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Sometime, Romewhere.
BY KOBERT BROWAING,

Unsnmod yei? the prayer your lips haye
In lp(ony of heart thess many years ?
Does faith begin to fall ? 1s hupe departing,
And"nnn’t you sll in vain those falling
are
Say not, tbe Father hath not heard your

prayer;
You suull have your desire somsetime,
somewhere.

Unanswered yet? though when you first
resen
'l‘hl': one petition ot the Father’sa throne,
It uom.o;l you could not wait the time of
askln
8o ur.on‘i was your heart to make it
nown ;
Though ysars have passed since then, do not
] ) 3H
The Lord will answer yeou, someatime, some-
where.
Unanswered yet? mnay, do not say un.
gunud.
Perhaps your part is not yet wholly done.
The m:{: egan when firsl your prayer was
a T
And God will finish what He has begun,

If you will keep the imcense burning lho‘n.
His |l:ry you shall see, sometime, some-
where,

Unlnlmro: yot? Faith cannot be unan-
BwWere:
Her feet were firmly p’'anted en the Rock;
Amid the wildest storms she stands un-
daunted,
Nor qaails before the loudest thunder
shuek.
Bhe knows Omulpotence has heard her

prayer,
And cries ‘It shall be done,” sometime,
somewhere,

KNOCKNAGOW

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

CHAPTER XXXIIL
BILLY HEFFERNAN’S TRIUMPH.

“Oa, is that you, Bllly?” exclalmed
Fatber Hannigan. *‘Oome, sit down here
and play that tane you made yourself,
for Me. Fiaherty. He's not inclined to
belleve that you made it at all,”

“Begor, I don’ know whether I did or
not, eir,” replled Billy, as he sat down.
“'Twas to dhrame 1d 1 did, sie.”

“Come, do ye slt down, and rest for
awhile ; we’re golng to get & tuve from
Billy Heffornan,” sald Father Rannigan,
addressing those who had teken thelr
places for the next dance, and were pa-
tisntly walting for the muslc. ¢‘Bit over
here, Mr, Lowe,” he continued, “and
llsten to this "

Me. Lowe left Mlss Lloyd’s side, snd sat
near Billy H.ffornan.

“Maybe, eir,” #ald Billy Heffernan,
looklog reverentially at the silver-mounted
bagpipe:, “maybe M+, Flaherty wouldn’t
lik» me to play 1”

L “0a, play,” sald tha old man, patronis.
pgly
Billy looked at his flute, and seemad to
hesttate. The rustle of Miss Lloyd’s dress
was plilnly audible, as she left her chalr
and sat on the cornor of & form, intending
to resume operations againet Mr. Lowe as
#00n as poaeible ; and thls stillness added
to the mualcian’s embarrassment.

“Oome, Blily, don’t you see they’re all
waitin’.  Up wid 1d,” sald Mat the
Thrasher.

*‘Give ues a tune yourse’f,” returned
Bllly, «ffaring bim the flate.

"{ thought Mat only understocd tke
big drum,” sald Father Hannigan,

“Fsth, then, he do so, sir; and a right
good player he is,” replied Blily,

“Doa’t mind bim, eir,” returned Mat
Donovan. “I'm on’y a whalten garden
player” By which Mat intended to
convey that his muslc was only suirable
for ths opea alr and the harvest field.

I belleve every oue in Knocknagow 1s
& musiclan,” said Father Haunigan. “Bat
what’s delayiog you, Billy ? I never saw
you so long about it before.”

“Well, you see, slr,” he repllad with
another glanze at the sllver keys and the
erimson-velvet bag, “Mr. Flaherty is such
a five player, I feel someway daunted.”

*“Oh, don’t mind, doa’t mind,” returned
Mre Fiaherty.

Thu; encouraged, Billy Heffernan com.-
menced to play ; and as he went on the
Incredulous ¢Xpreseion in the old blind
musiclan's face gave place to & look of
surprise, which quickly changed agaia into
one of delight ~He caught up his chaxter,
but withous fuflating the velvet bag, and
mentally eccompanied the performer, who
g0ou gave his whole soul to the melody ;
and, as he concluded, Mr, Flaherty ex-
claimed with emphasls, with his face
turncd up towards the ceillag :

“Billy Heffornar—jyou are a musiclan,”

“What did [ tell you?” eald Father
Hauuigan, who was evidently proud of his
judgment. “I aiways sald Billy was a
fieer rate player”

Everyone was delighted at Billy Heffer-
na s triamph—particalarly Nelly Dono-
vau, wno stocd leaning against the door
witn  her arms a kimbo, and could
ecsrc y reslat the impalee to jump into
ths middle of the floor, and call for
“thres cheers for Knocknagow, and the
sk overft”

M: Flaherty adjasted hls pipes, and
F+ nve Hannlgra held up his hand as a
elg o for sllence, And now it was Blily
H ff rnan’s ture to be astonlshed ; for the

bl wuslc'an played the tune in a
m- «r which almost made tho hair of the
com » &0 's hoad stand on end.

