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The. signal was given—and the six 
horsemen started in good order and 
-with more zeal and eagerness in 
their faces than was to be found in 
the limbs of the animals which they 
bestode. For a few moments thê 
strife seemed doubtful, and Victory 
hovered, with an indecisive wing, 
now over one helmet, and now over 
another. The crowd of spectators, 
huddling together in a heap, with 
faces that glowed and eyes 
sparkled with intense interest 
couraged the riders with shouts and 
■exclamations of hoarse and vehement 
applause. "Success, success, Jerry! 

-"I depend my life upon John O'Reil- 
"Give her a loose, Lowry!" and 

other expressions of a similar na^

But ere they again came round the 
winning-post, the position of the 

-horses was altered. O’Reilly rode in 
front, lashing his horse in the flank 
with as much force as if he were 
pounding on his own anvil. Dooley, 
the tailor, came close behind, drub
bing his black mare's lean ribs with 
the calves of his legs, as if designing 
to beat the poor beast out of the 
lyt reman ant of her wind. The 
others followed, lashing their horses 
and one another, each abusing his 
neighbor in the grossest terms, all 
except Lowry Looby, who prudently 
kept out of harm's way, keeping a 
loose rein in his hand, and giving 
the hair-cutter's mare the advantage 
of what jockeys term a sob—a re
life, indeed of which the poor crea
ture stood in the utmost need. He 
was thus prepared to profit by the 
accident which followed. The black
smith’s gray horse started at a heap 
of sea-weed, and suffered the tailor’s 
:mare to come down like a thunder
bolt upon his haunches. Both steeds 
on their heels, falling foul of them 
fell, and the process-server, who rode 
as they lay kicking in the sand, was 
compelled to share in their prostra
tion. This accident produced among 
the fallen heroes a series of kicks 
and bruises, in which the horses 
were not idle. O’Reilly, clenching 

ihie hand, hit the nailor a straight
forward blow between the eyes, 
which so effectually interfered with 
the. exercises of these organs, that 

t-he returned the favor with a power
ful thrust in the abdomen of his own 
prostrate steed. For this good of- 
flçe he was rewarded bÿ the indig
nant quadruped with a kick over the 

fright ear, which made it necessary 
*to inflict a second, and the quarrel 
^remained between the process-server 
and the blacksmith, who pommelled 
one another as if they were pound
ing flax, andvwith as much satisfac
tion as if they had never got drunk 
together in their lives. They were 
At length separated and borne from 
the ground, all covered with blood 
and sand, while their horses, with 
much difficulty, were set upright on 
their legs, and led off to the neigh- 
borigh slope.

In the meantime, our party observ- 
*ed Lowry Looby returning from the 
winning-post, under the protection of 
Mr. Cregan, with the saddle torn to 
hitters between hie hands, and bis 
Person exhibiting tokens of severe 
til-usage. He had contrived to out
strip the mountaineers, and had ob
tained the prize; but the adverse 
factions, irritated at beholding their 
laurels flourishing on a stranger’s 
brow, had collected around and drag
ged him from his 
that it was a unfa* 
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tion, succeeded 
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man in the 
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-easily 
meetii 

Tired ,

leisure over his disappointment, 
Kyrie Daly now left the course, not
withstanding the invitation of Anne 
Chute that he would return and dine 
at the Castle. His intention was to 
spend the night at the cottage on 
one of his father’s dairy farms, 
which lay at the distance of a few 
miles lower on the riverside, and 
whefe one neat room was always 
kept in order for his use, whenever 
he joined Hardress Cregan in a 
shooting excursion towards the 
mouth of the stream. Hardress had 
promised to visit him at this cot
tage a few weeks before, and as he 
knew that his young friend must 
have come to an anchor in baiting 
for the tide, he judged it not unlike
ly that he might see him this very 
night. He had now an additional 
reason for desiring to hold conversa
tion with Hardress, in order that he 
might receive the consolations of his 
friendship under his own disappoint
ment, and, if possible, obtain some 
knowledge of the true condition of 
his mistress's affections.

Lowry Looby, once more reduced i 
to his legs, followed him at a dis
tance somewhat more considerable 

that than that recommended by Dean 
Swift as proper to be observed by 
gentlemen’s gentlemen. He lingered 
only to restore the mare to Foxy 
Dunat, presenting him at the same 
time with the mutilated saddle, and 
obstinately declining the hair-cutter’s 
proposal of " trailing him to the 
best that the Cat an’ Bagpipes could 
afford." After which conversation 
the two friends threw their arms 
about each other's neck, kissed, as 
in France, and separated.

