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. OR,
THE PIKEMEN OF NINETY-EIGHT.
BY CON‘. O’LEARY,
CHAPTER I—CHRISTMAS DAY IN 1797,

« And happy and bright are the groups that paegs
From their peaceful homes, for miies

O'er fields and roads, and hills to Mauss,
When Christmas morming smiles!”

Glorious Old Church! How often is poor

humanity soothed and blessed 2s it listens to

_the rapturous strains of exuiting hosaonas, alle-
luias, magnificats, litanies, and soicmn vesperul
chants! All these, and many more such like,
hast thou for ages used to raise man’s heart to
heaven, to quiet the spirit that hes been tor-
tured and racked by the world, 10 calm the
passions of nature outraged, or soothe the
weary fluttering heart. But where, in all thy
rich, and glowing calendar, can we find aught
to equal the sweet and tcnder invitasion of the
Adeste Fidcles, on a Christmas moraing, in some
silent nook of holy Treland !

Qur story opens on Chyistmas

We take our stend for 2 little,
¢cround of the muin road leading
dalstown, in the county Antrim,
{and. The snow lies thick upon the ground like
one vagt winding sheer,  Icicles hang from the
troes; like dizmonds, they sparkle in the bright
gtarlight. Sce—there are durk fgures of peo-
ple who cross over the ficlde noisclessly and
hurriedly. Not 2 fooufull is heard, although
the silence of the grave reigns arcand. Wonder,
amid a clump of £r trocs, stands lhe humble
chapel. We can discern the cross frox bere.
See the amed people, wrapped and hooded,
bending the lowly knce as they approach within
sight of the emblem of salvation! 7The lights
glisten through the frost-covered panee, Come,
we'll enter,  What ao humble spot; and yet
there is life and warmth within, The walls are
rough and whitewashed ; the Altar aud its
surroundings plain and homely, clean and neat;
1o seats, no pews, 13 in the rick and gplendid
city temples of to-day. Hoilys =nd laurels
fogtooned in rustic fashion, adorn the holy
place. And there is a band of choristers 100,
but no pealing organ to accompany them. Qh!
how sweetly they sing Venite Adoremus; we
join them in our heurts, and zealice the mys-
teries of the Manger better perhape for the
poverty of the place.

Mass begins, and the pesple bow themselves
to the earth. One glance a3 ther, and we feel
that they have just emerged frem the dreary
days when penal laws forpada thewa £ven puch a
place to worship in.

The sun is breaking in the cnd, as the
hends of the good old pastor, Father John Me-
Avley, are raised to heaven to impari his holy
benediction on his fock, 2 ray shoote forta upon
the serene countenance of the holy man, and
imparts to his face something ¢f the hidden
glories and mysteries of the Alter 2t which he
stands. Listen: LAupaTE Nowzd DOMINE
peals forth from the choristers, and, a8 the
priest bends his knee for the last lime ab Masg,
he slowly rises and stands buried I meditation
for 2 fow moments. Again, ke aecends the
Altar steps.  One-half of the congrogatien re-
tires; the others remain, and roen again the
little chapel is fitled. Fre Missz ot 38 again
pronounced, and » third Mass commences, the
chapel hall emptying 2 iefore, zud filling again
as rapidly.

Glorious morn ! The =un is now well risen,
and with it o sharp and bracing cir that gives
life and strength to the young, mest of whom
go cheerfully slong, while the older people re-
yauin loitering about in the c¢hapel yard, some
to have a talk abous the times, znd others,
chiefly old women, who, after exchanging kind-
ly salutations of #u merry Christmas to you,
and a happy new year,” re-enter the chapel as
if loth to leave the sacret spot.

Many of these good people had a sort of
foresight that they might never cnjoy the hap-
piness of another Christmas moruing within its
walls again. Most of them believed that before
another winter came round they would be
quietly gathered to the company of those who
proceded them, Others thought, and with good.
reason too, that the dark cloud of persecution
and suffering was gathering ominously around
them, betokening ruin to them and theirs.
“Various were their thoughts and surmises, a8
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the priest entered his humble abode which ad-
Jjoined the chapel,

“ Won't you come in Mary,” said one old
woman to another, ¢ and take 2 breath of the
fire in Father John's kitchen, before we start
on the road ?”’

“ I'm just waiting for that same,” said her
companion ; ¢ but, poor man, I wouldn't like
to disturb him till he gets some breakfast.”

“ Ah! that's true; I forgot. He’s fasting,
and was up the greater part of the night, and
the night before, too.”

“ What in the world would keep Father John
out of bed for two nights? Are any of the
Dolans worse, did you hear ?

“ Well, some of them earn’t be much werse
than they are. Phil, is better, I'm told, but
Ned, and the father are still confined to bed.”