F. G.d Almighty’s sake, sir,” Blily
exc 'm d imoloriogly, “didn’t you ever
he Ib foral?

*N [ uever heard 1t before,” replled
M F nerty,

*On " excialmad Bllly, with a deep sigh,
ol b'iav . [ ever med 1d,”

I utay 'H ffernsn’s Frolle’ for Father

M M »oatow ctow,” sald Mr, Flaherty,

A 3y H ffiroan felt that he was

f

M AL' yd frand it Imposelble to keep

qu a7 longer  She loft her seat with
a a4 acually sat down upon Billy
H i s kaee, who occupled the near.

ext rt M- Lowe,

M uwms wili be so delighted,” she
b netog the cenversation which
F Hsuaiyn had {oterrapted, “when
A | tas: M-s, Lowe remembers her.”
8 { eed aarolessly at Billy Heffernan,
W hick in hls chalr; and Miss

“You're an lnconvanience to me mis,”
Billy Heffernan.

“What !"” exclaimed Mis Lloyd, turn-
ing round, aud starivg at the speaker.

“You're an inconvanience to me,” he
repeated quletly,

Mce. Lowe, in epite of all he could do,
Wes obliged to laugh,

“Ob, really!” she exclalmed, jumping
up, snd retreating backwards, with her
eyes fixed on Billy Heffornan, as if he
usd been miraculously metsmorphosed
foto a Loiled goose,

And Billy Heffornan, baving got rid of
tha ‘“inconvanience,” quletly unscrewed
the joints of his flute and put them in his
pocket.

On seelng Father Hann'gan look at his
watch, Mat Donovan started up and
haatlly left the room. He soon returned
with a plate in each hand.

¢“Here, Mr, Hugh,” sald he, presenting
one of the plates to Hu*h Kearney, “lot
ue not forget the muslc,”

“That's right, Mat,” sald Father Hannl.
gan ; “make the collection for the 1aust
cians before we go, ’Tis mear twelve
o’clock.”

Hugh took the plate and went round
to make the collection, Mat keepiog close
to him, and transferring to his own plate
the hsif crowns, aud shillings, and six
pences—we don’t mind including the
fourpenny-bits, they were so fow—as fast
[ thol! were dropped on Hugh’s. Each
person’s contribution was thus plain to be
seen, which would not be the case if the
sllver were allowed to accumulate on the
plate upou which it was dropped.

‘“'Pls & fine collection,” sald Mat,
“We won't mind the barn for another
hour or two; but what about the beg-
gors m

“Don’t mind the collection for the poor
gooplo," aald Nelly, “till by and-by.

ure there’s no wan goln’ away but the
Miss Lloyds, an’ the priest, an’ the two
Me. Kearneys, an’ the strange gentle-
man,”

The collection for the beggars was
accordiogly Int oft to a later hour, and
Mat beckoned to a geateel looking young
man, who was scrviog bhis tlme to the
grocery business, to help him with the
negus.

“Maybe Mz Lowe an’ yourse’f would
like & dbrop uv somethin’ before goin’
out in the cowld,” sald Mat Donovan to
Hugh Kearney, who was standing near
the door with Miss Isabella Lloyd’s shawl
on his arm.

“Will you have something?” Hugh
asked,

Oh, no, no,” Mr. Lowe replied. *“I’d
rather not,”

“‘Let us be all together as far as the
cross,” sald Father Hannigan, “Come,
Mz, Fiaherty,”

When they were gone, it was agreed
upon all hands that one of the fiddlers
should be brought in from the barn, and
the dance kept up in the parlour. Jags
of punch were “shared” round at inter-
vals, and, on the whole, Ned Brophy’s
wedding gave general satlsfaction. It was
somewhat remarkable, however, that the
two princlpal dramatis persone were almost
entirely lost sight of.

“Where ls Ned I"” Mat asked, looking
around ln every direction for the beide.
groom,

“Smokin’ at the kitchen fire wud Phil
Morrls,” replied bis slster, “An’ there’s
herse’f in the corner beyand, an’ not a
stir in her.”

