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me ; if it bad been only a sheep or a pig, it would his wife. Now, Terrence, I said, I shall trust 
have been a comfort just for companionship. There to jour honor. By ten o’clock tomorrow 
was a streak ol light in the sky, and just across it morning you must be at Dublin Castle gale; 
I remember, there was a line of wild geese flying, if you fail me, I’m ruined by my kindness to
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country hunting for stills and sheebeens, "search- 
ing auld wives* barrels," trying to speer out some
thing that might be a feather in my cap, and bring 
me speedy promotion. But never a drop of po 
theen or the whiff of a still I could come across, 
theough they were swarming about me the whiles. 
But one day, As 1 sat on the top of a bit of hillock 
looking over the wild country, an 1 thinking of the 
brace o' Kirkokyiie, I spied a man-coming along a 
wee bit track over the moor, and be was as fou as 

ithe laid o’ Craigdarreek.
|He was a stranger to the parts, too, and didn’t

was tired of hugging my old woman. What 
I’d do after that 1 didn't know. But as luck 
would have it, the moment the coach stopped, 
Chandler leaped down.

I'll get a drop of something hot, be cried, 
to stop the shivering. Look after the prisoner, 
McAlister

Mother ain’t you thankful to me. I saved 
your life? I said to the old womae, unclasp- 
ing my embrace She gath me a look 
and a curse, and stepped off the coach. And 
then a bright thought came into my brain.
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their long necks stretched out and their wings you. . ,
beating .slow time in the air, and I could just bear ; J" be there yer banner, said Terrence, de- 
the whang of theth; and the sea-birds screamed I didn’t feel comfortable wkher. but 1 
and whistled over dy head, though it was too wouldn’t go Bat from my word .so I made 
dusky to see them. Eh, mon, my heart was like my way across the heath Terence showed

me my route till we came in sight of the Dub
lin road, a white streak io the darkness, and

to sink into my feet with the loneliness, and deso1 
lation and the danger 1 judged I was in.

If it wasn’t lor being laughed at, I'd have 
gone back. Well, I dropped down into the hol
low, and walked up to the cabin. The door was

Five,. . ■ Interest ALLOWED
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know the face of me, and he came rolling and 
slidder along to where I was sitting.

God saxe you, friend ! said I.
The s saint puftect you ! said my friend.
It’s the decent drop o' liquor you get up be-

Be me soul, it is.
And it's a daccut gossoon that sells it, 1 went on.
Indeed, be is.
Will there be a drop left in the jug up beyant ? 
There's lashings of it.
M 49 be ye’d like a drop more of that same ?
Indeed, I would.
Then I'll be (or treating you, friend ; and I

Aller I'd waited some time, the coach came youll be warmer and more comfortable io 
open; and the thought came to mo for the mo- I up ; the front seats were full; and I look my thi- corner, and you’ll get a bit of sleep, per- 
ment that they’d all gone off; and pleased Id been | place b hind, where there was nobody but an " 
for that. But no; there was a bit of fire in the: old woman, who was fast asleep, propped up 

by some boxes. I seated myself b side the

JAMES BRADLEY.
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The mar came over and ant down in the
cornet the old woman bad vacated.

Whats your name?
A drew McCarthy.

corner, and in the darkness I could just see some 
people crouching down, and the old grandmother 
silting in her chair by the peat fire.

God saye all here ! I said as I walked in.
Save ye kindly ! replied a gruff voice from the 
corner.-
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old woman and went to sleep too. The Coach 
stopped at Montmel ick to change, and that 
roused me, and then I heafd my own name 
called.

How much have they to give you ? 1 asked 
of him

Six months.
Now, my Ld, I said, (quickly, would you 

rather take two months imprisonment as a 
Crown debtor, living on the best of everything, 
or about six months on prisoner fare?

Why. I'd lake the two, av course.
Then you’ve only got to change your’ 

name from Andrew to Terence. Will you do 
il ?

That I will, your lianner, said the man, 
with a grin. I think be divined my purpose.

ili! hil hi! Hallo ! Lal’o ! Stop 1 stop! 
I b gin li Honing and shouting with’ all my 
might, and all the passing rs and the coach- 
man, and Chandler among the lot, came tümb-

JAS. S. CARNEGY, 
AGENT, St. Andrews. McAlister ! Saunders McAlister ! are you

there? ♦
And with that I sat down on the did kish that Sure enough, I am, 1 said jumping up and 

rubbing my eyes; who wants me?
A man clambered up to the roof of the 

coach with a dark lantern in his hand which 
he flashed full upon me and the old woman— 
still asleep.

