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HOW TOM CORRIGAN GAVE
THE FARM.

BY D. M L

Tom Corrigan stood on the king’s high-
way and looked the last on what re-
mained of the home of his fathers, A
few years before, & cosy homestead looked
ont on emiling meadows and caltivated
to-day tbe gaunt and blackened
gables peeped out from the hawthorn
hedgerows, grim sentinels marking the
And it was guch a

The broad, swell.

fields ;

path of the evictor !
glorions snmmer day. ' r
ing Tipperary conntry in which the dis

meantled farm honse stood lay baking in
a bléz'ng noon eky ; but a strange absence
of joyous life, both inthe bird and animal
world, wag a dominant key-note of the

There was no sonnd of the lark in
Jir, no lowing of kine in the bottoms
by the placid stream, no cackle of farm-
A wicrd peace prevailed over

Ecene
mid

yard fuowl
earlh and sky, and the shadow of hunger
lay on tbe land!
summer of black '47, and Tom Corrigan

victims of thig cruel time. The rest o
hie family had been swept away by the
drepded famine fever, and unable to
the farm, he was evicted ag a

jer terant, who bad managed to grow f
on the sale of corn, at famine pric
the starving creatures around him.

80 Tom Corrigan was bound for America.
Presently an old man, leading a thin
siaiving mule, came up the road,
tall igure seemed powerfully built, but it

re 8book as bhe assisted Corrigen

'8 bhe
plished, by

Tnis was at length &
the simple device of

m-

, thereby

{ held the emigrant's belongings.

“ An’ now for Thurles railway station,”
said Corrigan, “'Tig a grand day, glory
be to God! Paddy,l'sten to what I'm
telling you, I'll have a farm in Ireland

agin before I die |”
of emotion
of moist

in the strident voice, no sign
ire in the resolute eyes,
e s 1 Will, AVICK .

k| may be you wili,
ided the old man; but there is o
farm for me Tif it be G

UP

For it was the mid-
lagt of his race, one of the numerope | /786 one?
keep
er of

courge, and his gmiling fialds given to
still further enrich a bigeer and a wealtl- | With

e
v.a3 wofully gbranken and pinched, and
l nre aswellgreen painted box on the
ying a

ge stone to the end of a thick hay rope
balancing the little chest

There was uo trace

the pompous flankey. Certain it is that
on returning to the city the new tenaut
sought the confidential manager of Fare-
ley Brothers and gave him a check for
£100, receiving in return two £50 Bank of
Ireland notes, which were put into a
stout envelope and addressed to Francis
Fareley, Esq.

And now to take possegsion of his own!
A farm in the old land! How often
when toiling in the torrid heat of sum-
mer, or the Arctic winter of a foreign
land, did his fancy roam back to recollec-
tions of his own early days in an Irish
homestead. How he sighted for the odor
.| of the hewthorn blosgoms in May and the
geent of the pew-mown hay in Ju
How he recalled the breezy days when
he coursed hares on upland moors ;- or,
perbapa, his memory etrayed to the San-
day evening dance at the crossroadas,

Now it was going to be ull real again,
and yet as he took his seat in the train
his mind was not quite at esse as to the
- | jastice of his proceeding. Who was this
Misg Desmond that the sub-agent told
| himof ? Ifhe gaiced a hiome, did not she
! Aud, perhaps, after all, one to
she was deeply atiached. Bat,
y | then, if he did not take the farm some-
one e'se undoubtedly would, It was al-
most looked on as a matter of course, aud

w weeks he wculd be &8 popular
his ne'ghbora ea any Deamond of
themn all. Ayes! indead ! Tom Corri-
gan, you are right! 7There was no mili-
tant popu'ar organization in Ireland then
to safagnard the righis of oppreesed ten-
anis, Tuw grabber elalked ithrongh the
land, and there wers none to say him
nay !