“Brling a glaes of this to her,” sald Mat.
“Wishs, faith I won’t,” returned Nelly,
who was under the Impreeslon that the
bride slighted her as a poor relation.
“His mother touid me to bave an eye
about me, and lend a band to keep things
to rights; but the new misthress, I'm
thinkin’, thinke I'm makin’ myse’f too
busy. Ifshe knew but the half uv id !”
added Nelly, with a toss of her head.

The white muelin jacket Mltted by
while Nelly was speaking, and Mat gszed
after it; and, catching the eye of its owner,
he beckoned to her.

¢ Come over here,” sald he, “an’ bring
a glass of wine to Mre, Ned, sn’ talk to
her ; and if anything will put her In
bumour that will,”

Four young men rushed after the white
jacket with a view of getting possession
of 1t for the next dance.

“Here, be off wud ye !” exclaimed Mat.
“'Tis the laste [ can bave her for & minute
to myse’’. How do you think she can
hould dancin’ always ?”

The “boys” laughed ; and, ecratching
thelr heads in thelr disappointment, went
in search of partners elsawhere,

“I didn’t taste a dbrop uv anything to-
night,” sald Mat ; “an’ here, now, sweeten
this for me,”

She took the glass, and, with her eyes
laughingly ralsed to his, put it to her
lps,

“A llttle sup,” he continued.

She took a slp and handed back the
glass to him,

“Here 1s luck,” sald Mat Donovan.
“Avn’ that we may ba all alive an’ well
thie day twelve.months,” he added, lay-
log the empty glass on the table.

I'here was something in bis tone which
brought that serlous, inqulring look, we
bhave before noted, into Bessy Morrls’s
eyes.

“Is there anything the matter with
Mat 1" she acked in & whieper, turning to
Nelly.

“No; why so?” Nelly replied, looking
surprised.

‘‘He’s not 80 pleasant as he used to be,”
sald Beesay Morrls,

““Why then, as you spoke uv that,” re.
turned Nelly, “I noticed the same thing
myse'f this while back. He'’s gettin’ care.
less about diversion an’ everything. All
he wants s an excuse not to go to the
hurlin’ or a dance, or fun uv any soart.
Thanks be to God ’tlsn’t his health at an:
rate,” she added, turning round to loo
at him, “for I never see him luokin’
betther,”

Bessy Morrls looked at him, too, and
thought that he was not onmly looking
well, but that he was the finest and hon-
estest looking fellow In the world. But
why that scrutinizing, and at the same
time melancholy glance with which she
regarded him? Did she think that she
herself had anything to do with the
change she noticed In him ?

“How do you like Ned’s wife?” Nelly
asked,

“I on’y spoke a few words to her,” re.
plled Beesy. “She seems in bad spirits.”
“I wondher {s id Ned’s story wud her ("
said Nelly,

L ud o help smiling at the
1 t . pror Billy Heffornan was
q P »d by the honour ehe had
o um  S5heeven atole a look at Mr,
L ] hy did not envy Bllly Hef
fe 1

oy 7. M+ Lows, won’t you prom.
fse ome +ud gee us before you leave
th v otry 37

“Well, I think he bad an ould grs for
Nancy Hogon.”

%Oz, L see,” oald Bessy Morrls, thonght.
fally, as she lovked earnestly at the bride,
who was sitting alons nesr the bed-room
door. “After all, Nelly, marnyiog for
money is a queer thing.”

“Bring her the glass uv wine,” sid
Nelly, “an’ they an’ cheer her up. If sny
wan can get good uv her ’ils yource'f,”

The cowpiment was really deserved,
for it could be eaiily seen that Besey
Morris was & universal favourite, The
only exception to this rule, so far as the
present company were concerned, was &
stout young lady, chlefly remarkable for
yellow kid gloves, which she did not take
off daring dioper. Tols young lady re-
garded B:esy with sulky locks becanse a
certain youurg man from the mountain
would keep gadding after the wkite jicket,
though the yellow-gloved hand'aud four
bundred pounds were at hisservice for the
soking. But Bessy Morrls had had ex

erlence enough of the world to epable
Ku to estimate the *“warring sighs” and
amorous glances of the young map from
the mountain at thelr true value, They
simply mesnt that the young man from
the mounutain was sorry—all but heart
broken indeed—that it waen’t she had the
four hundred pounds; and if It wam &s.,
&3., &e.

“Well, we must try what we ean do for
Mrs Ned,” eaid Boesy.

Mrs. Ned took the glaes of wine and
folded her hande about it, but showed no
symptom of any intention to drink it.

“This {s & pleasant night we have,”
sald Bessy, alttiog down next the bride.

Mrs. Ned looked etraight before her,
and made no reply.

“Ab,” thought Bessy, “I foar it is Ned’s
story with her.”