You’ve got your prisoner all right then, 
said the man

What do you know about prisoners? said 
I, sulkily, Ard what do you mean by routing 
a fellow about just as he’s comfortably act 
tied?

0.' says lie loftily, no hairs with me I'm

Toetry.
PHERIVER TIME.

had been filled with turf, and pulled out my pipe 
and began to smoke. I could dsitinguish objects 

linked my arm with his, and away we Went over now in the gloo.n. There was just a heap of child 
hill and dale, while we came to a Idne but in a bit ren in the corner, with an old rag covering them, 
hag or dingle, where there was a reek of peat sleeping just as sweetly, too, as if they Lad been
smoke and a bit of humming [noise that was the wrapped in down ; and there was the mother of
poor fellows inside singing. Well, my friend gave theiti with the babe at her breast, and Terence ly- 
a sort of countersign that I couldn’t see the trick ing doubled dp with lis head in bis bosom ; but 
of, and he and I both walked in and sat down on never another soul in the Lut.
a heap of turf by the floor, and called for the po- Take a draw of a pipe, mon, I said, and don’t
theen, and I paid for it, and never a one of them be down beared.
was the wiser. I found that out ; it was up among I gave him my bag of tobacco, and be found a your new -upervisur.
the bogs somewhere, and I was hoping they’d let pipe in the corner, and began to smoke. | Now I'd written just a note to our super-
drop something that’d give me a line to where It Ye’ll no have a wee drap o’ whisky in the tiduse? visor, old Blathery, a decent old fellow as 
was, when all of a sudden there dropped in a little j said , ever lived : D ar Bladder —1 m going to take
man, • grocer from the town, and the shine from Devil a dran your banner's left us said the man a prisoner to Dublin to-night, and as I come 

Inly. P’ banners left us, said the man back I'll come and see you, and we'll hate at 
Take a null at mydt then sail I gey willie waught for auld lang synë.
.. a P Ye-, said the man, a tallow-candle looking

And T'erance took it and drank. Somehow I kind of chap, with big tee h that made quite 
fell more comfortable them. 1 was safe as long as a shine • as you may say Yes, I’m your 
was inside the cabin. n-w supervisor, and I'm astotfi-ted th it

1 suppose you know what I've come here for, you should make so free with your superior 
Terence? I said, after a while, officer as to write such a letter to him as

BY OWEN MEREDITIL

Oil, a wonderful stream is the River Time,
And it flows through the realm of tears;

With a faultless rhythm and a Musical rhyme, 
And a broadening sweep and a surge sublime, 

As it blends with the ocean of years.

Ho# (Ite winters are drifting like flakes of snow, 
And the summers like bads between f

And the ears and the sheaves how they come 
and go,

On the River's breast with its ebb and flow, 
As they glide in the shadow and sheen.

There’s a magic isle up the River Time, 
Where the softest of sirs are playing;

‘I here’s a cloudless sky and a tropical clime, 
And a voice as sweet as a vespe r chime, 

And the Junes with the roses are staying.

And the name of that isle is the "Long Agd" 
And we bury our treasures there ;

There are brows of beauty and bosoms of snow 
(They are heaps of dust, but we loved them so).

There are trinkets and tresses of hair.

There are fragments of songs that nobody sings, 
And a part of an infant's prayer;

There’s a hart) unswept and a lute without strings 
‘There are broken vows and pieces of rings, 

And the garments she used to wear.

There are hands which are waved when that fairy 
shore

By the mirage is lifted in air,
And sometimes we bear through the turbulent

Sweet voices we've heard in the days gone before, 
When the wind down the River is fair.

Oh, remembered for aye be that blessed isle, 
And the day ol life till night;

And when evening comes with its beautiful smile,
And our eyes are closed to slumber awhile, 

May the greenwood of soul be in sight.

ling out of the inn. #4
Ilea gone ! I cried ; your prisoner’s gone I 
Why the-------didot you stop him?didot you stop him?
How coulil hold the two ot them? I roar

ed.
Andrew, entering into the spirit of the 

scene, began to struggle violently, and I 
threw my arms about him and held him 
down.