The vew tenaut of Ligmore, a8 the Des:
mond farm waza called, arrived at (he
village inn on a five midsummer evening.
The lights and shadows of a glowing
twilight were gradually sinking behind a
belt of low hiils that half encircled the
v:llage in the distance. Corrigan secured
& bedroom and then lounged into the
bar, where a rustic Hebe was engaged in
playful badinage with a bulbous-nosed
excieeman and a raw sub-inspector of
police. A casual remark led to a general
convergation, Then there were brandies
and sodas, and finally a gams of cards in
the little snuggery behind the bar,

It was far advanced in the night when
the convival party rose, and Corrigan's
brain was heated by his nnwontad con-
snmption of etrong drink, Then he sud-

which

! A denly recalled t coincidence

the ar A the St that on that d an - years be-

el '1 Ja g {‘”'l 'f\ s me of his father in

o g : 1 e 5 8 fancy took pos-

man went zhit the batilse ¢ » in lved to go oat and
he new world beyond the & 6 other

returned to starvation and the peace of

goroud constitution Tom

ma |

packet, and
£ remuneralive
ment on his arrival in New York. Anc
now his mind was beut on one firm pur
pose,

his

fond dream of r
conntry, and g
farm, might be rea

In his endeay
tho finer fesling
lessly suppreesed.

turning to

lizad,
or to cempasa thab end

celings of scepticism and indiflsrence
wking late into !

magnific
on Sang

and no good or charitable

cange was ever the beiter for Tom Corri-
end of ten
years Lie returned to his native country, &
d and bearded man, with the repu-
n of considerable wealth, and began
He
came back at a period when the national | o
life of Ireland was at a very low ebb in-
and his Yankee hut and rqiare-
attracted no attention from the

e and go as | that

gan's half doliars.

At tke

brorz

to look around for a gnitable farm.

1,

dee

o
ots

He was frea to e
ad withont any a'te oa ¢
part, but somehow in his native countiy
he found no vacant farm to his mind.
And besides it was whispered that in
maguiticent Tipperary men looked ask-
ance at folk who stepped into the shoes
of evicted tenants. And so he changed
the venue to the county Cork. ;
Several farms were vacant on the estate
f my Lord Muffington, The agent, Mr.
Francis 1'areley, lived in a beantiful man-
sion overlooking & picturesque re
the river Lee, With the positi of
agent he combired the lucrative

land
i calling of butter merchant, and of ¢

nirse

He saved every possible dollar of
wases, and denied himself every-
thing iu order that his tixed purpose and
hig native
n occupying an Irigh
v

{ his nature were ruth-
The old-tima lovs of
untry, religion and home imp anted in
iind by his dead mother gave place

urday night was a
ut oxcage for absence from Mass

Leit §

ch of

. session in mi
belore he red for the might
Lismoore was situated about half a mils
from the village, and a pretty winding
road would take him right to the farm,
The stillness and beanty of the night
e no regponsive echo in his eoul,
a very miger, he wanted to gezs and
on his dominion. Oa one of the
fields of the farm, cloge to the high road,
stood a * fairy fort,” or strong circular
rath, popularly supposed to be the home
of the “dhaoine sighe,” or good people.
The entrance to the rath faced the road,
and the circalar fence was thickiy over-
grown with thorn and gorse. As Corri-
gan approached he noticed, with aston.
ishment, that the interior of the fort was
brilliantly lightel up, while sad, sweet
otraivs of uneartuly music [loated on the
gtill night air !
Thoughts of all the old world fairy
, | storiee tha! he had listened to whea a boy
came rushing to his memory; but then
again he reflscted that it was bonfire
night, and that possibly the stranga light
was gome bslated celcbration on the eve
of good St. Jochu, He was not ratarally
supserstitious, and the materialistic spirit
he Siates had taught him to langh at
8 supernatural as old women’s story
)

)

)

tales!
{ Cousequentiy it was with a light
Le climed the roadside fenc
: 1 himaelf a¢iho entranos t
rath. Here a gtrange sight met his be-
wildered gaze. Groups of timy folk in
fantastic costumes wera seated on the
arassy elopes of the circular ditch, and on
the green sward in the centre several
more were merrily footing it to invisible
music! While he was looking on in
amazement he was snddenly accosted by
a villainously ugly little man, who re-
moved a tiny cocked hat and bowed low.