“You'll like this place very much,” she
continued, “when vcu become acquainted
with the people. Toey are very nice and
neighborly.”

Mrs, Ned sald notbing,

“To be sure one caunot help lullnq
lonely after leaving one’s own home,”
said Beasy. “Bat it muet be a great com
fort t,o you to have your famliy so near

ou.’
. “What soart is the cows !” sald Mrs.
Ned, turnlog round snddenly, and look-
ing straight into Beesy Morrie’s face.

“On,” she stammered, quite taken by
surprise, I really don’c know.”

“Because,” rejoloed Mrs Ned, “I never
see such miserable calves as them two that
was in the yard when we wor comin’ in.
Maybe ’'tis late they wor,” she added,
after & shost eilence, and looking anx-
lously at Bessy again,

“Perhaps s0,” Bessy replied, not well
knowing what to say.

“I'd be long sorry to rear the likes uv’
em,” sald Mrs, Ned,

“Won’t you drink the wine?” sald
Bemny.

Mrs, Ned did drink the wine; and
hazarded a hope that the two-year olde
were not the same bzeed as the twoangi
shores she saw in the yard.

“There’s mo fear of her,” sald Bossy
Morrls to herself, a1 she took the empty
glass back to the table. “She won't die
of a broken heart.”

*In fact Mrs. Ned Brophy wasa very
sensible young woman. Matches in.
numerable had been proposed and re-
jected, and “made” and “broke off”” for
one reason or another, in her case; which
gave her very little concern, as she knew
there was wherewithal in the old sauce-
pan to secure her a husband—or rather
“a nice place”—anoner or later. There
were two competitors In the field this
Shrovetide ; aund, in the difference, she
was better pleased that Ned Brophy was
the one “settled with;” though the fact
that the other “had an uncle a priest”
gelned him the favour of her mother. Bat
Ned’s lease carrled the day with old Lary
Claucy. The clrcumstauce which made
the young woman hereelf incline more to
Ned Brophy than to the prlest’s nephew
was that Ned wore a cravat and wae
more respectable-looking than his rival.
Strange to say, however, the rejected
wooer of the old ssucepan actually fell in
love afterwards with a young lady—we
uee the word advisedly—In his uncle’s
parish, who bad been educated in a con-
vent, and married her, Aand though she
did not bring him a elngle soverelgn, her
husband was wont to declare that she was
worth her welght o gold—which he per-
slsted in pronouncing “goold,” in epite of
all sha could say to the contrary.

“Nelly, will you be home wud Phil
Lahy, an’ have an eye to him,” sald Bllly
Heffernan to Nelly Donovan, who was
busy preparing tea—or*‘tha tay,” as Nelly
herself was pleased to call that pleasant
beverage,

“Why s0?” she asked, rather sharply,
“won’t you be wud him yourse'f ?”

“[ muet be goin’,” he replied. *I ought
to ba on the road an hour ago.”

“You'll be kilt,” returned Nelly, in a
softened tone, “wadout gettin’ a wink uv
sleep. Couldn’t you pat id off for wan
day 1”

“Well, as they’'re reg’lar customers, I
wouldn’t like to disappoint them.”

*“Well, you won't go till you're afther
takin’ a sup uv this at any rate,” re.
turned Nelly, *“You that never dhrank
a dbrop uv anything.”

She filled out a cup of tos, and, after
testing it and pronounctng it “hot, strong,
and sweet,” presented it to Billy Heffor-
oan,

“The old woman,” the contlaued, while
Billy was drinking his cup of tes, “wants
me to stop a day or two, and help to put
the place to rights, an’ pack up the
borrowed things, Bat I'il warn Mat not
to lose alght uv Phil till he laves him safe
at home.”

“I won'’t take any more,” said Bllly,
stopplng her hand as she was about filling
his cup again.

“Now, Bllly, don’t be makin’ an omad-
haun uv youree’f,” she replied, pouring
out the tea at the risk of lenl:flng his
hand, with which he attempted to cover
the tea-cup.

“Don’t you be lonesome,” ahe con
tinued, eltting down near him, “thravel-
lin’ be yourse’f this way every night §”

“I don’t mind id,” ie replied, ¢ 'Tis
some way uneasy I do be when I’m comin’
near the town, an’ I think every minute
an hour till I'm out uv id agin.”

