L 1 Baro who when sorely tried
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battle wich his soal .

The silent bastle which the spirit fights,
Warring desires

“Unho'y and ilﬂciﬂigll'h
To higher good inspires.

The soul that cruicifies an evil thought,
‘That keeps o guarded gate

Of Christian I:n-hdh:thcy good wil
Between his soul and hate,

mightier than

Eﬂn » city in his streagth aad pride
Or boasteth vauntingly.

The shield of purity when nobly worn,
Where faith has been con.essed,

Is stronger than the cunning coat of mail
Upon & warrior’s bresst

He is & bero who to truth is true,
Tbo?h lowly snd obscure,
Lu-t ter errthly horors fade away
His triamphs shail endure.
~Annie Wall.

SALLY CAVANAGH,

—OR—
The Untenanted Graves.

A TALE OF TIPPERAR}

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER I.

Brian Purcell raised himself upon
his elbow and yawned. His eyes
wandered lazily over a landscape
which, though familiar from child-
hood bad not lost a single charm for
him. It was a secluded valley, with
nothing grand or striking about it
But it was: green and peaceful, sug
gestive of comfort, and quiet, ano
home; sod it was Brian Purcell’s
native valley

Having drowsed over the scenes
before hiw fir some moments, Brian
Purcell glanced at his dogs, then at
the sun, and then at his watch.
When be flung himself down amoog
the fern on the imountain side, the
greybounds flung themselves down
t00, panting/ violently, with their
tongues lolling out; the sun was suruy
gling through the mist that reste
upon the opposite hil; and his wati
pointed to balf past six. Now tne
greyhounds were coiled up at his feet,
breathing as regularly as if they were
on the hearth-stote pefore the kitch
en fire; the sun mounting high
above the cloud: banks piled up
around the horizon; and the watch
told that it was half-past eight o'clock.
From which indications Brian Purcels
very naturally came to the conclusion
that be bad slept two hours among
the fern on the mountain side. Un
leaping to his feet and looking round
be saw that he was not alone.
pair of bloodshot eyes, set in a large
yellow, stolid face, glared at him.
They belonged—the face and eyes—
to a gentleman whom we shall call
Oliver Grindem, Esquire, a lordland
and one of her gracious majesty’s
justices of the peace. Brian Purcell
stretched out his srms and yawnea
again Then taking up a brace ot
bares tied together by the bind legs,
he swung them over his shoulder,
whistied to bis dog, and bounded
down the mountain. Having resched
the foot of the hill, after a moment’s
hesitation, bhe turned to the right up
a narrow by-road that led toa neat
whitewashed, thatched house, with
very tall hollyhocks growing up high
above the cave at one end of it.

“Is that the work you're at. Con-
nor? said the young man gaily, as

.he ntraed the house, ‘rocking the

r. Brian,is that you? Where
is seven years? 'Tis then
at. Their mother is
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stand, in o)) h:-ulh- and worth | (0 o ' said

this moment'. a fair haired gir
f about five years old. accompamec
) two curly-headed, rosy-checke
irchins, of the respeciive ages of thr
wmd four, came ruoning Into 1t

Father,' said she, looking abashe:
n finding he was not alone @ Father
e school-master is after passing

wn, an’ we'll finish - picking the
tones in the evening '

Very well; get your. bo ke, an” be
f; but first wash the blackbernes  ff

tha tlow's fice Take yu
fi ger out ©' vour mouth, you young
wea ;' and. Connor shook his fiv
weateningly at one of the curl

vded. rosy-cheeked urchins

You ouht to be a happy mar
Bran Purcell, ‘wit
uch a fine family; and getting on s
well inthe world, too.’

‘We ought to be thankful, Mr
Brian; morever, when we see so muc
yaverty around us When [ ook
fown at all thim bare walls b:low
i’ think of ould times, an’ the dan«
' the hurbn’ match an’ the oul
wig b ws that wor hun ed like wil
Jasies, "tis egougn to break the hean
n aman, so vt is Buat here's ih
msther ¢ 'min' 1, an’ if he sees
talkin’ to p u, an’ thim I»ds hangin’
n the back 0’ the chair,
«nowin’ what the end ol it might be.