“ What! Tom Corrigan, the new {eiant
of Lismore, aud so yon have dared to
intrude on onr revels! Not eatisfied with
rrabbing the orphan's farm, yon must
needs insult t e i

hoart
and

\ y on the Muflington estate, t
er th tl relatives on adj 5 k
roper all clients of Fareley auaaclous
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5] 100 The latter amily | ¢ tROULhY, pilying simile, aad
during the fam a sighod when the ugly little man

dly (?) cffices of
" were saved from the
thonsands f others,
But the relief wasof a doubtful ¢ haracter,
and now the last surviving member of
the family, a yonng and graceful girl, was
notice ¢f eviction. The bargai:

on strack and though Fareley ¢

ther relish the inde

under

ing
done,
, and,
a powdered footman appearing, he said :
“James, kindly show Mr. Corrigan the
stables!” And Corrigan inspected the
wonderfol stables, with their wealth of

ahogany and brass fittings, and,
sides, got & delicate hint or two from

&
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“And g0 vou have
1 the orphan’s farm, Toma Corrigan??
shie said. “For shame! For years you
have toiled in Awmerica, and now your
hard-won earnings are invested in
d to give grievous

Bs a man, and
Go to herin the morning,

it ap.”?
1t ap.

tongue,
did so somebody
ake itat onca; and, besides, how

ithat if he

a yoang girl ms afarm? The
y queen sonled again,
Nathless! yon may be right. Some.

1y, as yon say, will, no doubt, do as
u have done; but that does not exeul-
pate you. Now mark my words! The
Danmonds have bean hers for thres hune

red years, My licgo subjacts here found
them good and kindly neighbors, and they
wiil not take kindly to newcomers, 8), be-
ware!"”

Heore the ngly little man interposed.
“May it please, wy queen. You ar
lenient with this mortal. To-n
boaated in his cups that will he
our fort to the ground, and plant corn on
its site.”

“Ah!” gaid the fairy queen, with a
gentle smile, “ when the wine is in the
wit is out. That passes methinks fir a

deluded man depart in peace. He will
do what is right.’

And then she rose, and intimated that
the audience was at an end. The great
hall was speedily filled with gay cavaliers
and winsome ladies, and Tom Corrigan,
ever shadowed by the detestable litile
man, mingled freely in the scene. Oace
the fairy queen, in passing, whispered in
his ear, “Oh ! mortal, neither dance with
nor drink aught from the hands of your
hosts to-night. If you do, you are uu-
done,”

The warning wae heedel, and neither
the seductive smiles of the beaatifal

goblets by tLe ngly mannikin, conld tempt
the wary Irish-American, Bat alithings
wnst have an end, and the livle man in-
timated that as the hour of cock cro
was at an end, he would guide Corri
to the eutranca of ths fort. Very rel
autly the latter left the fairy mansicn,
followed as he fondly thought by the al-
miring glanees of the gueen, and when he
found himself in & dark and gloomy pas
age he bezan to suspect treachery on the
part of his guide, And this suspicion
was quickly verified, for at a turning in
the corridor the little manstepped quickly
aside, and the next moment the new
tenant of Lismoore fell beadlong down a
zflc’up precipice, losing consciousness as he
fel’s

When Tom Corrizan awoke he was
lying recnmbent at the bottom of the dry
moat tha; circled the fort, The warm
bhuams of the risen sun were streaming
through the greenery of the hedgegrowa
I'ae bright bells of the lusmore nooded
above his head. Fairy, flimy, gossamer
webe hung pendant from bush and tres;
and the lark sang loudly in a clondlees
heaven. Was it all a horrible dream, the
result of his last night’s potations? Very
possibly ; bnt it was a dream that lef: an
unpleasant impression behind it. He
aroge sglowly, and carefally shook the dew-
drops from his clothes.

Standing at the entrance to the fort, he
covld see the blue smoke curling up from
the old farm house of the Dasmonds.
He would go there and see for himself
what mauner of woman this interesting
orphan wa

. Ty

e; and
er greeted a
er type of the Jrish colleen.
madium height and faultiess baild, a
wealth of brown enrls crowning a shapely
head; and if, at times, a glight suspicion
of archness played about the corners of
her honest gray eyes; yet this morning
the bonny facs seemed sal indeed. For
in & few days she should bid good by for-
over to the home of her childhood,