“But sure "tis lonesomer in the summer
time," she continued, ‘‘In the tog by your-
se't from moroin’ till night,”

“That's what [ do be longing’ for,”
sald Blily Heffernan. “I’'m King uv

“What {s that 2"

Munster when I'm in the bog, an’ the
pbillibeens whistlia'® about me, - No,

begor,” continued Billy, smeckiog his lips
sfter emptylng bis cup ; “when I'd it on
& bank, uv a fice summer’s evenin’, an’
look about me, I would’nt call the queen
wy aunt,”

“But why would’nt you sell your turf
in Kuthubber, au’ not be gein’ all the ways
to Clo’mel, fa the holghth av winther 1”

“The divil a betther little town in Ire-
land to buy tarf,” replied Billy, “but
there's too many goin’ there.”

“I'm looking for you this hour, Nelly,”
sald & volce that msde her start, *“I'm
after tirlcg them sll down. Come and
bave suother dance.”

“On! Mer, Lory, I thought you wor
gone hlome wud Mr, Ksarney two hours
ngo.

“What & fool I am,” replied Lory.
Iloom.‘ll

“Sure I'm goln’ to get the tay,” re:
plied Nelly,

“Leave that to the old woman,” he ex-
claimed, catching her hand snd pulling
ber off to the barn,

"Como‘ Mc. Lloyd,” sald Lory, “get
pactuoer,”

Bat just then he dlecovered that the
dancing was suspended, and that Mr.
Lloyd, who had & good volce ae well as &
correct ear, was in the act of favouring
the company with asong.  Mr, Lloyd’s
song was the “Soldier’s Tear,” and on
coming to the refralo, “and wiped away a
tear,” at the erd of each verse, Mr. Lloyd
suited the action to the word, by seeming
to pluck out his left eye with his finger
and thumb, and fllog it on the floor,in &
most moving manner.

Mr. Lloyd’s song was so highly appre-
clated that the cheering and clapping were
kept up for several minutes, during which
the vocallst untied his hunting whip, and
in the calmest manuner possible com-
menced attemptiog the feat of snuffiog &
candle at the other end of the table with
the laeh,

“Well, will you dance now 1" sald Lory,
whose knees were begluniog to work in
voluntarily,

*‘Another song, Lory.
me here, Nelly.”

Nelly Donovan ra’ dowan near bim, and
Mr. Lloyd ssng “My Dark-baired Giel,”
casting admirlog giances at her as he went
on, particularly at the llnes:

Thy lip is like the rose, and thy teeth they
are pearl,

And diamonds are the eyes of my dark-
haired girl;

which really applied very well to Nelly

Donoven,

A still louder storm of applause fol:
lowed this effort, and Nelly exclaimed :

“Faith, 'tls no wondber that so many
are dyin’ about you, slr,” as she jumped
up to rejoin her partner.

The bridegroom sat all this time in the
corner by the kitchen fire, listening to old
Phil Morrle’s reminiscences of ‘98, and
quietly smoking his pipe. Bat as the
guests began to leave, and came to bid
him good morning, he would start up
suddenly to shake hands with them ;
and, efter scratching his head with a puz-
zled look, Ned Brophy would seem to re-
member that he was at his own wedding,
and then eit down agein and forget all
about {t, till another “Good mornin’, Ned,
I wish you joy,” woald recall the circum-
stance to bis mind.

At last, old Phil Morris himeelf thought
it time to go home, and striking his stick
sgalnst the heartstone, he eaid :

“Mat, will you see about my ass, snd
tell that little girl uv mine to get ready.
She ought to bave enough uv the dancin’
by this time, at any rate ”’

And to be sure, how Mat Donovan did
start off, and how soon the ass was put to
the cart, and what a quantity of fresh
straw—oaten straw, too, for which he had
to run to the haggard—was packed into
the eald cart, and then shaken up loosely,
and patted and smoothed, till a sultana
might have reclined on it.

Bessy soon appeared in her cloak and
bonnet, looking, {f possible more captivat.
Ing than ever., Half & dcz3n “beys” con.
tended for the honor of handirg her into
the car; one of whom contented himself
with placing a chalr for her to step upon,
which he held firm with sll his might, as
if the slighest shake would eudanger her
life, Mat handed the reins to old Phl,
and led the ass out of the yard, and a little
way along the narrow boreen.

“Why don’t you ever come to see us,
now ' Bessy asked, when he stopped to
say good night,

“I don’t have time,” he replied, “except
uv l,’SundAy. And the days are so short

Sit down near

“Well, they’ll soon be getting long,” sald
she, clasping his band very warmly ; “and
I'm sure grandfather would ltke to Lave &
shanahus with you.”

“Well, I'll shortly take a walk over,”

“Nexi Sunday,” cald Bessy, in a dis.
tractingly coaxing tone.