¢ That was an unlucky market day for them.
May God bless thew zud preserve thew, poer
fellows.”

¢ To be sure, wowar denr; bud jostihe same
lack might have hzppered Lo any of ounlves,
Pat. Dolan was advised net 4o go o Antrin, a8
there was a likelihood that some cf Mackensie's
crew would be therc, on rurpose io ruiss 2
beeause the Dolans weud.”

that strangers i the couniry, who bale the
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look of every one of -
to maim and injure feix,
chanee of punishmens o themsalyes.”

“Yes; and there iz worss oven Lhan thal —
If we are known ai all {0 ke
there’s not one of us free from jite cr insult,
go where we may. It wae onpiy the other
morning I was goirg acrces Flanigan's feld
with 2 bit of butter and a grain of meal %0 oid
Molly, besides the hill, when 2 young brad of
the Bryee's saw me, znd called ou?, «tihere’s
another of them papiehes that we are going to
string up some fine raorning, for cursing the
country with their beads and Maee books’ T
never once turned round, but just parsed on as
if I had not heard 2 word aitered.”

« The very best thing you comid do.
Molly is improving, I hope 7"

«SBure wasn't she at Mare this morning,
thanks be to God, and isn't ghe gone home with
Mike Canavan and the family to spend the day."”

« And is this the way that Mary McQuillian
and Nelly McLeesh spend their morning, in-
stead of coming in to see an old friend, and
wigh him many happy reiurcs of the seasov.”

Both speakers turned round, and there wae
Father John, with 2 hand outsiretched Lo each,
and wishing them good bealth, 2nd wany Christ-
mas might they sce.

« The same to your reverence,” wuid Mre,
McQuillan, curtseying. * Mre, MeLecrh and
mysell’ were going in {0 sce Isate ; bul we juat
thought us vou hadn’t treakinsted ihol we
would bide here a little.”

« Come away, come fiong,’ Father
Johu; ¢“nor have | breukfasted yei; bui do
you think that the sighs of' euc or other of jou
would take away 2 hungry man's appetite ?
Not. a bit of it.”" and the kindly old man rabbad
his hands, chatting awey @3 they entersd.

Fathier John's honsekeeper was young Rate
O'Neill, his niece, and Her
mother, the priest's sister, dizd when Kae was
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0 orphian beeidns,
merely a child,  Ier fhar was butb fately
dead, and since then
peared to be stricken with years, withough she
had not paszed her twenzy-sceond summer.—
Before ber father's deail, bor unele had pre-
vailed upon her to come and make his house
her home ; she did o, and ene year afterwards,
her father was laid in the grave beside her

N Hnm i dayres Sel
L Qaneeeme gir: ap-

mother.

Kate had been at eomzrinien that merning,
and Father John observing her knee! by the
Altar steps, just as he was leaving the chapel.
and guessing too that her thoughts were divided
between the Manger aud the souls of ber de-
ceased parents, did not venture ‘o disturb her.
Presently she entered, 2nd blushed to find that
her uncle had been waiting.

« Now, Kate, child,” said Father John, *let
us hurry. Iere are two of our friends come
to sec your old uncle, and to bid him all sorts
of happiness for another twelvemonth, and what
do you thipk but both of them were Waiting
outside till T had got my breakfast, just as if 1
were going to make ameal of them, I suppose.”

" Kate felt she had acted wrongly, but fell to
with a will, snd shortly produced a savory

breakfast of ham, eggs, and tea, and all the
other et ceteras of cream and butter, and home.
made bread. The white linen diaper table-
cloth, so invitingly spread out, the warm plates,
and steaming cups of tea, made Father John
anxious to begin,

The two women wore heartily invited to
partake of breskfast, but declined.  They
wanted, as they said, just to speak with Kawe
for a while, and, accordingly, Father John was
left alone in his humble but comfortable parlor.

] wonder,” he paid to himself, *¢ if Mrs.
McLeesh has heard anything more about that
rumor ; she appears as if' she had, and proba-
bly wants to learn from Kate if T have heard
anything about it.”

What rumor did Father John allude to?
Let us try if we can understand it. Tt was ob-
servable after last Mass that morning, that the
male portion of the congregation did not re-
main only & fuw minutes on the roadside; as
was their wont ; neither did they loiter in the
precincts of o house of call kept by one P'uddy
Farren. It was wl=o observable, that this samc
Paddy, s rough, but honest specimen of an
Trishinun, was abseut at the very honr when he
used to see his neighbors who haud come 2 Jong
distance, und who enjoyed the comforts of Thix
sreat fireside, where Paddy usually kepu w
g"God stock of turf, to send o gendal heat through
the whole kitchen. What was np?
{hinr was woing on, but what was thu sowe.
ihing, end what did it mean?  We hall find
sume explanation in the following chaptey,

Nome-

CHAVTER If.— KATE O'NEILL— THE TWIN
BROTHERS—A CASE OF MISTAKEN
IDENTITY.