The Irish-American raised his hat—
“Miss Dasmond, I presume?” In after
years Tom Corrigan could never clearly
tell how it came about, but he had a very
vivid recollection of the wrathful connten-
ance of the old housekeeper, when the
young mistress of Lismore asked him to
stay to breakfast, and afterwards the vil-
lage quid nuncs were furnished with
brave food for gossip whea they heheld
the siranger in the family pew of the Das.
monds. Daring the progress of divine
servics the hardened man of the world
wes touched at the simpla piety and faith
of the congregation, and a really powerfal
sarmon, a portion of which was delivered
in Gaslic, seemed to have special refer-
ence to his own barrenness of soul, He
left the church with the words of the
good priest ringing in his ears, and from
that moment he was a chapged man.
Memoriesof the dead days when he lispel
his prayers at a devoted mother's knees
came back to him now. He told Miss
Desmond he should not enter into posses-
sion of the farm. Yet he lingered round
the viliage, and to the unconcealed dig-
gust of the old housekesper at the farm,
he seemad daily to grow in the favor of
the gentle i¥ily D2emond. And when at
lengih he put it to the test,she bade him
stay, and 80 he enfered at last into pos-
songion of Lismore as & hushand of the
last of the “ould race,” Soon higshrewd
management brought smiling prosperity
to the old farm, and he was speedily
looked upon as the localembodiment and
exponent of & new school of thought
among Irish farmere. Frank Fareley re-
sented his manly bearing and independ-
ence in the rent office, and through his
example and teaching the slavish whine
of “your banar” and the doffiag of the
caubeens became less frequent than of
old. When a blow was to be struck for
the old country, and men with square-
toed boots was much in evidence, he was
the troeted head centre of his district, and
in later times when new men and other
methods appeared opon the gcene—when

sarely the June sun e

ret

s hus d of t

Davitt unfuried the banuver of the Land
Lioague on the glopss of North Cork—the
BuC 8 of Frank Fareley had bitter
re to curae the day when a returned

AN EFFECTIVE EXPOSURE.

even
tha bhest 1
ginto tho dogmas and tesachings of tha
Catholie Church is, as the Riview has
frequently had oceasion to remark,
very few. Indeed, if we excopt our
own valued contributor, the Rav, Mr.
3 arbuck, with possibly one or two
more, we do not know of any other
Peotestant divine whose kuowledge and
studles enadis him to do so ; and very
often such ministers make the moat
ridlcnlons blundera when they essay to
define Catholic truth and teaching.
[a ths ent {ssue of ths Oatlook, for
instance, the Rov. S. D. McCounell, a
worthy Episcopalian, uundertaking to
state tho Catholle beliet regardiag the
tuspiratton ot Hoiy Writ, says: *‘The
olfc Chureh has no doetriue of in-
spiration. It hagthe fact. But it has
naver defined the fact or elevated it
Into a dogma.” The New York Sun
very strikingly and effactively pune-
turad that etupid assertion by printing
it aud then subjoining the followlng
extract from the fermula of faith which
Cardinal Vaughan recently requesied
D:. Mivart to sign :

*“In accordance with the Holy Counsels of
Trent aud of tha Vatican, I receive all the
books of the cld and Nsw Tastament will all
their parts set forth in the Fourth Sassion of
the Council of Trent and contaived in the
ancient Latin edition of the Vulgate, as
sacred aud canonicsl, and I firmly beliove
and profess that the said Scriptures are
sacrad and canonical—not because, having

mortal adage. I pray thee let this poor

been carefully composed by mere humaun in-
dustry, they were afterward approved by

ladies, nor the rosy wine, offsred in goldens

the Church's authority, nor merely because
they contain ravelation with no admixture of
error, but because, having been written by
the inspiration of the Holy Ghost, they have
God for their Author, aud have been de-
livered as such to the Church hereelf,
Whereapon, in all matters of faith or morals
appertainivg to the building up of Christian
doctrine, | believe that to be the true sense
of Holy Scripture which our Holy Mother
the Church has held and now holde, to whom
the judgement of the true sense and nﬂler-
pretation of the Holy Seripture belonge.
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MOTHER'S THANKSGIVING.