The night had fallen before Kyrlo 
alighted at the cottage door. Mrs. 
Frawley, the dairy woman, had been 
provident enough to light a fire in 
the little yellow room, and to place 
beside it the arm-chair and small 
painted table, with the volume of 
Blackstone which her young master 
was accustomed to look into in the 
evening. The night, she observed, 

was smart enough to make an air 
o’ the fire fire no unpleasant thing; 
and even if it were not cold, a fire 
was company when one would be 
alone in that way." y With equal 
foresight, she had prepared the ma
terials for a tolerable dinner, such 

hnngry man might not con
tempt without tzial. Whether it 
were the mere effort of custom, or 
an indication of actual and unrom
antic appetite, the eye of our de
sponding lover was not displeased, 
on entering the little parlor, to see 
the table decorated with a snow- 
white damask cloth, a cpoler of the 
sweetest butter, a small cold ham, 
and an empty space which he knu-v 
to be destined for a roast duck or 
chickens. There is no time at width 
the heart is more disposed to estim
ate in a proper light the comforts of 
home and a quiet fireside, than when 
it has experienced some severe re
jection in society; and it was with 
the feeling of one who after much 
and harrassing annoyance,, encount
ers a sudden refuge that our droop
ing traveller flung himself into the 
chair, and exclaimed in the words of 
Oriana:—

"Though but a shadow, but a slid
ing,

Let me know some little joy.
We that suffer long annoy,
Are contented with a thought, 
Through an idle fancy wrought,
Oh, let my joys have some abiding."

While Mrs. Frawley superintended 
the dressing of the fowl In Lfca kit
chen much wondering at the forlorn 
and absent air with which- hor offi
cious attentions were received by the 
young collegian, that meditative 
gentleman was ’ endeavoring to con
centrate his attention ,on the pages 
of the learned work that lay More 
him. His eyes wondered over the 
concise and lucid detail of the reci
procal rights of baron and feme ; 
but what purpose could this answer, 
except to remind him that he could 

er claim the lovely Anne Chute 
his feme, nor would the lively 

iute consent to acknowledge 
her baron. He closed the 

laying ,it on the little 
resumed his mood of 

the fire, 
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the heart—those memories, hopes, 
fears and wishes, with which they 
were most intimately associated, 
passed in long and still procession 
before his mind. It wns a dreary 
and funeral train to witness,, but yet 
the lover found a luxurious indul
gence in its contemplation. He re
mained gazing on the fire, with his 
hands supporting his temple, until 
every crackling turf and faggot be
came blended in his thoughts with 
the figures which his memory called 
up from the past, or his fancy cre
ated for the future.

While he leaned thus silent in his 
chair, he overheard in the adjoining 
kitchen, a conversation, which for 
the moment diverted his attention 
from the condition of his own for
tunes.

'Where to are you running in such 
a hurry, Mary?" said Mrs. Frawley, 
"one would think it was for the seed 
o’ the fire you come. Sit down a- 
gain."

"Oil, wislia," said a strange voice, 
I’m tired from sitting. Is it to 

look after the butter Mr. Kyrie is 
come down to ye?"

"Oyeh, no. He doesn’t meddle in 
them things at all. If he did we’d 
have a bad story to tell him. You'll 
bum that duck, Nelly, if you don’t 
mind it."

"Why so—a bad story, Mrs. Fraw
ley?"

"I'll tell you, Mary. I don’t know 
what is the reason of it is, but our 
butter is going from us this two 
months now. I'd almost take the 
vestment of it, that Mr. Enright’s 
dairyman. Bill Noonan, made a re
quest, and took away our butter. 

"Oyeh!"
"What else, what would become of 

it? Sure Bill himself told me they 
had double their complement last 
week, at a time when if we were to 
break our hearts churning from this 
till doomsday, we cbuld get nothing 
but the buttermilk in the latter 
end."

"Did you watch your cows last 
May eve, to see that nobody milked 
'em from ye?"

"I did to be sure. I sat up until 
twelve o'clock, to have the first milk 
myself; for Shaun Lanther, the fairy 
doctor, told me that if another milk
ed. 'em that night, she’d have their 
butter the whole year around. And 
what good was it for me? I wouldn't 
wonder if old Moll Noonan had a 
hand in it."

Nor I neither. They say she’s a 
witch. Did I every tell you what 
Davy Neal's wife did to her of a 
time?"

