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Don’t call your hounds for one half

Nor neither sound your horn;
For indeed I’m tired from yseter- 

day’s hunt
I can neither run nor walk well. 

Till I go to Rock-hill amongst my 
friends,

Where I was bred and born>
Tally ho, the fox!
Tally ho. the fox!

Tally ho the fox, a collauneen 
Tally ho the fox!
Over hills and rocks,

And chase him on till morning.*’

CHAPTER HVI. Continued.
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even a profane importance to his 
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Notwithstanding the message which 
Hardress - Cregan sent by Lowry 
Looby, it was more than a week be
fore he visited his parents at their 
Killarney residence. Several days 
were occupied in seeing Eily pleas
antly situated in her wild cottage in

the stream, the hedge, the stile—all 
brought to mind some sweet remem
brance of his boyhood. The childish 
form of Anne Chute still seemed to 
meet him with her bright and care
less smile at every turn in the path, 
or to fly before him over the shorn 
meadow, as of old; while the wild 
and merry peal of infant laughter 
seemed still to ring upon his hear
ing. "Dear little being! " he ex
claimed, as he rode into the cottage 
avenue, "the burning springs of G la
ver, I thought, might sooner have 
been frozen that the current of that 
once warm and kindly heart; but 
like those bruning springs, it is only 
in the season of coldness and neglect 
that fountain can resume its native 
warmth. It is the fervor of univer
sal homage and adulation that 
strikes it cold and pulseless in its 
channels."

The window of the dining parlor a- 
lone was lighted up, and Hardress 
was informed, in answer to his in
quiries, that the ladies, Mrs. Cregan 
and Miss Chute, were gone to a 
grand ball in the neighborhood. Mr. 
Cregan, with two other gentlemen, 
were drinking in the dining room, 
and, as he might gather from the 
tumultuous nature of their conversa
tion, and the occasional shouts of 
ecstatic enjoyment, and bursts of 
laughter which rang through the 
house, already pretty far advanced 
in the bacchanalian ceremonies of the 
night. The voices he recognized be
sides his father's were those of Hep- 
ton Connolly and Mr. Creagh, the 
duellist.

"He cannot be so very ill,” said 
Hardress, looking at the old wo
man, "when his spirits will permit 
him to sing so merrily."

"Oyeh, Heaven help you, agra!" 
replied Nancy. "I believe if he was 
at death’s doore this moment, he’d 
have that song on his tongue still."

"Hush! hush!" said Hardress, 
raising his hand, "he is beginning a- 
gain.”

The ballad was taken up, after a 
heavy fit of coughing, in the same

"I lock’d him up an' I fed him well,
An’ I gave him victuals of all

But I declare to you, sir, when he 
got loose,

He ate a fat goose in the morn
ing.

So now kneel down an’ say your 
prayers,

For you’ll surely die this morn
ing,

•Ah, sir,' says the fox, ‘I never 
pray,

For my father he bred me a 
quaker.' ,

Tally ho the fox!
Tally ho. the —"

wpstwards yesteroay, «u* ~~~ ----- --------—...................-
ht n (Poll’s Phil) was in Beale I the Ga£, and a still greater number 
ten’ for you dose two days with in enjoying with her the pleasures of 

JhThorsc an’ jauntin’ car.” an autumnal sojourn amid these
,,, lad to hear It. Steep over scencs of mystery, enchantment and 

h tn-night, and tell him to be at romancc. To a mind of Elysian rap- 
the door before day-break to-morrow | tures, Killarney forms in itself a 
morning. Tell him I will double h-s 
fare if he uses diligence."

"Why, din, indeed,” said Danny 
‘•I’ll tell him nothing o’ de sort.
'Twould be de same case wid him 
still, for he’s a boy dat if you gave 
him England, Ireland an’ Scotland 
for an estate, he’d ax de Isle o’ Man 
-for a kitchen garden."

"Well, well, do as you please 
about it, Danny, but have him on

congeries of Elysian raptures, but to 
a fond bride and bridegroom!— the 
Heaven, to which, its mountains 
rear their naked heads in awful rev
erence, alone can furnish a superior 
happiness.