¢ Don't tell me motker's dead, don’c!”
cried the Baby reeling back azainst
the wall and covering hie eyes with hls
hand, Too day was Thankegiving,
the ccene & Now Bogland farmhouse
kitchen ; the circumstances, the unex-
pected return of the big, blonde, blus-
eyed Jouhn, locally known as Baby
S:andish, from the West, whither, five
years eariier, his brother's wife had
gent him ** to grow up with the coun
try.”

James Standish, the Baby's elder
brother, had been wise in his gener-
atlon, when, at the time of his father’s
sudden death, he had promptly mar
ried Amanda Joneg, a rich neighbor,
thussaving from foreclosure the fatally
mortgaged Standish estate. In marry-
ing James, however, tho bride of for-
tune had by no means married his
family. Rotaining Pete, the second
brother, to help work the farm on
shares, and even extending continued
hosplitality to the Baby's sweotheart,
Dorcas, and adopted orphan, whose
able domestic services were a gond bar-
galn at the cost only of board and
clothes, Mra. James Standish, Jr., had
rigidly drawn the line at her mother
in law, whose place she declared to be
with her cwn daughter, Charlotte, mar-
ried in Boston, and banished the Biby
to the extrems West, 23 the most dis-
tant land of exile her limited geo
graphical knowledgo suggested.

Tn tha aarly dava of his absenca the
Biby had written characteristically
hopeful latters to his mother and Dor-
cas, promising great things when he
should *'strike gold.” But as hia
promises grew less defiaite and his
optimistic spirit qualled before failure,
hig letters had bsen fewer and farther
batwesen, and fiaally ceased altogether ;
and it was now more than four years
since he had writien or hesrd from
home.

Ia the rushing life of the Wost tho
years had been winged ; and no pos-
sibility of change in the monotony of
ths uneventful home life had suzgzesied
{tself to his sanguine mind. But now,
face to face with possible distilusion as
his hasty glance about the famlily
circle failed to discover his doar old
mother, he cursed hig folly for haviag
pianned a surpriss which might turn
the tables with unhappy effact.

The hour was noon, and the family
wers jast seatiug themselves about the
Thaacksgiving board. A biz turkey
ornamented one end of the tatle ; sub
stantial pies of punpkin and mince the
other, while centre dishes of vege ahles,
a glowing mound of cranberry j:lly
and two hig pitchors of cider completed
the festal promise of generous cheer.
A»ous the board were some strangers
to him  Seated between the sharp-
vizaged Amanda and a buxom matron,
who wa3 evidently Mrs, Pets. were
four little newcomers in high chairs,
By the side of his sister Chariotte, Mrs
Samuel B2nson, who looked stout and
prosperocus, sat & handsome bhoy of four
or iive years. James, at the end of
the table, like Pate, at the side, looked
prematurely aged and withered. At
the foot sat Dorcas, pale, slender, bat
stlil pretty young woman, whose sad
face was suddenly glorified as she met
the Baby's eyes. She recogniz:d him
at once, yet she could not speak his
nama, for the sudden beating of her
hears, Bat even as he kissed her the
Baby's lips trembled, and tha simulta.
neoud family recognition and greeting
evoked no responsive smile from him,
tor tha absence of the dear old face he
had looked for even bafore Dirzas’
chilled his heart,

“Dom'c tell me mother's dead,
don's ! he repeated. ‘' O course, I
might have expeocted it, in sl! these
: but I never did, not once! Np
emed good news, and [ always
of you just as I'd left you—
1 and all ! IToaght to
have written, but was always waiting
to falfil my promise to succoed ; and
years are winged when one is pur-
sulug wealth., Don't tell me that dear
other I8 dead, don't !”

Nsbody did tell him that his mother
wag doad. Tae deepest of silence had
fallen upon the room. Kven the chil-
dren held thelr breaths, feeling the
omoearrassed consiraint ot their elders.
[t was Doreas’ soft voice that broke the
sllence,

‘' No, your mother {s not dead,” she
said. ‘“She is oaly—in the county
poor house !”