“‘Thy soothing, how gentle! thy pity, how tand-r!

Choir music thy voice is—thy step angel grace;

And thy union with Deity shines in a splen-dor

Subdued, but uncarthly, thy spiritual face.”

Mrs. McQuillan and Mre, MeLecsh were
sistersinlaw. They had known Rate O'Neill’s
mother and father from the time they were
married ; and either of these good women
would have been happy to have taken cure of
Father McAuley's niece, if' he had perwittad
them,

Mrs. McLeesh was quite restless from the
moment her son told her that, when passing by
the priest’s houe, he observed him go rouad
the chapel with a lantern in his hand, and
closely examine all about it as if something lay
concealed in its vicinity. Thiz was enough to
rouse her suspicions, for she had heard it re-
ported before, that the chapel was soon t be
wrecked or burned hy a party at that time in
the country, known by the nume of Wreckers
(Orangemen).  She thought she was the only
one in possession of the seeret, and endeavored
to learn from her neighbor, Mrs. McQuillan, if
she, or Miss O'Neill, knew of any danger.—
Finding that both were alike ignorant, she de-
termined to keep the matter to herself, lest the
poor priest might come to hear of it. He must
certainly kave had some reasous for his minute
examinution of the grounds around the chapel ;
but she hoped it had nothing to do with what

she had heard.

Thus it was in those duys.
ing to hide unpleasant rumors from the piies '
and the latter trying to Lide them frow rhe
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people.

s Rae 7

“ (oming, unele,”

« This five is retting low, child.
turf, and let us have a cheery glow.”

Kate obeyed; and, knowing that the com-
mand to make up a new fire, meant ulso 10
come and sit at her uncle’s knee, was soon be-

Bring ~ome

side him,

Taying his hand on the girl's head. TFather
Jobn said: ¢ Tow long is it, Kate, since,
mother died ?”

« You told me. unele, it was newrly twenty
years,” ¢

« Twenty years.  Aye, let me sce—twenty
and twenty, and twenty-four. Lhat’s right,
Kate; T amover sixty-four years ofage. Now,
what will you be, child, when you are sixty-
four ?”

« T hope to be in heaven long before that,
dear uncle, and to be beside you, and futher
and mother.”

« What! and you would really like to die at
an early age, and leave poor Cormac breaking
his heart behind you. See here, now, my
child,” and the good old priest feigned 2

e cienr should se

etrength and spirit he did not possess. *Sup-
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pose that any one—always excepting Cormac,
of course,—came near this house to injure us;
or, suppose anything to take place, such as any
annoyance, I mean;, wouldn’t the strength of
other times, girl, come back to this old arm,
and make it just what it was forty years ago,
when I beat the biggest McQuillan in the par-
ish at every feat of strength he could invent.”

Kate looked up in her uncle’s fice, and saw
that he was merely trying to divert her mind.

“But would you reaily like wo die, Kate,
before your—"

“ Now, deur uncle,” replied Kate, putting
her soft whiwe delicate band wpon hisknee, « T
know what you are going to say, and I could
lavgh and enjoy all the cood stories about
young Cormae, bur s-duy, unele, to-duy you
kuow is doukly saered o your poor Kate, the
birth of my Qod, and the death: of my futher.
[ feel happy, dear vacle, in thinking how many
Chrizémuses are ro=eryed for w2 all above,

Father Johi suw wish

had us vod learped nothing of the evil rumors
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her piety beirayed 4

eept when alone in her 14
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Lad implored at an
carly we to be womother to her. Hoers was an
inward piety, whereby her whele nature was
veewlated by the hishest standurd of virtue,
and, ulthoughk she believed she was shrewd
enoueli o conecal ol this from the world, yet
the actions of her sl were visibly stamped
wpon hier face, wad pave 99 her natural beauty.
that supernataral charm which the eye may
witness, bt which ‘e ‘apzue caseoet des-
seribe,

Cormas Regan v 1 Joung tarmer, about
twenty-four yoars of sge. His mother, who
resided in the wownland of Bailyvrocly, loat her
hushand when Cormaae wis only seven yeargold,
%0 that there was thiz in commeon botween him-
self and Kawe (U'Neill, they were crphuns at
nearly the sune time.

Widow Rogan’s farm was poor wd barren;
but, with the help of & couple of sorvanes,
known by the name of the < tws Mullang”” the
unfruitful <oil wae mads w b eafliciently pro-
ductive so as

to kesn all four i zood wircum-
stanees,

Johr srd Pewer Mulinn were (wins, and re-
sembled cach other vary slroagly. Ofientimes
the neighborg found no small dificnity in distin-
ruishing one from the ciher, and as oot a fow
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anpd damp.  She at once
consented, as thiv was part of the arrangement
bovween herself’ and Jobn, To Peter’s utter
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Usaprize, the girl Lewun o buaier him on being

lute, and quizzed him 2 good dezl on that fact,
He acknowledzed that he was vather behind
time, but laid the whole blame on Pegey Dolan
and her father.

