Toaverge tle wrongs of Krie ;
And millions cheer’a when Dan appen
Infrieze al Tipperary.
CHORUS.
MeGec! won't part with wha' loves his
For ail the damen of the Naxon lnnd
Bot I fur more prize my Irish frieze
In th's cowid bleak iey foreign lund
Without siorm or strite it cheers my 1
While whisperiog (o me tales of old
It may seera sorange but I'll never cus
My frieze of Tipperary.

CHORUS,

*Grange, famous for & monster mi
held by Danlel O'Connell in 1843, at wn
boasted of wearicg on his person no
but those of Irish manufaciore, and &)
& huge frieze coat with a profusion of
buttons.

1An allusion to T, DArey McGee's b
1 Would NoiGive My Irish Wite for
Dames of Saxou land.” W
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THE LAST STRIKE AT OP.

BY CHARLES HOWARD SHINN,

Ophlr wes the most proeperous m
comp on the western elope of the 8
and Wash Bopner was the most
ous miner it contalved. Hls claln
“Blue Juniata,” was paylug enorme
and Weeh had become very popules
he gave away hiz money es fast es ho
it. Wash was a tall good hum
Mlsaourlan, lean, light-hatred and sl
No one gave him credit for much e
or ambition, and the rccldent by whi
had etumbled upon his claim whe
camp wes first ceitled wes told fa:
wide as a case of “fool luck.”

It happened this way: Thecam
gan a3 a placer camp, and all the “cla
along the etream or ou the flat were |
up, when Wash, a tall green hoin
new-comer, drifted in without a doll
his nsme, aund etcod watchipg the |
company of runaways from ships I
Francisco By, as they tock out
* gunce to the man” from the best s
fugs in the camp.

“ What are you lookin’ at, young fe
said the captaln of the company, %
don’t vou stake out a clalm "

“ All token,” sald Wash, slowly,

“Go up on the top of the hill by
oake,’ s2td the men winking at his
rades, % More there than here,”

Wash borrowed a plek and went t
place indfcated, end in en bour deve
the most famous wlue ia the distric
was a curlous pocket-mine {a a

roken formation ; aud though ever
rusihed to the place and staked ou
whole hillelde, no othor cleim ever j
tenth part ae much s the * Blue Jun

In the course of time, as the reglo
came seltled and men and familles
in, Wash fell {n Jove with the 1
daughter of a farmer in the Sacran
Valiey. He reviewead the past, a hu
thousand dollars bhad come out ¢
mine, and he had nothing left to sho
it, 1le resolved that if the gixl v
have him he wonld never waste an
cent., He went to the claim, work
day, struck e “pocket,” and tool
more than a thouneand dcllars, the ls
yleld of a eingle dey in the history
mine, Then he quit work and we
the town, “spiuced himeelf up,”
down Into the vsiley, called on the
proposed and was sccepied.

“ Jennle,” sald Waeh, ‘you've g
take me, ef you want me, jest as
badn’t any mlne, an’ wasn’t wo
plcayun.”

“ [ do,’caid Jennie ; ‘it’a you I cal
Wash.”

A month later they were marrled
began housekeeping In a little hou
white pine, ballt near the mine.
Wash began the regular developme
bis claim.

For s!x months he kept up co
though not a dollar had come fron
il that time, They lived on wha
left of the thousand dollars after the
ding expenses were taken out, The
doy, Wash sald : ‘“Jennle, the boys
the old mine is played out; but I
1'll never give it up while I live, U
o bigger pocket in that mountain-sid
any man ever strack ia California ”

He climbed the hill acd began wo
» tunnel which should etrike the b
gold besring ledges at & lower poln!
he had yet resched.

Months more paesed over tho he
the mioer eand hls wife, Oae afte
other thelr frlends deserted them ;
credlt gave onr, and they lived on
fish and berrfes, 8o that the little r
they bad could be spent for blasting
der. Every morning at day-break
gaunt aud «ileat, went to his work ;
night at dexk he etumbled home

abin,

ca.“ Jeonie, I know there la gold

We will ficd it soon, I never |
worked & month in the old mlae w!
taklug oul gomething, This dess
has lasted more than a year, It can
slways. I will find the lead sgair
then we will let the rest go and

farm in theﬁv;ll?'y where we can |
bout this fight.

i She belleved every word ; for she
loving, loyal woman, and she kne:
this great, awkward Misourian |
man among thoueands. The very
in town hooted after him and oalle