“Well, the b’ys will be expectin’ me to
hurl o’ Sunday,” replled Mat. “An’
besides, Captain French wants to have a
throw uv a sledge waud me. He's askin’
me ever since he came home to go over to
the castle some week-day ; but I couldn’t
spare time. And they’re so d—n exact,”
he added, ‘‘about breakin’ the Sabbath
that he wouldn’t agree to appoint a Sun-
day. Bat, now, as the regiment is goln’
abroad, he wouldn’t be satlefied wudout
havin’ a throw wad me.,”

“Is the reglment golng abroad 1’ she
ssked, with an interest that took Mat by
surprise,

“They’re not the same sogers,” he re-
plled, “that’s In Kilthubber. They’re
dragoons.”

“Oh! Iknow., Iknow Captain French’s
regiment.”

“An’ who cares where they go 1” old
Phil exclalmed under his teeth, as he
jerked the relns and dealt a blow of hls
stick to the ass—for which that patient
animal had to thank the English army,

Mat Donovan slowly retraced his steps
to the house, feellng as if Bessy Morrle’s
departure had suddenly turned the wed-
ding into a wake, and singlng, almoat
unconaclously :

*'Oh | I'd rather have thai car, sir,

With B— ahem !|—Peggy by my side,

Than a cosch an’ four an’ goold galore,

An'’ a lady tor my bride.”
He turned into the barn, and stood with
folded arms leaning against the wall.

“I didn’t see Mat dance to-night,” sald
Mr. Lloyd to Nelly Donovan, as she sat
down after another jig with Lory Hanley.

“I'll go myse’f and haul him out,” re-
turned Nelly, who was allowed to be the
best dancer among the girls at Knockna.
gow.

“Stir yourse’f, you big lazy fellow,” she

exclaimed, taking hold of his arm and
leading out to the middle of the floor.

Tols movement was hailed with general
satisfaction, and & dczen volces at once
ealled upon the musicians to play “The
Wind that shakes the Barley.”

It was really & sight worth looking at.
The athletic, but at the ssme time li:the
snd graceful form of the Thrasher was set
off to the best advantage by Pbil Laeby's
chef d’euvre, the blue body-coat with the
gitt buttons ; and bis sister was a partner
every way worthy of him.

“What 1s 1d 1" & stranger to the locality
aeked on ficdlng the barn-door blocked up
by & crowd of eager spectators,

“A brother aud sister,” was the reply ;
and it could be Inferred from the tone
and look of the speaker that the relation-
ship between the greater dancer, Mat
Donovan, aud his equally famous partner
added greatly to the interest with which
their performance was regarded, The ex
cltement rose higher aud higher as the
dance went on, and a loud shout followed
every brilllantly executed eotep. After
each stop the dancers changed places, and,
moving slowly for a few eeconds, com-
menced another which threw the preceding
one quite into the shade, and, as & matter
of ccuree, called out & louder “bravo !”
and a wilder “burzoo !” When the entbu-
slaem was at its helght, two men carryin
a large door crushed thelr way throug
the crowd. Two more quickly followed
bearing another largedoor. Aud, without
csusiog any fnterruption, the doors were
slipped under the feet of the dancers,
which now beat an accompaniment to the
mausic, as if & couple of expert drummers
had suddenly joined the orchestra, There
was & bush of sllence as if the spectators
were spell bound, till Mat Danovan joined
hands with his sfeter, and both bowed at
the conclusion of the dsuce. And whilea
Tipperary cheer {s shaking the roof of
Ned Broghy'l barp, we let the curtain drop
on Ned Brophy’s-wedding.

TO BE CONTINUED,

THE FREEMASON'S OATH,

A tria), whioh is soon to take place at
New Haven, Conn., promises to furnish
some revelations about Masonry of in-
terest to the outside world.

Fraok B. Fiske has brought an action
sgainst Klisha M. Trowbridge, in which
be alleges that he, as president of the
New Haven Binding Company, agreed to
print for Trowbridge a pamphlet of forty
pages profusely illustrated with wood-
cuts. When the proof sheets were sent
to Trowbridge he refused to pay the ad.
vance of §166 neceesary to contioue the
work,

The contents of the pamphlet must
come out in the trial, and here is where
Masons are interested, The introduc
tion oonsists of certificates of the com-
piler’s standing as a Mason, and purports
to be a complete description of the cos-
tumes worn, the lodge room and all
accessories, the different degrees, from
the Fatered Apprentice degree to that
of Royal Arch Mason, and all the secrets
and ceremonials of Freemasounry,