After taking an affectionate leave 
of his beautiful wife and assuring 
her that his absence should not be 
extended beyond the following day, 
Hardress Cregan mounted on one ofabout it, Danny, uuu ...... I ° , . .___. c

the spot. That fellow," he contm- phil Naughten’s rough-coated ponies 
ued, speaking to Eily as he conduct- set off for Dinis Cottage It is not 
■ed her out of the cavern, "that fel- situated (as its name m g see o 
low is so impudent sometimes, that import) on the sweet little island 
nothing but the recollection of his | which is so called, but far apart,
fidelity and the honesty of his mo
tive, keeps my hand at rest. He is 
my foster-brother, and you may per
ceive with the exception of one de
formity, a well-looking man.”

"I never observed anything but 
the hunch,” said Eily.

"For which," added Hardress,

near the ruined Church of Aghadoe, 
commanding a distant view of the 
lower lake and the lofty and wooded 
Toonxies.

The sun had gone down before he 
left the wild and rocky glen in which 

situated the cottage of his 
bride. It was, as we have already

with a slight change in his counten- I apprised the reader the first time
ance "he has to thank his master." Hardress had visited the lake since

■You, Mr. Hardress!” Lis return from college and the
■Even 80, Eily. When we were scenery now, to his ma u

both children, that young fellow was well-regulated taste, a no .
my constant companion. Familiarity the effect of novelty, but * waa h re 
produced a feeling ot equality on wisc invested with the hal ® 
which ho presumed so tar as to offer romantic charm o you . tj
a rudeness to a little relative of tion. The etilliiess so charac 
mine, a Miss Chute, who was on a L, majesty, which reigned through^ 
visit at my mother’s. She complaire out the gigantic °. Mch
ed to me, and my vengeance was tain, cliff and valley, thro g 
summary. I met him at the head of be rode; the parting B aam .
the kitchen stairs, and without I shine that brightene ,oft
even the ceremony of a singly ques- I ing mists of the summi ° 
tion or preparatory speech, t seized I peaks by which he was 
him by one collar, and hurled him the solitary apuearante of the many 
with desperate force to the bottom nameless lakes that slap mighty 
of the flight. He was unable to rise pose in the «“«of 
as soon aa 1 expected, and, on ex-I chasm; the echo voice of
amination, it was discovered that an against the stony roa ; home-
injury had been done to the spine, I a goatherd s boy as heath-
which, notwithstanding all the axer- I ward, from the summi and
tions that were employed to repair I ciad mountain, 1 8 tr° , twit-
*t. had its result in his present de- adventurous charge^ ^ J little

• It was shocking,” said Eily, with I water hen, as it flew broken

much simplicity of feeling, "No won- rock on the margin ,or.
der you should be kind to him." I stream — these an < -wakened 

•It I were a mere block,” said gotten sights “'"he connus, 
Hardress, "I could not but be al-1 at the same ,nsta”t oI
fected by the good nature and kind- I neeB ol present and ’■"= llft.
ly feeling which the pcfcr ■fellow paat enjoyments, an<? f !^ndit,on ot 
showed on the occasion, and. Indeed, I cd hts thoughts o * aou]
down to the present moment. It I calm enthusiasm am highest
seemed to be the sole aim and study I which constitutes one o jje
of hie life to satisfy me that he en-1 pleasures of a médita iv •
tertained not even a sentiment of re- did not fail to recall at this mo

Feeling no inclination to join the 
revellers, Hardress ordered candles 
in the drawing-room, and prepared 
to spend a quiet evening by himself. 
He had scarcely, however, taken his 
seat on the straight-backed sofa, 
when his retirement was invaded by 
old Nancy, the kitchen-maid, who. 
came to tell him that poor Dalton, 
the huntsman, war "a’most off,” in 
the little green room, and that when 
he heard Mr. Hardress had arrived, 
he begged of all things to see him 
before he’d go. "Hf never was him
self rightly, a’ra gal,” said old 
Nancy, wiping a tear from the cor
ner of her eye, "since the mas the r 
sold the hounds and took to the 
cock-fighting."