"Not as I know."
"The same way as with yourself— 

no 'tisn't the butter but the milk 
itself, was going from Kitty Neal, 
although her little cow was a kind 
Kerry and had the best of grazing. 
Well, she went as you .done, to 
Shaun Lanther, the knowledgeah’e 
man, and put a half-crown into his 
hand, and asked his advice. 'Well, 
tell me,' says Shaun, 'were you at 
Moll Noonan's yesterday?' T was,’ 
says Kate. 'And did you see a hair 
spancel hanging over the chimney?’ 
says he. T did see that, too,* says 
Kate. ‘Well,’ says Shaun, ' 'tis out 
of that spancel that Moll do be 
milking your cows every night, by 
her own chimney corner, and you 
breaking your heart at a dry udder 
the same time.’ 'And what am T to 
do?' says Kate. ‘I'll tell you.’ says 
he. 'Go home, and rednen this 
horseshow in the fire, and observe 
when you're milking, that a gray cat 
will sit by you on the bawn. Just 
strike her with the red shoe, and 
your business will be done.’ Well, 
she did his bidding. She saw the 
gray cat, and burnt her with the 
shoe, till she flew screeching ovwr tbs 
hedge."

"Oh, murther, hadn't sne the ••our- 
age! "

She had. 'Well, the next day she 
went to Moll Noonan's and found her 
keeping her bed, with a great srald 
she said she got from a i ot of boil
ing water she had down for eca-ding 
the keelers. Ayeh, thought Kale, I 
know what ails you, well, my old 
lady. But she said nothing, and I'll 
enage she had the fine can of milk 
from her cows the next morning "

Well, she was a great girl."
Ah, what should ail her?" said

churnin', along with crarae^,and into 
every keeler in the house. Here. Mrs. 
Frawley, will you have an eye to 
the spit a minute while I go look at 
them hens in the coob abroad? Mas
ter Kyrie might like a fresh egg for 
his tay, an’ I hear them clockin."

"Do,, then, Nell, a’ra gal, and, as 
you’re going, turn in the turkeys, 
for the wind is rising, and I'm in 
dread it will be a bad night.—

A loud knocking at the door was 
the next sound that invaded the ear 
of Kyrie Daly. The bolt flew back, 
and a stranger rushed In, while, 
the same moment, a gust of wind 
and rain dashed the door with vio
lence against the wall, and caused 
cloud of smoke and ashes to pene
trate even to the room in which sat 

"Shut the doore! shut the doore! 
screamed Mrs. Frawley, "the duck 
will be all destroyed from the ashes, 
Ah, Lowry, what kep' you till now?

"Oh, let me alone, woman," 
claimed Lowry, in a loud and agit
ated voice. "Wtifere's Masther 
Kyrie?"

"Sitting in the parlor within 
What's the matter, eroo?"

Without making any reply, Lowry 
Looby presented himself at the par
lor door, and waving his hand with 
much force, exclaimed: "Come out 
come out! Master Kyrie. Thor’s the 
Nora Creina abroad just goin’ down 
and every soul aboard of her. She 
never will reach the shore. Oh, vo! 
vo! 'tis frightful to see the swell 
that’s round her. The Lord in his 
mercy stretch out his hand upon the 
wathers thifc fearful night!"

Kyrie started up In alarm, snatch
ed his hat, and rushed out of the 
room, not paying any attention to 
the recommendation of Mrs. Fraw
ley, that he would throw the frieze 
riding coat over his shoulders before 
he went out in the rain. Lowry Loo
by, with many ejaculations of terror 
and1 of compassion, followed his mas
ter to the shore, within a gun-shot 
of which the cottage was situated. 
They arrested their steps on a rocky 
point, which, jutting far into the 
river, commanded a wide prospect on 
either side. It was covered with wet 
sea-weed and shell-fish, and afforded 

slippery footing to the young col
legian and his squire. A small fish
ing boat lay anchor on the leeward 
side of the point, and her crew con
sisting of a swarthy old man and a 
youth, were standing on the shore, 
and watching the pleasure boat with 
much interest.
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The situation of the little vessel 
was in reality terrific. A fierce west
erly wind, encountering the receding 
tide, occasioned a prodigious awell 
in the centre of the channel; and even 
near the shore the waves lashed 
themselves with so much fury a- 
gainst the rocky headland before 
mentioned, that Kyrie and his ser
vant were covered with spray and 
foam. There was yet sufficient twi
light in the sky to enable them to 
discern objects on the river, and the 
full autumnal moon, which ever and 
anon shot, like a flying ghost, from 
one dark mass of vapour to another, 
revealed them at intervals with a 
distinctness scarcely inferior to that 
of day. The object of the pleasure- 
boat seemed to be that of reaching 
the anchorage above alluded to, and, 
with this view, the helmsman held 
her head as close to the wind as a 
reefed mainsail and heavy swell 
would allow him. The white canvass 
as the boat came foaming and roar
ing towards the spectators, appeared 
half-drenched in brine, from the 
breaking of the sea against the wind
ward bow.