The passwords of ancient Freemasonry
are given as follows : “Braz,” “Shibbo.
leth,” ‘Jachin,” “Tubal Cain,” “Mah,”
¢Hab,"” “Bon,” *Meaning Marrowbons,"

l'ae oath of the apprentice is given as
follows : “I, of my own free will and
acoord, in presence of Almighty God and
this worshipful lodge, do hereby and
hereon most solemnly and sincerely
promise and swear that I will always
bail, ever conceal, and never reveal any
part or parts, art or arts, point or points
of the secret arts and mysteries of ancient
Freemssonry, whica I receive, am about
to receive, or may hereatter receive or
be instructed in, to any person or persons
in the world, except it be to a true and
lawful brother Mason, or within the body
of a just and lawfully constructed lodge
of Masons,

“Furthermore I promise and swear that
I will not write, print, stamp, indite, in
dent, engrave on anything movable or
immovable under the canopy of henven
whereby or whereon the least letter,
figure, character, mark, stain, shadow or
resemblance of the same may become
legible or intelligent through my un-
worthiness. Binding myself under no
less a penalty than having my throat cut
from ear to ear, my tongue torn out by
the roots, my body buried in the rough
sands of the sea at low water mark, where
the tide ebbs and flows once in twenty-
four hours.”

The oath of a 'Muter Mason is thus
given : “I do most solemnly promise and
swear, with a fixed and steadfast pur
pose of mind in use, to keep and per.
form the same, binding myeelf under no
less & pensity than to have my body
severed in twain and divided north and
south, my bowels burned to ashes, scat.
tered to the four winds of heaven, that
there might not remain of me the least
trace or track among men nor Masons of
80 vile and perjured a wretch as I ehould
be were I ever to prove guilty of vio-
lating any part of this my solemn oath
and obligation of a Master Mason.”

Several Masons say that the alleged
expose is not in aocordance with the
:_or: of Freenrasoary as at present prac-

ised,

The Boundary Line

Between comfort and discomfort is often
very slight. Have you rheumatism or
neuralgia? or are you a sufferer from
obsoure nervous pains? Why suffer longer ?
You can purchase for 10 oents a bottle of
that king of pain—Polson’s Nerviline—or
you can get a large bottle for 25 cents, It
cures promptly. Itissure, pleasant to take,
and never fails to cure all kinds of pain.
Don’t wait an hour, but send to any drug
store and get a trial bottle, Nerviline, the
sure pain cure,

A Cure For Rheumatism.

I can recommend Hagyard’s Yellow Oil
88 & sure cure for rheumatism, I had it
for some time, and was cored by using part
of one battle, I can also recommend it
for .chilblnius, burns, frost bites, sprains,
bruises, eto. Mas. H. ProupLock,

Glen Almond, Que,
Living In A Fool's Paradise.

Many negleot slight symptoms of disesse,
hoping that nature will restore health,
Trae nature will aid, but she must also be
alded by using Burdook Blood Bitters,
fram 1 to 2 bottles of which 1s sufficient to
oure any ordinary case of impure blood,
constipation, dyspepsia, liver complaint,
kidney complaint, debility, eto.

Minard’s Liniment cures Burns, etc.

THE HOLY EVCHARIST,

CARDINAL GIBBONS' THIRD LENTEN
BRERMON AT BALTIMORE,

The Baltimoie Cathedral was filled
Sundsy when Cardinal Gibbons preached
the third of his series of Lenten sermons,
His theme was ;: ““The Holy Eucbarist,”

He opened his discourse by the deoclar-
ation that there is no dogma of the Cath.
olic church which rests in stronger scrip.
tural authority than the doctrine of the
real presence of Jesus Corist in the
Eucharist, and then, taking his argu-
ments from the Soriptures, went on to
argue the real presence of Christ. He
cited the texts which speak of the prom.
ise of the Eucharist, of its institution,
and of its use among the faithful,

And why, he asked, is the Catholio in.
terpretation of these words rejected?
Bocause, he answered, those not of the
Cburch do not comprehend how God
could perform 80 stupendous a miracle as
to give His body and blood for our spir-
itual nourisbment. They say it is & mys.
tery beyond their comprehension, A
mystery ! A religon that rejects a
revealed tiuth beocause it is incompre-
hensible contains in itself the seeds of
dissolution, and will end in rationalism.
Iy not everything around us a mystery ?
Is not the scripture full of incompre.
hensible mystery? Think of the trinity
—a mpystery not only above, but
apparently contrary to reason! The
Incarnation—that the helpless infant in
Bethlebem was God !

8t. Paul declares that God, whom the
heaven of heavens cannot contain, dwells
within every righteous soul, ‘“Kunow ye
not,” he says, “ithat ye are the temples of
the Holy Ghost and that the Spiris of

GOD DWELLETH WITBIN

ye! Does He not daily make devout
souls the tabernacle of the Holy Ghost 7*
And shall we deny, despite the Lord's
plain declaration, that God, who works
these wonders, is able to change bread
and wine into his body and blood for the
food of our souls ?