Connor took a peep at the cradlet
see that Number Five was asleep,an

these's n

ipned into the bed-room.

Mc. Oliver Grindem, who was cor
pulent and unwieldy came stamping
and puffing into the ‘house. ‘Any
one here ?’ he exclaimed, rolling b
red eyes, around. Bdan did vot fee
bound to reply to the question, bu
taking from his pocket a volame (his
inseparoble companion in his moun-
ain rambles), he began to read. Mr
Grindem abstracted a flask (Ais in-

«parable companion) from his pocket
ind taking a teacup from the dresser
aearly filed it from the flask, and
guiped down half a pint of whiskey at
a draught. He was about leaving the
wuse, when he caught a glimpse of
( ior Shea's wile approaching it,
He drew a chair towards the fire and
sat down,

Sally Cavanagh was a remarkably
fine specimen of her class. Lake all
her old acquaiotances, we prefer call-
ing her by her maiden name. Fuw
Saity Cavanagh had been the belle of
the ‘mountain foot;' and so great &
favorite was she with genile anc
wmple, and so familiar bhad he

ame become to old and young, tha

e doubt if her own husband hear
wmy one talk of ‘Mrs. Shea,’ or ever

Saily Shea,” whether he would not be
under the impression that the person
so designated was outside the circ'e
of his acquaintance.

The glow upon her cheek, and
the jryous light in her expressive
brown eyes, told of mountain air and
exercise, and of a heart untouched by
care or sorrow, and unsullied by
even & thought at which the most
sensitive conscience might take alarm
Having smiled a weicome to Biian
Rurcell, who looked up from his
bogk, and returned the salutation
=ithout speaking Sally Cavanagh bade
Guod morming, sir,’ with a low court
esy, to the landlord. Then swinging
fher cloak with a peculiarly graceful
movement, and tucking up the sieeves
of her gown, thereby revealing a pair
of exquisitely moulded arms, she
commenced to occupy herseif wath
her household dudies. Mr. O.iver
Grindem followed her movement.
'with a stare of admiration which there
was no mistaking  Sally Cavanagh
was paiofully conscious of it—for a
truly modest woman never read ad-
miratioy in the eyes of a libertine
without pain.

Brian Purcell had only reached the
corner of the house on his way home,
when he was seized by the arm.

‘Well, Sally, what's the matter ?'

‘Don’t go, sir.’

*Why, is it anything you have to
tell me 7’

‘No, Mr. Brian; only come in an’
sit down for another start.’ And
balf embracing him, she tried to draw
him towards the house.

Esiifeiis

shot, as

of Pur- | you

Ard, Sally, | will confess t
you that I wish to avoid a quare
vith this worthy landlord of yours;
you saw how he attempred to kick my
log a while ago 2

‘Pnat'strue. sv,)' saidshe I (o=

t that: 'us detter for you X

way' And she relurmed w
hruse with slw and + luctant ste

Shame up am-" exc amed Bra
Parcel!, a5 1@ «.mied his way bom
vards. ‘S am: upon me £t

rihy thought™  The nll that rij~
sles over these rocks is not more pur

han the heart within that grace'nu
twm, nor are the rocks more firm
an its virtue,'

Connor Syea saw  his landlord pas

e little window, frowning savagely .
He heard him mutter 10 himselt—

"Il see you tamne enough yet.’

When Sally Cavanagnh saw her hu-

it ¢ ming out ol the ttle vy

w 'urned , and ¢ vared her fu

ith her hands.

‘Why, Sally,what's the matter now?

id he trying good humoredly to 1~
aove her hands. D't you know
ve goes on that way wi b every woma
¢ meets '

01! he did not know what a mar
vwrdom she was endurng, and hoe

ird was the strugzle to keep dow

vt proud, true neart of hers. H.
il not know that it was the dread o
1s discovering this, and feliing "er
rmentor to the earth on the instan',
hat made her cheek blanch when sh
aw him coming out of the room.