The appearance of the vessel was 
such as to draw frequent ejacula
tions of compassion from Lowry and 
the boatman, and to make Kyrie 
Daly’s heart sink low with fear and 
anxiety. At one time she was seen 
on the ridge of a broken spar, show
ing her keel to the moonlight, and 
bending her white and glistening 
sails over the dark gulf upon her 
lee. ■ •'
istiSMK the liquid mountain 

rolled away and left her buried in 
the trough. whUe her vane alone was 

and the 
iltening in

the waters in derision, and left the 
angry monsters roaring in her wake.

“She’ll never do it, I’m in dread,” 
said Lowry, bending an inquisitive 
glance on the boatman. The latter 
was viwing intently and with a grim 
smile, the gallant battle made by the 
little vessel against the elements.

“ 'Tis a good boy that has the 
rudder in his hands,” he said; “and 
as for their lives, 'tis the same Lord 
that is on the water as on the land. 
When their hour is come, on sea or 
shore, 'tis all the same to 'em, I 
wouldn't wonder if he done it yet. 
Ah, that swell put him off of it. He 
must make another tack. ’Tis a good 
boy that houlds the rudder."

"What! " exclaimed Kyrie, "do you 
think it will be necessary for them 
to put into the tide again?"

"Indeed, I don’t say she’ll ever do 
without it," said the old boatman, 
still keeping his eyes fixed on the 
Nora Creina. "There she comes a- 
round. She spins about like a top, 
God bless her!" Then putting his 
huge shaped hands at either side of 
his mouth, so as to form a kind of 
speaking-trumpet, he cried out, in a 
voice as loud and hoarse as that of 
the surges that rolled between the 
"Ahoy! ahoy! Have an oar out 
the bow, or she" miss-stay in the 
swell."

"Thank you, thank you, it is done 
already," shouted the helmsman 
answer. "Kyrie, my boy, how 
you? Kyrie, have a good fire for vs 
when we go in. This Is cold* vork."

Cold work! " repeated Lowry 
Looby, "Dear knows, it's true for 
you. Ah, then, Isn’t it little he 
makes of it, after all, God bless 
him! an’ it blowin’ a perfect liar-

Notwithstanding the vigor ar.d 
confidence which spoke in the accents 
of the hardy helmsman, Kyrie Daly, 
when he saw the vessel ence more 
shoot out into the deep, felt as he 
had been listening to the last fare
well of his friend. He could not re
turn his gallant greeting, and re
mained with his head leaning for
ward, and his arm outstretched ond 
trembling, while his eyes followed 
the track of the pleasure-boat. Close 
behind him stood Larry, his should
ers raised against the wind, and his 
hand placed over that ear on which 
it blew, clacking his tongue against 
his palate for pity, and indulging in 
many sentiments of commiseration 
for "Master Hardress" and "the 
family” not forgetting " Danny the 
Lord" and his sister, "Fighting Poll 
of the Reeks."

We shall follow the vessel in her 
brief but daring course. The yrung 
helmsman has been already slightly 
introduced to the reader in the sec
ond chapter of this history; but the 
change which circumstances had since 
effected to this appearance, rendered 
it well worthy of our pains to de
scribe his person and bearing with 
more accuracy and distinctness. His 
figure was tall, and distinguished by 
that muscularity and firmness of set 
which characterizes the inhabitants 
of the southwest of Europe. His at
titude, as he kept one hand on the 
rudder and his eye fixed upon the 
foresail," was such as displayed his 
form to extreme advantage. It was 
erect, composed and manly. Every 
movement seemed to be dictated by 