The Baby's hand fell from his eyes.
Then, for the first time, the family
fully recognizad tha evolution of the
family infant, His tall, well set up,
sturdy figura straightened ; his bine
oeyes flashed ; his eyebrows lowered
ovar them in fisree scowl., Yet hig
voice was low, ominously low, as he
spoke

* What ?” he cried. ‘* Mothar in
the pocrhouso, and you, her children,
bhere?”" He Indicated the well laden
table with one comprehensive wave of
tho hand. ‘‘James, Pster, Charlotte
—her sons, her daughter, answer mae,
Your mother in ths poorhouse oa this
Thanksgiving Day 2"

James Staundish stammered incoher-
ently and Pete shifted his eyes. His
wife suddenly turned and boxed the
ears of the child beside her. The pros:
perous Charlotte coughed protestingly
and turned her attention to the cider.
Only the mouneyed Amanda accepted
the challenge.

‘“Oh; a8 to that,” she saapped,

. R
‘' she's your mother, too fsn't
What right have you to "nlk in s:;::
your airs and call the others t, aceount
after deserting her yourself fo, fiy
long years ?" .
‘' Dagerting her !" crled the B
“1 was worklog for her, I )| ;:;'
But repeated disappointmenis und re.
verses —"' :
James and Charlotte raviveq
glanced at each other with sy, |
you so lock of gratified rali A
ceeded to reassert thomselves v

They
d -
d pro.

original air of superlority. o ; ‘,rf‘l)‘lr
ish they had besen to be misled L (‘
brother’s prosperous appeara Ad
if the Baby could ever turn on o
thing but the direst fallure, | uld
be strange, indeed, if in five + of
effort he could not earn a g0 >

his back, but his clothes wor

ly all. Ho had frankly cont 0
digappointment. Perhaps h ne

back In hope of eating the
idleness among them Ho wonld ¢ i
himself mistaken, They ev:
tated a8 to the wisdom of aski

to dinner. A precedent was a danoar.
ous thing to establish undor the oip.
cumstances, James tilted back (n hig
chair and slipped his hands :

pockets with an air of wnonchulen:
patronage.
‘‘It's all right, Baby,"” ho

“Nothing to make a row
Mother's as suug as can be,
Amanda here says, it wouldn't bho for
you to find fault if she wasn't, You'q
an equal right to provide for her,
hadn't you? But as it is it's a)
{allen on Peto and me,”

** My husband stmply wouldn': }
of & mother-in-law in the @,"
interruptcd Charlotte, hastily ex.
plaining her conspleuous absence from

LL]

aAr

the lst of fillal providers. ** And as
for money, we're serimpted to the last
cent paylog up the mortgago on our
new house on the hill. As Samnel
.'"-‘."{ when tha o Intstar rocor Y d
for a ralise of salary, ‘It’s as : as
2 man of position can do in these hard
times to koep & case of wine 1o his own
cellar. '

*““No, Sam Bsnson, weuld 1o
nuthin’ for her,” agreed Jame an’
Amanda, who's got ev'rything
own name, you know, sho lown
her foot and sald she wouldn't have an

old chid as well as a young one
nuss, for mother got ailin’ an’ fe
Pete, he did take on & bit an
keep her with us, but he'd
Mrs. Pete here, Matilda Dav! ’
wag, an' two families of children was
makin' us short of room, so one day [
jest lifted mother into the wagon san’
drove her over to the poorhouse,
where, bsing one of the directors, ! got
her in as easy an’ snug as can be,
She's got a room to her:zelf an’' half a
dczan other old ladies to gossip with,
an’' Pete goes over ev'ry Sunday to ses
her, an’ she's never sick but [ drive
right over to see if she's dyin', my
own felf ; an’ as for that youug i
Dorcas there, she’s had a dollar & weck
from us ever slnce she was eighteen,
and ev'ry blessed wonth she's b
over two of 'om to mother, g5 st
no need of money to burn for o
tea and fol lols an’ gech. Mouther
the wu:t off in the world, by a long
shot, no, eiree ; and even if she was
you're not tho one to cast it up to us
She’'s as much your mother as ourn,
that's platn, an’ we've done well
enough by her, while she'd have
starved out in tha fialds for ali
cared thess five long years.”