‘Sally,” said he, in a giave tome,
maybe you think it was watching

w | was,’

O no, Connor,’ she hasily
replied ; "but what would become of
15 an’ the childher, if we did any-
hing to turn him against us?'

But oh! the agony she suffered
rying to keep that proud, true heart
from openly revolting against the in-
sulting persecution !

Connor gazed on her with a sort of
admiring astonishment at her fore
thought and anxiety for their welfare.
The not a wan of me can help laugh
m’,’ said he, ‘when I remember how
they used to say to we, ‘She’s too
wild an’ foolish for you, Connor; take
a friend's advice, an’ marty a studdy,
sinsibie girl.’

*‘An’ so I was wild an’
| met wid you.’

But I must finish cuttin’ that spot
 hay: An' as this is a balf day
when the childher come from school,
io ye all come out an’ give it a turn,
I'd like to have it in grass-cocks, to
morrow being Sunday.’

A few minutes after this, Connor
Siea's voice might have been heard,
vhile he whetted bis scythe, rolling
ap the mountain as he gave melodious
u t:rance to the history of a farmer’s
laughter,

“Whose parents died, and willed her five
bundred pounds in goold.”
And in the evening it was a pleasan
sight 10 see the wanly peasant, the
veek’s toil over, with bis infant in bis
arms, followed by his wife and bis
children, slowly returning from the
meadow 50 their happy bumble bome

lish afore

CHAPTER II.

We feel prompted to begin this
chapter with one or-two anccdotes
which bave little or no business in 1,
Yet they may belp to illustrate—
better, perhaps, than a long descrip-
on—the character of our humble
neroine. Perhaps, too, we wish to
delay for a little while the sad, sad
story of the doom that befel her.

The Protestant clergyman, the Rev
R ibert Stephens, was quite an admir-
er of Sally Cavanagh’s. He was
wont to tell how, the first Sunday
after his arrival in the parish, he was
leisurely walking from: the glebe to
the church, when a young couuntry-
woman tnpped lightly by him. H:
quickened his pace in order to get in-
to conversation with ber,

‘Good morning,’ said his reverence

‘Good morning kindly,’ said the
young woman.

‘What a musical voice,’ thought
Mr Stephens; ‘and, by Jove, that foot
might serve as a model for a statu-

‘Why are you in such a bumy?'
he inqui d.

I'm atraid I'll be too late
late for Mass, sir.’

. ‘l may take my time so, sir,’ said
she, but without ing her pace.
As they went on in this way, Mr.
called her attention to a

Connor,’ she would say, |ted,

s it going to marry that mad thing
are

ion of Sa'ly Cavanagh's
lisp sition, and what C anor used to
call ‘her ways of goin' on.'

Oae morning. a short time afte
Connor Shea’s marriage, his mother
was sitting by the fire, proped by pil
lows which Sally's careful hands had
oced around her.  Sally noticed 1h-
id woman's head fu! helples<'s to
one side, and - hureying with a oy t

i assistance, «he saw that the hano
t death was upw hoe. The pow
yung =oman clasped her hands 1
¢ her in an agony of griet and rerror
Fhank G the exc'aimed as a
udien thought siruck her; the sia
wm is at Mr. Reilly's to-day, and
nyhe "tis nat ton late yot.’

Sae hurried from tye house, ard

bout running dowen the parme
. ad, when <he caught sight of a
v rseman. who was jos: after passing
along the pub'icroad  Bhe serambled
wer the fence, and crossing a field
1ag wmally with the sp ed  f a fright
ned hare fl ing hersel! ower an h. ¢
vigh fence, and st d panting bef ve
he astoniched horsemsn.

‘My mother in law 1 dying sir,'
she exclaimed, catching hold of the
twidle.

Well,' said Father ( ‘Gorman. who
knew from experience how often the
wiest is hurried away at all hours of
he day and night to atrend ‘sick call<.’
when there s no dangr f death—

' said he. ‘the other priest
wer at Mr Rueilly's, and it won't take
vou more than ten minutes to ran over
w the weir for him.'