Which way did he go? roared Chandler.
Down Montmel ick way !
Away went Chandler, bia long legs fly 

ing out behind him. his skirts fluttering in 
the breeze, till he disappeared in the outer 
darkness. I need harily say that the 
sympathy of the public was with the escaping 
prisoner. 1, : Y

What should we wail .for him for ? said 
the coachman, clambering up into las aval 
and looking over the back of the coach ; we 
can’t stop the coach for him.

Go on! shouted all lire pa-sengers /
My heart began lo beat once more as the 

coach moved slowly on. Nut till we had clear- 
ed ihe lights of Portarlington, not till the 
shouts of th- mob which the news of the

the door as it opened upon me lit up my face, and 
In the surprise of the moment be sing out:

Lads, ye’e got the gauger among ye!KRY FAMILY SHOULD LAV 
io original Weed Sewin 
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test for themselves.

There was a great kish of turf just behind me,
and before I could stir a hand somebody had clap
ped it over me like an extinguisher, and what

- with the dust of the turf, and a wheen few trifles
that was among it, and the reek and the stink, I As though this bad been a preconcerted signal, that I got to night. B it I’m glad to a e 
didn't come lo my senses for a minute or two; and the wife here burst out with loud lamentations ; you've got your prisoner all right. I’m going

JAMES STOOP, 
Agent.

when I popped my head out of the basket, never a 
soul was there but the old grandmother snoring 
away in her old chair by the fire.

But though they saved their still, they couldn't

the old grandmother raised a feeble “wirru, wir- up to Dublin too. 1 ve got a prisoner, and 
ru !" rocking herself backward and forward in her there’s nobody else to take him, so I am going 
chair ; the children in the corner, aroused by the myself. ......
noise, began to wail and cry, and the little babe at ! V iy. • ere 8 atery ? so. "

the breast howled dismally in concert, | And Tomkin " Mid Jones the ufficerr?
enough against them ; against Terence Macarthy, "Whist, whist !" slotted Terence, angrily ; Suspended too ‘
that is, who lived in the cabin. He was just the would yë trie all the heart out of me, and bring Gude save us! said I ; and what’s that 
catspaw of the men that worked the Still ; but hë me to shame before bis banner ? for ?
#* all the ponishthent, more’s tbe pity ! Well, If "0, what will we do, what will we do? O fer- I can’t tell ye di. but I can tell you this 
summoned Terence, and got him fined a hundred ry, Terry will ye lave the children to starve and much; they are constantly taking prisoners 
pounds; and as there was nothing in the world in the babe that hangs lo my breast, O, bone 1 O, to Dublin Ca-tle, and getting paid for their
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get over the selling of the drink ; that was plain

escape had died Away, did 
secure.

Il was gray dawn as we

feel perf etly
bis but but the old turf kish as I’d kicked the bot
tom out of, and his grandmother’s chair that had * 
been thatched with a bit of oat-straw, 1 took out a 
body-warrant, as we call it, and made up my mind 
I'd have lo take my friend to Dublin Castle. I

coach hire and expenses, and all the whilehone !"
"Whist, woman, d’ye hear ? Mayhap his han. they’d be driving them up in carts they’d 

borrow from their friends for nothing; and 
there was "one impident fellow made his

reached Dublin,
and clattered along the streets to its Castle 
gate Ju-t at the gate there stood a solitary 
figuré: dressed in long tattered treize cont an 
battered caub-en ; he had a cudg-i under lis 
arm, and was leaning in a melancholy guise 
again- the weather worn walls. He bright 
eued up when he saw the coach, c erne for Waid 
and recognizing me, offered to assist me in my 
descent. It was Terence Macarthy.

I’m ready fur you, captain, ho said with i. 
bright sin to.

I was i o little embarrassed by my two es; 
lives I had only a warrant for ue, for ler’s 
once, and the governor of the castle would

ner will give us a week or two, while the praties 
came out of the ground, and —”

I shook my head. prisoner walk, aud claimed his fare just the 
same.

And it was for that they suspended them 1
Want it enough—to be d frauding the 

revenue? Im glad to see ye've got your man’ 
safe alongside you, for, by jingo, if r a caught 
you nt those tricks, I'd have been tbe dismission 
of you.

Well, I fell my heart go do vn into my 
boots What on carth was I to do ? Sure

Now, Ireland’s a different country altogether. I can’t do it, Terence ? it’s a Queen’s job you 
from this ; aud alter we’d bad our sessions, and know.