« And what hag Peggy w do with you?”
naively inquired Bridget.

¢ Faith not much; orly che beguiled the
time while ber father and I were taking 2 dram
at McQuillan’s counter before elarting on the
road.”

« Maybe it's fond of you she was getiing,”
said Bridget. :

« Qure then I wish that that were the fact,”

pleasurs that his nieee |

Bridget was glad that the darkness of the
evening prevented her emotion being observed
by her companion. Peter wondered that she
kept so quiet, and thought that he had offended -
her in some “way, little knowing, poor fullow,
that he had indeed offended her, but in a man-
ner he little dreamed of,

Bridget's house lay up 2 loaning about forty
perches from the roadside. When Peter assist-
ed her to alight, he did o a8 gently as possible,
and with a sort of a quiver in his voice, bade
her good-night ; but Bridget never replied; she
hurried onward lest he might hear the sobs she
hud tried to smother,

Peter whistled an Trish air, and endeavored
to forget the whole ¢ bit of nousence,” as he
termed i, Adter a little while he aaid to him-
self: +Well, T took that girl to be a totally
different person from what she is, T did tell
Jack, move than onee, that he was a happy fol-
low in having such a wife in prospect. My
voudness! how she did wonder when T men-
tioned Pegzy Dolan’s name.  Phew! maybe
she's in Jove with mysolf and i jealous of’ };l!_u,—
«y. “Tis agood joke; and T'I keep it to my-
self tiil some day when T want to annoy Juach
about his sweetheart,”

Next ovening when work was done, Joln
Mulko thought hie might just a3 well take 2
race over to the O'Harw's and see Bridget, Tn
he dashed in hige asual offhand way ; but the
moment Bridzret saw him, ghe arose with ull the
dignity  she could command, and left the
place,

“That's ton much of a good thing,” said
Jack to hinself. [ came here on purposc to
expluin how it was T didn’t get to the Fair, and
kindly to inquire how she got home, and lere
she passes me hy as ift T were & Turk,  Noth-
ing like secing a little temper when there's time
to mend matters,” thought Jack.

After staying u short time he arose to
leave; and, whether by accident or design on
the part of Bridget, T cannot tell; but he met
her * straight in the face™ outside the door.
[t was but the work of an instant to take her
by the hand, and throw his arm around her
neck. ’

*Let go my hand, Jobu Mullan,” said Brid-
oet, imperiously.

¢ Certainly,” said John, and he did o,

“1 have been trying’'my best to believe that
you weren't sober last night, in order to ac.
count for your conduct; but no matter how [
strive, L cannot unish the conviction from my
mind, that you were under the influence 'of
drink.” '

John Mullan stood therelike n « dumbfound-
ed usz,” as he expressed it, Ile must have
heard her—he was not deaf’; but what 'did she
siy, or what could she mean ? ‘

“ Might I

“ Certainly not,” said Bridget, in 2 decided
tone,

.

“ Come, come,” said John, assuming his for
mer kindly attention towards the true-hearted
aivl; v there’s a mistake somewhere, You
know 1 take no driuk, Bridpet, and, besides, T
never left the ouse from four o’clock till Pc,ter'
drove up to the door, when T went out, tostable
the horse.”

Bridget was quict us the whole truth flashed
upon her mind, and, flinging her arms tightly
round her lover's neck, kissed him, then d‘;rtcd
down the pathway that led from the houge,

John certainly had some reason to be non.
plussed betore; but now he was in a sort, of
muddle, and began to question himself quite
seriously #s to whether he should ever have per-
mitted Limself to dishelieve in fairies and fairy
lore. He followed the gir], whatever took place
at that interview has never been known, A
duet of ringing laughter and a hearty ¢ good
night,” were the only evidence of a rccon:ilizl—
tion: thus John and Peter were called the « two

Mullans,"" and not without some show of reason
either. ’
w0 oawm sk it K E e

“ Kate,” said Father John, « jdu ‘are tired
child, and require some rest, being " up 80 earl_v; .
this momning. I think I'll aceept the invjtation
of Mrs. Rogan's, and go dine thére to-da,'y..‘
What if you accompany me? Old°Neéll can
mind the house, and we will all spend a happy
evening. Come, child, prepare.”.

“ Dear uncle, - excuse me,” said ,Kate, - « I
am a little tired, and walking'would-fiot refresh

paid Peter, “for a-pretty girl is this same
Peggy.” .

\

me; and you know, Father' John "“she*some-
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