‘It might be too la ¢, s’ she plead
ed

‘But T can't go with ywu, I'm going
to celebrate Mass down near th-
Clodagh and | have nct 2 moment to
lose.'

The big fears stood in her eyes as
she fixed them on the priest, and
thought he had gathered up the rewns
with the intention of pursuing his way
to the Clodagh, he hestated when he
saw the effect his words had upon her
She was so stunned that her lips
moved to supplicate bim, she could
not utter a word.

‘Well, | will go wich you,' said
Father O'Gorman.

He was obliged to put his hors= to
a smart trot to keep up with ber tili
they reached the house.

* Where is the sick woman?' asked
the priest, as he crossed the thees-
hold,

(rose c NT1>URD )

Literary Motes.

THE LADIES' H MR J URNAL.

Unknown to thoussnds, Thomas
Carlyle’s youngest sister is a residen:
of this Western continent. This in-
teresting fact The Lads’ Home
Journal has discovered, and the home
ntc and personality ot ‘the last of the
Uariyies' are most muncu: ictur
ed and described in s -';F:ue,
which goes out to its hundreds ot
thousands of readers in  a sirtking
cover, one of Charies

Coast of Bobemia,” grows in interest,
and Will N. Harben gives the open-
ing cnapters of a short *serial story,
“Byfore Two Atars,” The Wauld's
Columbian celebrati m is remembered
in a stately prem by Edna Dean
Proctor, entitled “The New Wirla's
Queen.”  That problem of polite
society, “Toe Married Woman's Sig-
nature,”
nteresting discussion by Julia Ward
Howe, Frances Hodgson Barett,
Mrs Burion Harrison and other fam-
ous women in a sympcsiom  “Under
Whaich Nume?” Oa tre same sub
ject 1s the plea muce by Fiances E
Lanigan f i the adoption of a form of
signature which shall scrve as an
identification of all feminine letter
writers. Edward W. Bok makes a
strung plea for men to give their
wives more recreation anil take them
ut of their home-life,while E'zibeth
R ‘binson Scowil conttihaies a paper
on “Toe Artof Letter Wrting™ O e
of Hamlin Garland's etchings “Be-
fore the Overture,” and another by
William D M flat are followed by
poems by Chaton Scollard, Rose
Hawthorne Lathrop and Margareu~
Lippincott,, Mathilde Wurm tells
how she gﬁnud the pi “With
Schurman’s Wife as Teacher.”
An excellent article oo the duties of
the housckeeper, “If the Cholera
Should Come,” is contributed by

is made the subject of an )

fo cook,

ut was

Tired and siék of tfe

faste and smell of land,

5 he bot‘l_s'lt Coffoluns
(e mew "'Ol".'l‘ﬂs) and

HEY

ED

more than Cvc', be-

cause She made beifer

food ,and he could eat it

Thout any unpleasant
r effect, Now—

v AARE HAPPY?U\

"ng found the BEST,

{ most healthful sh
nq evar made =
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vy N. K.FAIRBANK & CO,,

Velllng ton and Ann Strests,
NOoNTREAL.

Dr. T. C. Robins,

Naps, Meltons & Beavers
together with
Irish Friesss & Ulsterings

of the Choicest
Quality.

Our Goods are made up in
the most modern style ; for
Fits we cannot be beaten, and
our prices are always moder
ate. We guarantee satisfac-

tion.

surceon penmist. | JOHY MelEOD & C“.,

OFFICE —Prince Street, Opposite CHARLOTTETW N

St. Pawul's Church Chariottetown P.
mar 1. 93,

E Island.
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All kinds.of Job work ¢vecuted wit | Blank books, bill Aeads and receip >
weatness and despate, at the Herald| Borma in the best style printed at O THE RETAIL HARDWARE STOK.. = now opéy
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TOLL LINE STATIONS.

WESTERN STATIONS,

Charlottetown,
Huoter River,
New G A
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-
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the Store i
block below the Bummt arpe 74 b7 C. E. Robertson,cne

goods sold at from 20 to 30 per cent ui
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