Judgment perfectly at ease, and a 
will that, far from being depressed, 
had caught a degree of fire and ex
citement from the imminent dangers 
with which it had to struggle. The 
warm and heroic flush upon his cheek 
could not be discovered in the pale 
and unequal light that shone upon 
him; but the settled and steady lus
tre of his large dark eye, over which 
not even the slightest contraction of 
the arched brow could be discerned, 
the perfect calmness of his manner, 
and the half-smiling expression of 
his mouth, (the feature which, of all 
others, is most traitorous to the dis
sembling coward), bespoke a mind 
and heart that were pleased to en
counter danger, and well calculated 
to surmount it. It was such a fig
ure as would have at once awakened 
associations in the beholder's mind 
of camps and action, of states con
founded in their councils, and na
tions overrun by sudden conquest.
His features were brightened by a 
lofty and confident enthusiasm, such 
as the imagination might ascribe 
to the Royal Adventurer of Sweden, 
as he drew his word on his belea- 
guerers at Belgrade. His forehead 
was ample and intellectual in its 
Character; hie hair "coal-black" end 
curling; his complexion of that rich, 
deep, Gipsy-yellow, which, showing 
as it did the healthy bloom beneath, 
was far nobler in its character than 
than the feminine white and red. The 
lower portion of his physiognomy 
was finely and delicately turned; and 
a set of teeth as white as those of a 
young beagle, gave infinite vivacity 
to the expression of his lips, 
countenance was such a one as men 
seldom look upon, but when once be- 

can never be forgotten.
the weather-side, eat 
her

derived all her hope and her seem* 
ity. The wind had blown back fhf 
hood from her shoulders and the 
head and countenance which thus 
" unmasked their beauty to the 
moon" were turned with a sylph-like 
grace and lightness. The mass of 
curly hair which was blown over her 
left temple, seemed of a pale gold, 
that harmonized well with the excel
ling fairness and purity of her com
plexion; and the expression of her 
countenance was tender, affectionate 
and confiding.

In the bow sat a fte&ig who did 
not share the beauty of his compan
ions. He bore a prodigious hunch 
upon his shoulders, which, however, 
did not prevent his using his limbs 
with agility, and even strength, as 
he tended the foresail, and bustled 
from side to side with an air of ut
most coolness and Indifference. His 
features were not disagreeable, and 
were distinguished by that look of 
pert shrewdness which marks the 
low inhabitant of a city, an® Vents 
itself in vulgar cant and in ridicule 
of the honest and wondering ignor
ance of rustic simplicity.

Such were the individuals wnom 
the spirit of the tempest appeared 
at tills moment to hold environed by 
his hundred perils; and such was the 
manner in which they prepared to 
encounter their destiny.

"Mind your hand, Mr. Hardress,'' 
said the boatman, in a careless tone; 
"we are in the tide."

(To be continued.)

AM OPEN LETTER TO MOTHERS

We are permitted to make public 
the following letter, which is a fair 
sample of hundreds written by mo
thers throughout Canada praising 
Baby’s Own Tablets:—

Dunbar, Ont., March 18, 1908.
Several weeks ago my baby waa 

very cross and ill owing to troubles 
common to children when teething. 
A correspondent highly recommended 
Baby’s Own Tablets, saying sihe 
would use no other medicine for her 
baby. I sent for a box, used them 
according to directions and must say 
that I have found them the best 
medicine for a teething child I have 
ever tried. One Tablet every other 
day keeps my baby well, and I am 
sure of my rest at night, I echo the 
words of my friend and say "they 
are just splendid."

MRS. CHARLES WILLARD.
Baby's Own Tab)lets will cure all 

the minor ailments of children, and 
may be given with absolute safety to 
even a bew born baby. These Tab
lets are the only medicine for chil
dren sold under an absolute guaran
tee to contain no opiate or harmful 
drug. Sold by druggists or sent by 
mail post paid, at 25 cents a box by 
writing direct to the Dr. Williams’!. 
Medicine Co., Brock ville, Ont.

MISSION FOR NIGHT WORKERS,

Rev. Luke J. Evers, pastor of St. 
Andrew's Church, New York, is mak
ing arrangements for a mission to 
be held in May for the benefit of 
night workers and for those whose 
work prevents them from attending 
Mass at the usual morning hours. 
The mission will be given by the 
Apostolate Fathers Cusack, Guinan 
and Courtney. It will open on May 
10, and will continue for one week. 
The services will be held in the morn
ing at about 2.80 o’clock, when 
there will be Mass and instruction. 
It is believed that there are large 
numbers of men beside tbe newspa
per workers who are employed in 
the lower part of the city at night 
who. will be grateful for this oppor
tunity of making a mission. The 
mission will open on the first anni
versary of the inauguration of the 
night workers’ Mass at St. Andrew's 
which is celebrated each Sunday at 
2.80 a.m.

Premium
TO

Subscribers.
We offer as a premium 

le each Subscriber a neatly 
bound copy of the Golden 
Jubilee Book, who will send 
the names and cash for 5 
new Subscribers to the True 
Witness.
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