‘I made the natural mistake of
trusting her elder children to provide
for her until her youugest was able to
do his part, as he now is,” emphasized
the Baiby with stern significance.
‘‘ Look here, boyr, mother’s going to
eat her Thaoksgiving dinuer with her
children this day or you'il one and all
regret it to the end of your lives
Amanda, you're mistress hers, I be-
lieve, Puat this dinner back on the
stove and keep it hot until I drive back
with mother. James, you come along
to the poorhouse with me to manage
the red taps Youn and Pete harness
up while I hava a word with Dorcas.
Goon, Isay! Don'’t he atraid I won't
make it worth your while. I haven'
come home a beggar.”

voil

Had the Baby coma back rieh ?  His
rions hints and sudden assump-

hority seemed to
itchen with a sudden
iden possibilities. Theb
James went meekly out to the
ing, while his politic wite, h
batween indefinite hopes and caut!
doubts, protestingly removed
diches,

the farm

o
0

the
The superior Charlotte sat
back in her chair with an air of grac-

ious tolerance. The hunsry children,
disapproviog the removal of the tempt-
ing dinner, set up =2 simultanecus
howl of disappointment which tnepired
tho energatic Mrs, Pate to shake them
all with impartial vigor. Meanwhile
the Baby had drawn Dorcas asida and
wag bringing happy blushes to the
cheeks by his gallant whispars

It was almost an hour later when the
wagon returned to tha door, and the
Baby's wother, with joyfully-tearful
face ard trembling form, seded.
Oa, how good it secmed to her to ra-
tarn to the deac old farmhouse! Oh,
if her children would only not drive
har forth again till her eyes should
close forevor ! Har snow white head
bowed uader its thorny erown of years
sond sorrow, her streaming eycs, her
chastened old face were & pathetic
sight as she kissed her children with
deathless mother-love, and meekly
thankad them for the happicess of her
Thanksgiving home ¢ ming. When
dinner was served her tollworn hands
tremblad agalost the table as she bowed
her head infervent thauks to Him whko
had remembered her lonelinsss and de-
liverad her from the desolate house of
bondage. The slow tears of ago
coursed singly down her wrinkled face
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as she looked eagerly about her at

A
P
r corner of the farm| Then,
""én‘fn:lz“:he dishes she had treas- | and Dor
kll:d m‘:oe per bridal days; at the | such hig
. ¢ of hor sons and daughter ; at the bot:h intc
{1. :fe grandchildren toward whom her ‘Tha
v heart yearned ; and, lastly and | will cove
mdt tenderly, at the Baby's flushed | disregar
mn face, which seemed to shrine  prepare
youasl’nppy gecret, How he laughed | lose, mc
w::; joke with his mother | in,"” he ¢
nnd Dorcas; how he teased | up to th
v children ; how he twitted| *' Goo
::2 dignified Charlotte ; how he flat- | mother
tered Amsnda and flirted with Matiida; | braclug
how he told stories of Western adven- | as if the
ture and enterprise until his brothers, | the wo.
forgettiug their resentment, huug what th
gpellbound on the Baby's words ! Fin- | me 4agg
ally, when even the big ples were de- Wx'sbt As
molished and his mother lald down her | an's fm:
knife and fork and sat back with a dO”BI‘u{
sigh of thankful content, the Baby | for the
rose, and, lifting a glass of epnknng Dur?lau
cider, motioned his brothers to follow i gt;‘lvl ‘l;'
le,
m.eexn’f.‘)hpanksgivlng toast,” he said ;} 1t to yo
« Here's to mother, boys, the m'other Itww
who bore us ; the mother who rejoiced | late, fo
with us in health and nursed_us ter- nrousgd
derly in slckness ; who toiled for us by | anger
day and watched by our beds at night, | mother
and loved and prayed for us always ! | pleadio
Here's asking her forgiveness for xl'ua uu&hu\
ast : here's begging her to accept the D>
best that love can give her in the pres shall d
ent ; here’s praying that the Lord may | money
Jeave her here for many a long year yet wxch_rym
toenjoy the peace and happiuess beiore ihgrh
i .
|:‘e‘r"A‘n:-u,” agreed Peter audibly ;) ward I
while James drowned & grunt in bis HGo
glass, and divers coughs and snifls at-j 50DL 1
tesed to waking feminine emotion. | givin
Dorcas was weeplng vieibly, yet not | happ
unhappily. The poor old guest cf | mors,
pouor sat in eobbing mieln:-u, e “',r |
en happiness after ber long desolation -
‘xlvm mxfn}x-::. too much for her. All th HE]
cruel past was forgiven and forgotten
She realized only that the Lord was | Bikth
merciful to her and let her live to hear
her children call her blessed !
¢ And now,” went on the Baby rev "G
erently, ‘‘thankegiving to Ged for a} e 3
{iv) Alane r! Mothar will takal ch o

