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Huppiness,

 Phon shalt ba happy !" Ho [ told my holft.
One summier Morning many 8 yesr ngo
“ Thou sLalt be hsppy ; Lhou shalt have Lthy

Ry
ofr :mlh and feastings in tho great world's

show.
Thou shuit have health and wealth, high
ame and prajee,
Thy pincs shall bs with those Who st
above ; .
Thou sanit have sunshiue on the dullest

Ay S8
Aund h)lﬁ-rll‘ of all, my keart, thou shalt have
love.”
Thus, in the morningof my davs, T spake
Unto my heart, aod gladly fLreplied ;
he world 1w »il befors us, we can mnk:\l
* Jay 10 ourgelves, n never ebbing 11de.
B0 we set out, mmy heart and L, in mirth,
To seck for happiness upou the earth,

God gave us health and wealth, and we were
lad
'l‘hn“u for & &ess0n, walting joys to come:
God gavs us fams and prajse, a little sad
We wers, my beart wod I. amid the bum
Of volce lanaing ux, 11l one, more dear,
Than all the rest, Bpake gautle words and
swoet,
Then we grow Jubliant with right good cheer,
And happiness CAmMe “u witn flying feet,
Drew near—but passed. Alag! my hbeart

and I,
We on‘um not hold the radlant wanderer
rnn..“ h of her lips in fleeting by
One rose tonch o i
w l:mu‘n‘: one precious look~the first, the

1nst.
She will return, we sald, with Love's new
There urmv.'t be happiness for us on earth,

© 108t fair hea!th, my heart and I, and fell
“:Bore slek; were 'Iurruw!u!. found dreary

ways.
We lost, .ymr wealth, and none drew necar Lo

o
Of comfort walting us in better days.

But where s happiness 2 Alack ! we find
3he 18 not ours 10 backon &8s we st §

‘We have no magie spell wherewith to bind
This rare, biight visitant to earth. We

missec

The royal road to happiness ; but lo!

Bomeéthing is saved us from the wreck of

all:
‘We have content, though doubtfal blessings
0,
Ar:(ig pensce Intwines our Crosses, great and
rmall, :
We learn, my beart and I, the world's true

worth,
And seek [or happluess—hut not on earth.
—All the Year Round.

KNOCKNAGOW
R,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.

By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER LX —CONTINUED,

But thoso Tipperary homes—thoee that
the crowber bas spared—smong which we
have, perbaps, ilugered too loxg and too
loviogly for the reeder’s patlecce, are
gloomy enovgh now. Poor Honor Lahy
can find little com fort even fn Phil'a elo-
quevce, though bo is always sober and is-
dusizfons. There i a deeper shade cf sad
pess la Mrs, Dopovan’s sad face; and
Nelly’s singing lavgh 1s never heard now.
She even stops her wheel sometimes, and
sita down to cry over a pair of embrold-
ered slippers, BillyHefternan comes over
now &nd again from his hut in the bog,
and sits on the bench in the corner. He
is every day eayiog he will “ take cour-
age,” end begin to play his flute again ;
but week sfter week passes, and he bas
not yot ventured to blow a sivgle note,
Nelly’s miod is very much troubled on
his account. She is afraid that when
the flood rizes Billy Heftexnan and his
mule will inevitably be drowned in the
bog. Biily ascures her that the water
waa never yet known fo cover the particu
lar spot upoa which he has erected his
domicile ; but he admits that coming in
and going out will be “no joke” after &
henvy {allof rain, Kit Caraming ismute;
and ber mext door neighbour has been
koown to eit on the ground inside her
own ihreehold, with her back sgainst the
open door, for hours together, and g0
oppressed by the unaccustomed silence,
that siter finishing a “round” of her
knilting, her hands would drop down
languidly by ber side, as, sighing deeply,
she wuttered uncer her teeth, “Girrr
out, you bla’gard,” and lixed her eves
vacantly upon the pig crunching Kit
Cumiun’s stirabout-stick in the dung.
kole ouiside the door. The ring of Jack
Delany’s anvil 15 only beard by fits and
ptarts ; and Brumwmagem's face is o
black that he must have discontinued
the Suadey ablution in the quarry for
gomo iime. Tom Hoganisdying at Tom
Qary tho carpenter’s whom he uzed to
Jook down upon as a “ tradesman,” who
was “ no match for & farmer’s daughter.”
Nancy nurges him tenderly ;and TomCary
never Lints st his old love ior ber, even
by & look ; but Nancy thinks of it often,
and somotimes says to bercelf that Ned
love was nat * the right love,”
hil Morris is becoming more and
more cynical, snd will taik crossly even
to Beeny, and nek her what ails her, and
why ehe looks to miserable, Iven Peg
Brady is unhappy, and vesolves to easc
her miad by teling Mat Donovan ithe
truth about the letter; for her con-
scienco told her that it 1t were not for
her jeuiousy and duplicity, Mat would
not have leit for Auwerica at all, and
would not be now a prisoner in the jail
of Clonmel, in danger of being trans.
ported for life. Mary Kearney 1s doing
her best to bo strong; but gince Norah
Labhy's death the struggle is harder than
it ueed to be ; and when she thinks of
her light hearled sister going into & con
vent, sha can soarcely supprees a cry of
psin, There is & rumour, too, that
Artaur O'Connor is going to be married
to some rich lady who feil in love with
him ia Paris  And Mary sees the traces
of care growing deeper and deeper in
her brother Hugh's face, and fears that
her father's aitairs must be becoming
more ewbarrassed, Ellio is at school
with Grase, and Mary often thinks how
Girace's presence would brighten up the
old cottage—and how much it wanted
brightening up now. Maurice Kearney,
however, appears as jovial as ever ; and
the only weight on Mrs, Kearney’s mind
is the fate ot poor Barney, who, she fears,
must have fallen into the river at Water
ford, or met with some other equally
ultimely end. ¢ Unless, indeed,” she
would add, * he has turned ballad sioger-
or showman himselt.” And Barney’s
mietress derived great consolation from
the bope that he bhad permanently at.
tached himself to & Punch and Judy,