One can understand why rationalists,
who admit nothing above their reason,
reject the real presence, but that Bible
Christians should reject it is indeed the
incomprehensible mystery. “This is my
body.” Do those who reject the Catho.
lic interpertation explain this text to
their own satisfaction? Not at all,
Their burden but begins to weigh here.
Why, only a faw years after the eerly
“reformers” had rejected the Cstholic
doctrine of th Kacharist, no fewer than
one hundred meanings were given to the
words, ““This is my body,” etc, It is easy
betimes to ignore the iruth, even to re-
gret the truth, It is far easier todestroy
than to build up.

The Cardinal then continued his argu-
ment in favor of the Oatholic or literal
interpretation of the words, “Pais is my
body,” holding that every circumstance
connected with the delivery of them
obliges us to accept them in their plain
and literal sense, His authorities were
the Holy Scpriptures themselves and the
fathers of the Caurch without exception :
8¢, Peter Ignatius, who was a disciple of
8t, Peter; St. Justin, martyr in the
second century ; Origen in their century,
8t. Oyril in the fourth century, St, John
Chrysostom and St. Augustine in the
fifth century, and so on ail through the
centuries. Additional witnesses to the
Catholic doctrine of the corporal pres-
ence were the Greek Oburch, that “sep-
arated from” the Roman Oatholic Church
a thousand years ago, and the Russian
Church of to-day, and the schismatic
bodies and oriental sects no longer in
communion with the Sae of Rome.”

B e —
WHY DO CATHOLICS CONFKSS
THEIR SIN'S?

Rav, Walter Elliott, the well known
orator, spoke last week on the above
sabject. The speaker emid ¢‘that the
subject was a most important one, simpls
enough to those who practice it, but a
great mystery to those who know nothing
of it. Who eimply kneel at the feet of a
priest, take up the ten commandments
one by one and confe:s our mortal sins.
All about it, however, there is a thought
of eusplclon, I have confessed every
week for years, but I hate to do it, It
Is ersy to kneel at the feet of a priest, but
it s hard work to confess all our sins.
But when it’s over ome feels bsiter—
putified  Confession s a good thing in
that it tands to prevent offences. If aman
commita agrievous sin agalnat God he can
not obtain the divine forgiveness without
slncere repentance. Sorrow must be
practiced in dealing with God. It's very
well for & man to say: ‘O, Gid, I am
sorry I got drunk’; bat it won’t do; be
must be sorry that he was fool enough to -
g0 near the rum shop. Even Martin
Luther commended secret confesslon ; the
German church recommended confession
and abeolutior, and to day in the High
Church there 1s a confession Iald down
In the ritusl. Eminent sscred and
profane writers have unhesitatingly
affirmed that the practice of confession
existed in the Church from the begloning :
It originated with G.d Himself. If a
perton {a 50 sitnated that he cannot go to
confesslon, he fs not bound to do so.
(?Od biads nobody to impoesibilities.
Confesslon does mot make sin essier.
Lok about you and take mote of the
many respeciable men and women of the
Cathollc Church and determine whether
they would cleave to an Institation which
has for & portion of its doctrine & thing
that makes sln easter. All shades and
degroes of men kneel at the priest’s feet ;
there all are equal,

. —— D

“After a varled experlence with many
80 called cathartlc remedles, I am con-
vinced that Ayer's Pllls give the most
satlsfactory results, I rely excluslvely
otn the%e Plll; 'for the cure of liver and
stomach conplalnts.”—John B, Bell, Sr,
Abllene, Texpn. il

Consumption Cured.

An old physician, retired from praotiee
having lms placed in his hands hypnn Eas
India missionary the formula of a slauple
vegetable remedy for the mpe and -
maunent cure of Gonsumption, ronchitis,
Oatarrh. Asthma and all throat and Lung
AfTsotions, also a positive and radical oare
for Nervous Lyebility and all Nervous Com-
plaints, after hnvinﬁ] tested {18 wonderful
curative powers 1n thousands of cases, has
felt it his duty to make it known to his suf-
fering fallows. Actuated by this motive and
& desire to relieve human fuffering, 1 will
gend free of charge, to all who desire it, this
roelp? in German, French or English, with
fall directions for nreparing and using.
::nmti:'y“ﬂ::n by %dd:m;{mg with stamp,
paper W. A, NoYE i
Block, Reohester, N, ¥, dibaabiivaiky