Hardress. started up and followed 
her. "Poor fellow!" he exclaimed as 
he went along. "Poor Dalton! And 
is that breath, that wound so many 
merry blasts upon the mbuntam, s0 
soon to be extinguished? I remem
ber the time when I thought a mon
arch on his throne a less enviable 
being than our stout huntsman, seat- 

| ed on his keen-eyed steed, in his 
scarlet frock and cap, with his 
hounds, like painted courtiers, 
thronging and baying round his 
horse’s hoofs, and his horn hanging 
silent at his waist. Poor fellow ! 
/Every beagle in the pack was his 
familiar acquaintance, and was as 
jealous of his chirp or his whistle 
as my cousin Anne’s admirers might 
be of a smile or secret whisper. How 
often has he carried me before him 
on his saddle-bow,, and taught me 
the true fox-hunting cry! How often 
at evening has he held me between 
his knees, and excited my young am
bition with the tales of hunts hard 
run, and neck-or-nothiug leaps; of 
double ditches, cleared by an almost 
miraculous dexterity; of drawing, 
yearning, challenging, hunting mute,
hunting change, and hunting coun
ter! And now the poor fellow must 
wind his last recheat, and carry his 
own old bones to earth at length! 
Never again to awaken the echoes of 
the mountain lakcs-ncver again be
neath the shadow of those immemo
rial woods that clothe their lofty 
shores—

gret for' what had happened, and 
his attachment ever since has been 
the attachmentof a zealot. I 
he cannot but feel that 
pecte in life 
and lonely 

- he is

ZntZ memory of hie childish at
tachment, and coula not avoid a 

■ feeling of regret at the unpleasmg 
- Change that education had Pr<*)u“° 

in the character of his first, though 
i. dearest love.

became still mors qa©P
as he approached the

1*

•Aere ciere viros, Martemque accen- 
dere cantu!’

The fox may come from the ken
nel, and the red-deer slumber on his 
layer, for their mighty enemy is 
now himself at bay.

While these reflections passed 
through the mind of Hardress, old 
Nancy conducted him as far as the 
door of the huntsman’s room, where 
he paused for a moment on hearing 
the voice of one singing inside. It 
was that of the worn-out huntsmen 
himself, who was humming over a 
tew verses of a favorite ballad. The 
lines which caught the ear of Hard- 
re)s were the following —

••Ah, huntsman dear. I'll be your

If you let me go UR morning;

Hardress here opened the door and 
cut short the refrain.

The huntsman turned his face to 
the door as he heard the handle 
turn. It was that of a middle-aged 
man in the very last stage of pul
monary consumption. A red night
cap was pushed back from his wast
ed and sunken temples, and a flush 
like the bloom of a withered pippin 
played in the hollow of his fleshlcss 
cheek.

"Cead Millia fealtha! My heart 
warms to see you. my own Masther 
Hardress," exclaimed the huntsman, 
reaching him a skelton handx from 
beneath the brown quilt. "I can die 
in peace now, at I see you again in 
health. These ten days back they’re 
telling me you’re coming an’ com
ing, until I began to think at last 
that you wouldn't come until I was

“I am sorry to see you In this con
dition, Dalton. How did you get the 
attack?”

•• Out of a could I think I got it 
first, sir. When the masther sold 
the hounds—(Ah, Masther Hardress! 
to think of his parting them dogs, 
an’ giving up that fine manly exer
cise, for a paltryparcel o' cocks an’ 
hens!) but when he sold them and 
took to the cock-fighting my heart 
felt as low and as lonesome as if I 
lost all belonging to me! To please 
the masther, 1 turned my hands to 
the cocks, an' used to go every 
mornin’ to. the hounds’ kennel, where 
the birds were kept, to give 'em food 
and water; but I could never warm 
to the birds. Ah, what is a cock
fight, Masther Hardress, in compar
ison of a wcll-rode hunt among the 
mountains, with your horse flying 
like an organ out before you, an’ the 
ground fleeting like a dream on all 
sides o’ you, an' ah, what’s the use 
of talking!" Here he lay back his 
pillow with a look of sudden pain 
and sorrow that cut Hardress to the 
heart.

After a few moments, he again 
turned a ghastly eye on Hardress, 
and said in a faint voice; "I used 
to go down by the lake in the even
ing to hear the stags belling in the 
woods; an' in the morning I’d be up 
with the first light to blow a call 
on the top o’ the hill, as I used to 
do to comfort the dogs; an’ then I'd 
miss their cry, an’ I'd stop listenin 
to the aychoes o' the horn among 
the mountains, till my heart would 
sink as low as my ould boots. An’ 
bad boots they wor, too; signs on, I 
got wet in 'em; an’ themselves an 
the could morning air, an' the want 
o’ the horse exercise, I believe, an' 
everything, brought on this fit. I8 
the misthress at home, sir?” he add
ed after struggling through a severe 
fit of Oppression.