And if the Queen were apoken to, yer ban
ner, sail the woman,—she’s had babes of her 
own—she wouldn’t lake the husband away 
from me, that wasn’t to blame at all, except 
with being too good nature with two black 
villains—

Ilould yer tongue Dridget ! shouted Ter

tbe magistrates had signed the warrant against 
|)oor Terence, we went into tbe public house close 
by—the whole lot of us, magistrates and all—and 
began to drink whisky like fish.

Sandy, me boy, said Mike Hackett—ye remem
ber Mike?—Sandy, isn't it trembling ye are with 
apprehension ? Hle was very particular in his 
conversation was Mike. Li/t it shaking ye arc, 
from the crown of your ocaiput to the very pha
lanxes of your pedals, at the job you've got in 

I hand to incarcerate Terence Macarthy ?
I They say ‘twas he shot the bailiff, shouted one.
I Divil * one than be murtbered the Sheriff’s of- 
ficer, cried another.
|O, he'll take a detachment of dragoons from 
Killoo, cried a third.

Come, I said at last, getting rather cross the way 
they was chaffing me; come. I'll bet a gallon ol 
potheen with any sportsmen in the room that I’ll 
take the boy to Dublin Castle all by myself.

Done with you, cried a dozen voices.
And I was booked for about a hogshead of 

whisky before I knew where I was. But I wouldn't 
go back ; only when the excitement of the drink 
was out of me, Ifelt as it I'd a deal rather have 
left it undone, for they were a wil-! lot were the 
Macarthys, and it was a wild country they lived in.

The weather came on wet, f remember; and it 
was nearly a week before I could get across from 
Shillaloo to Terence Macarthy’s cabin, which was 
in the barony of Tullabardine ; though where the 
barony went to, and who was the baron of it, was 
a matter I never could get to know the bottom of.

It was just the dusk of the evening when I got 
to tbe top of the hill that looked over Terence's
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enough the next tire the oil woman woke 
Id be discovered, and then what would be the 
end of it! Id be di-mis-ed in disgrace, and

rence interrupting her.
There is a way, I * said. If Terrence will not take the cu-toly of two prisoners without 

ruin my prospets for life; an 1 then poor that warrant * and how could 1 get rid of Au- 
Ka Die Stewart, who was waiting for he up in drew ? Or, if if 1 took iv Andrew, how dis- 

,, ... , . , Kirkedy. Waiting till Id get my next rise in pose of 1erence ? Oli, if Andrew would only
0 Ierence, darling, do ye hear that. Du : my salary—O, whatever would I do? Just run away ! • •

ye hear what his banner Bays. Go on to yer catch me ding a work of mercy and charity Rin, man, ria ! I whispered in Andrew’s 
kurea. Terence, and thank his banner, again ! O Lord, I said, breathing n m-ntal

But I saw Terence was not to be shaken ; pray-r, let me off this one. Ill never off-nd
he thrust away from Lius the clinging arms ol any more.
his wife. I The supervisor — Chandler, his name was,

Do you know that it 8 an informer he wants queer enough, seeing he was, for all the world.
as Ive sai 1 before, just like a tallow ca idle— 
clambered up with his prisoner to where !

show me the road lo the still up among the 
bogs, he’ll be pul off his imprisonment, and 
happen get twenty pounds into the bargain.

It was at-- . in Yorkshire, that I first thet with| 
my friend the supervisor, 1 had the pAcastre of 
an evening’s conversation with him an evening and 
a morning, as I may say, for we didn’t go to bed, 
at all that night, and the pots of toddy reached a 
total that caused reason to totter on her throne. 
W. were conversing, among other topics, upon 
Fenianism, and I remarked to my friend the super- 
visor, that I felt a little tender in touching on the 
theme, for that I did’nt exactly know, although 
I was certain he was a. Scotchman, whether he 
mightn't be an Irishman as well. You'll bear in 
mind that we’d reach the stage of our “toddy 
tournament” which might be termed the melee (or 
tbe mellow, in tbe vernacular ;) anyhow we were 
getting mixed in our ideas.

And I am not surprised at tbe same—said Samly 
—for I lived many years in Ireland, when I was 

* just a gauger, and I grew so intimate with the 
Irish that my tongue got a twist that it’s never re- 
covered from to this day. And to tell you the 
truth, it was the pleasantest country to live in of 
all the islands of Great Britain. Why, a man who 
was a Crown officer, and had ready money once 
a quarter, was equal to a Lord, and there was 
something in tbe air that was wholesome to that , 
degree that ye might be drinking whisky all the । 
day, and be never a penny the worse for it at

CHANGE HOTEL, 
King Street.