v & pleasant memory of | [FO™ °
ikeglving among ¥y« "
an it, her very lag

{ her while you b

her last
Yes, I m

the most ¢

I shall want the wagon around agsaln,
James, within ty mioutes ; and
0, by the way, time there will be
an extra passenger ! Say good-bye
to Dircas, as well as to mother, good .
people, foc she is golng pack to the | Mg
West with mether and me-—-as my N
wife !’
Nobody broke the eurprised rilence
Not even Amauda was capsble f e
speech. The Biby's announcem ““‘1‘"‘“
had petrified his hearers. The ""
a retributive sternness in his voice for | PEI ff
which his pleasantry during dinner ;h“ ;
hed uot prepared them. Now they (»“rf‘
realiz:d that be had been playing a | Ocdel
part for his mother's benefit. As he ‘hf"v .
had said, he wanted ker last Toanks f"*‘e‘
giving at home to be a pleasant mem :‘;"‘li‘r‘)
Cr; There's more to be s he went | L
on, resolutely, ‘' but pe the less )‘
sald the better. You thivk I haven'c ] 2
done right boye, and I know that you | '#t¢Q
haven't; but the mother here who sits t“': L
in judgment forgives us all alike, and !I‘)" ‘nj
bappily it I8 in my power to atone »J:
materially for whatever wrong I have ‘f““'
seemed to do in the past.” "“?":
He took from his pocket a large wal. | POUT
jed with bills, and counted
t one by one.

said, ‘‘1s a Thanksgiv
cffering 0

3 0 1A in the st
iog pos in ti

bundred aplece all round, ch i
ciua muking the sum ol G110 :
a fair enough figure, I think, to be
considered payment in full of my part
of th ernal expenses up to cdete.
My futuie responsibility extends ex-|*®
clusively to the sapport of our mother | the
and Doreas. Lot it ba clearly under “'"“
stood, please, that all family claim OA;“
upon me ends here and now, finally
and forever !” am
There was a general deprecating, foz‘
resentiul, yot resistless acceptance ot "-lm
the precious bills as the Baby's sur- | 1D
priced family and awsited farther ro- th“é‘
velations 1n awed silence, an
*“ To-night,” exulted tha Baby, ‘' I “}’\
shall take my mother aud Dorcas to | Dif
Boston, to hang out as long as they | P
like at the biggest, handacmest | CCI
swellest caravansary in the shape of a
hotel that’s to be had for Western ]
money. Tomorrow ['ll present them |in
with a little $5,000 check between | ne
them, to iay out in the highest toned | He
shops for fixings, bridal and otharwise, of
to be found in the clty of Boston ; and | pie
a8 soon &8 Doreas is smartened up a | fe
bit ehe and I will be married and take | 1ig
mother West to share our honeymoon | S
for the rest of hor days. By the way, |lv
perhaps it will Interest you to see what | No
som: {olks think of the prospecis be-: | tot
lore per ! ' i
With & jabilant twinkle of ven- | ne
geance in his ey~s, he pulled from his | in

breast gome cuitings from the press and
passed them to his brothers. The
glaring headlines falrly blinded the
loeredulous Standich eyes. The Baby
& great mine owner? The famiiy
good for-nothing & man of millions ?
Even the $1000 on the table could
scarcely convince them,

‘‘John Standish strikes gold.
Baby Mine proves a bonanzi.”

And another :

“The John Standish Mining Com-
Pany capital five million. The Baby
Promises to be the richest mine in Cali-
fornia,”

“Yes, boys,” sald the Baby, looking |
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Tuthlegsly into the eyes of his gasping
brothers ‘‘it's all true, and what's |
better still, it's all for mother—the ' 1l
&00d and loving mother whoss child- | tl
Ten grudged her in her old age a cor- ! i
Ber in the home in which she bore J
them, and drove her out to live and I
die on the bitter crust of poorhouse e

u
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