'No, she is at a ball, with Miss 
Chute.”

'Good luck to them both, wher
ever they are. That’s the way o' the 
world. Some in health, an’ some in 
sickness; some dancing, and more dy

Here he raised himself on hi# el 
bow, and after casting a haggard 
glance around, as i< to be assured 
that what he had to say could not 
be overheard, he leaned forward to
wards Hardress, and whispered: "I 
know one in this house, Masther 
Hardress, that loves you well."

The young gentleman looked a lit-

"Indeed I do,” continued the dy
ing huntsman, "one, too, that de
serves a better fortune than to love 
any one without a return. One that 
was kind to. me in my sickness, and 
that I'd like to see happy before I'd 
leave the world, if it was Heaven's 
will.”

During this conversation, both 
speakers had been frequently render
ed inaudible by occasional bursts of 
laughter and shouts of bacchanalian 
mirth from the dining-room. At this 
moment, and before the young gen
tleman could select any mode of en
quiry into the particulars of the 
singular communication above men
tioned, the door was opened and the 
face of old Nancy appeared, bearing 
on its smoke-dried features a ming- 

« led expression of perplexity and sor 
I row.

"Dalton, a’ra gal!" she exclaimed, 
"don’t blame me for what I’m going 
to say to you, for it is my tongue, 
an’ not my wish nor my heart that 
speaks it. The masther and the gen
tleman sent me into you, an' bid me 
tell you for the sake of old times, to 
give them one fox-huntin’ screech be
fore you go."
~The old huntsman fixed his bril
liant but sickly eyes on the messen
ger, while a flush that might hax o 
been the indication of anger or of 
grief, flickered like a decaying light 
upon,his brow. At length he said: 
"An' did the masther send that mes
sage by you, Nancy?"

"He did, Dalton, indeed, Ayeh, the 
gentleman, must be excused."

"True for you, Nancy," said the 
huntsman after a long pause, then, 
raising his head, with a smile of 
seeming pleasure, he continued:
• Why, then. I’m glad to see the 
masther hasn’t forgot the dogs en
tirely. Go to him, Nancy, an' tell 
him that I'm glad to hear that he 
has so much o' the sport left in him 
still. And that it is kind father for 
him to have a feeling for his hunts
man. an' I thank him. Tell him. 
Nancy, to send me in one good glass 
o’ parliament punch, an' I’ll give 
him such a cry as he never heard in 
a cock-pit any way."

The punch was brought, and, in 
spite of the remonstrances of Hard
ress. drained to the bottom. The 
old huntsman then sat erect, in the 
bed. and letting his head back. In
dulged in one prolonged "hoeiks !” 
that made the phials jingle on the 
table, and frightened the sparrows 
from their roosts beneath the 
thatch. It was echoed by the jolly 
company in the dining-parlor, chor- 
ussed by a howling from all the 
dogs in the yard, and answered by a 
general clamour from the fowl-house. 

“Another! Another! Hoicks!” re
sounded through the house. But the 
poor consumptive was not in a con
dition to gratify the revellers. When 
Hardress looked down upon him 
next, the pillow appeared dark with 
blood and the cheek of the sufferer 
had lost even the unhealthy bloom, 
that had so long masked the miner 
Death in his work of snug destruc
tion. A singular brilliancy fixed 
itself upon his eyo-balls, his lips 
were dragged backward, blue ano 
cold, and with an expression of dull 
and general pain—his teeth — but 
wherefore linger on such a picture?
-it is better let the curtain fall. 
Hardress Cregan felt less indigna

tion at this circumstance that he 
might have done if it had occurred 
at the oresent day; but yet he was 
indignant. He entered the dining- 
parlor to remonstrate with a frame 
that trembled with passion.

• And pray, Hardress,” said Hep- 
ton Connolly, aa he emptied the 
ladle into his glass, and turned on 
him an eye whose steadiness to say 
the least, was equivocal; "pray now. 
Hardress, is poor Dalton really
dead?” ..

"He is, sir. I have already said

"No offence, my hoy. I only salted 
because if he be, it is a sure sign 
(here he sipped hie punch, and wink
ed at Cregan with the confident air 
„1 one who is about to say a right 
good thing), it is a sign that he 
never will die again."

There was a loud laugh at Hard
ress, which confused him as much as 
it he had been discomfited by a far 
superior wit. So true it is. that the 
influence, and not the capacity, of an 
opponent, renders him chiefly form.d- 
able and that, at least, a fair half 
Of the sum of human motive m^» 
placed to the account of vanity.