J.NEILL, Premeta

ear, as lie descended Iroin the coach
World 1 abuse yer banner’s kindness ?—

whispered the man in reply. *‘ 
Go ! get out ! I said, nudging Terence 

with my elbow.
me to be? I’m ready to go, he said getting 
up and coming towards the Come along yer 
banner, afore my heart brakes entirely.

All right, Terrence ; we must walk

Canada Ale.
. ; Canada Biter Ale.

172. J. W. STREET

Sure, yer banner s got me faster than wid 
chains of iruu aid yer hammers treatment of

|was sitting, and took Li place ju-t oppo-ite 
across me, at the very back of the coach, you know. There was a little pullie hour hard by the 

with his fac- to the horses Just the jerk Castle gate, and lo that 1 l-dmy embarra-suig 
of starting the coach woke up the old woman, charge.

to where Ilie Dublin road crosses the tail of
the bog We shall have plenty of time to 
catch the coach.

Is it the coach I'll have to go by ? Wont 
it cost a power of money ?

Seventeen shillings the fare, two shillings 
the coachman, a shilling for refreshments; 
you'll cost tbe country a pound altogether. 
Terrence.

A pound, yer banner ! a whole pound ! a 
golden sovereign to take the likes of me lo 
prison? O yer hanner, said Terrence, his 
face lighting up all af a sudd-n, if ye’d only 
give the pound to the misthress, to keep the 
chiller and babes while I lie in the juil, I’d 
run by the side yer hanner ; ye should never 
take yer eyes aff me. Ah, 1 d bless yer han 
uer all the days of me life, and the chiller 
shocldslearn to pray lor you and the ould mo 
ther that's almost in the grave shall entrent 
the Queen of Heaven for your soul.
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J. W. STREET,

and she, looking about in wonder for a m Jen’, 
threw her arms up and began to cay.

C, sure, l’in past the place entirely ! O, 
sure, I'm left behind ! O, I'll never

Now,look here, Terence and Andrew,| 
said, after we’d each had a cheekful of whisky. 
Her royal Majesty has taken your case into 

find ' her gracions consideration and she’s come to. 
the conclusion that the interest of jisties will 
be sufficiently subserv d if one of je goes 
to prison: Now just choose between yours 
selves.

I 11 go said Terrence.
I will, said Andrew^

my way back ! and she tried to jump off the 
coach

threw my arms around her and held her
down; but the in re I held her the more «Im
struggled, till in the end 1 managed to pinion
her arms, and fairly overpowered, she became

The divil save you ; sail Terence.
Au so they went 09 with their aggravating 

language, that I’m not Iri h nan enough co 
describe to you, and from war # they ern to

quiol at la t.
Mr. Chandler was all of a shake.

i W-what’s the meaning of thatextraordinary 
=cine ? he criedcabin : and a dismal hole it seemed, that same lit-

tie hag or dingle. There Prisoner trying to escape ; I said.
Bless me, that was a very courageous’ re

sistance on your part. 1 II make a note of 
that, said Chandler pulled out a lignote book ; 
but between the jerking of the coach and the 
shaking of his hands he couldnt write a word.
However, it wasn’t long belote we were at ‘fight listed a q Farter of an bour, at the and 
Portarlington, which 1 was thankful torsee. 1 [Concluded on fourth page.]

blows; Terence had his cudg-l with hi 0.- 
Andrew broke the leg off a stool; I crept 
under the table lo be out ol the way. but the 
table was upset among ’em, a heavy oak table, 
the edge of which hit me on the nose nil

was a bit pool of black
boz water at one end of it, and at the other was 
Tim’s cabin—just a heap of turf, with a hole for

night. I was in a wildest part of the country, up 
among the boss of Tipperary. 1 was just a raw 
laddieTlien, upon my probation, as it were, and I

smoke to come out. n
Sandy, my boy, 1 sail to myself, you’ll never

I was young, soft hearted then ; I couldn't 
looked-round withstand the sight of so much distress. I gaye 

creature near, him the sovereign, which be handed over to

tapped my claret, as the saying is Tiecome but of that hole alive. And I 
was gey active, ye may be sure, routing about the to see if there wasn’t some living
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