Hardress could think of nothing 
that was very witty to say tn rre 
I)ly, and as the occasion hardly 
warranted a slap on the face, ins 
pfcud spirit was compelled to re
main passive. Unwilling, however, to 
leave the company while the lauKh 
continued against him, he called for 
a glass and sat down amongst them.

Catholic Federation 
In United States.

A dispatch from Washington was 
printed- in some newspapers last . 
week, says the New York "Freeman’s 
Journal,” stating that at a meeting 
of the Archbishops, held in that city, 
the American Federation of Catholic 
Societies was considered and that 
the wording of the pronunciamento 
which "will be forwarded to the 
Archbishops for their personal guid
ance is conservative and diplomatic, 
but nevertheless strongly suggests 
the undesirability of such an organ
ization."

“The phraseology of the dispatch," 
said Bishop McFaul of Trenton, 
when shown the dispatch, "casts sus
picion upon it. It was evidently 
composed by some one who was 
ignorant of the facts and anxious to 
send out a sensational news item.

"It is probable that the Arch
bishops, at the suggestion of some 
member of the meeting, may have 
discussed Federation. Indeed, as I 
had been informed that such action 
might be taken. I corresponded with 
some of the most eminent members 
of the hierarchy who are friendly to 
the organization and have encourag
ed its formation in their archdio-

"In reply, I received this assurance 
from a venerable, conservative, and 
learned Archbishop: T will most 
earnestly advocate Federation. If it 
is not commended, it should, at 
least, be left alone."

‘This is the policy which I have 
advised from the beginning," con
tinued Bishop McFaul, "as Federa
tion is a laymen’s movement, seek
ing to advance the religious, social, 
and civil interests of Catholics. It 
must, of course, bo organized in an 
archdiocese and a diocese only with 
the consent and approval of the 
Archbishop or Bishop; but it is 
hardly desirable for the hierarchy-, 
as a body, or the Archbishops in 
their annual meeting at Wasnington, 
to give it, at this period of its deve
lopment, public approval. This would 
lend color to the old accusation that 
it is solely a church movement, in
stead of an organization of Ameri
can citizens.

"Notwithstanding the amount of 
literature printed for and against 
Federation, it is strange to find that 
very many, otherwise well informed 
persons, are ignorant of its real ob
jects. It will take time to overcome 
this condition. However, since so 
many members of the hierarchy have 
declared in favor of the organiza
tion, I anticipate a campaign of edu
cation, as the outcome of the next 
national convention to be held at 
Atlantic City. Aug 1 to, 5. The re
sult will no doubt be beneficial to 
federation.

■ One great object of the Federa
tion is the formation of Catholic 
public opinion on the important top
ics of the day; sqcn as Socialism. 
Christian Education, Marriage and 
Divorce. Experience teaches that 
our fellow-citizens are inclined bo- 
times to look upon us with suspi
cion because they do not understamd 
our position on many questions. Ttis 
misunderstanding is generally due to 
the (act that we have either not in
telligently explained it, or not sent 
the information through such chan
nels as reach the non-Catholic.

It is easy to perceive the great in
fluence for good that might be exert
ed, if the several Catholic national
ities in this country were united. For 
example, if Catholics thus united, 
joined with their fellow-citizens in a 
crusade against intemperance and di
vorce, such strength of public opin
ion would be concentrated in towns, 
cities, States and nation, that these 
evils must gradually disappear be- 
fore it."

Lake SL John District

(To be continued.)

All that in done by one who is at- 
Cached to the things of this earth i, 
imperfect, for he who does a thing 
,o ruinous I» ruined himself. — St.

I

We are in receipt of the annual re- 
ort sent to us by the Lake St. 

,vohn Colonization Society, which is 
exceedingly well gotten up. The cov
er is in five different colors, and is- 
moat artistic, representing a girl ot 
the spinning wheel. The interior is 
profusely illustrated with agricultur
al scenes of that great fertile region 
of Lake St. John, which render this 
report one of the most interesting: r 
its kind. The text is full of ve’"— 
infomialtion particularly inter 
those who keep in track with 
movement which is ynaking our r 
try greater and more pro 
every day.

Utogether this report ia -
. to that Society, which ’---- v
ergeticolly for -----------