Attorney Hanly buas got possession of
one hundred and fifty acres of land ad
joining Castleview, at one pound an scre.
Besides Tom Hogan's little farm, for
which Toma Hogan paid two pounds,
some fifty acres, including Mat Douovan's
« garden,” and four or five other small
hoidings of from five to ten acres, are in
pietty good Leart, But the rest is so
poor snd exhausted that Mr, Hanly does
vot consider that he has got much of a

bargain after all, He oav, however,
maike it sll as good as Tom Hogan's,
by deep-training, and liming, sand
fencivg, and manuring, as Tom Hogan
did. But Me, Hanly fe a shrewd man of
business, and ho knows to do this would
cost several thousand pounds ; and, when
ywas all done, he kuows aleo that the rent
could be ralsed on him, as 'twas ralzed on
Tom Hogan, or he conld, like Tom
Hogan, be turned out altegether, 8o
he won’t mind tke drainiog unt!l he has
got & loog lease. His lease of Castlaview
wil expire the same time as Maurice
Kearney’s lesce of Bellinaclesh, and as
Attorney Hacly looks upon his handsome
house, and his groves and meadows, he
begine to feel uneasy and dissatlefizd.  So
he bas had a gnod deal of talk Iatterly
with old lsaac ; and it hes been suggested
to Sie Garrett Butler that he ought to glve
a new lease of the whole farm to Me.
Hauly, who would then expend a large
sum of money In improvements, and
would not object to paylng a ressonable
fine, It happened that, at the eeme time,
Mr. Sam Scmerfield, J, P., applled for a
new lease cf Woodlande, And In both
cases the srguments brought forward to
show that long lenses would prove advan-
tageous both to the landlord and the ten
ant were 8o convinclpg that the old
baronet, with all his simplicity and want
of experlence, could not help *wonderlng
why his agent had always warned kim
exainet glving leases to his terants—partic
ularly to Maarice Kearney—snd polated
to the praciice snd example of this same
Mz, Sam Somerfield in sapport of his asser-
tion that leases would be rulnouna to the
landlord’s interests,

¢ Acd why does he ask me to glvea
leaze to Mr. Hanly now 9" the landlord
thought, * Why should it be for my lu-
terest to withold leases from all the rest, if
it be for my interest to give a lease to
htm ! And why does Mr. Somerfield urge
me 80 tirongly to give him a loase, though
he coneldered it a crime for landlords to
give leases to their tepants, and I under-
s and has quite done away with leases on
the extate over which he is agent? 'Tis
very strange, There must be sometbing
wrong. DIl write to M., Pender, aud say
I cannot give the lease till I make further
toquirles,”

Old Isasc shembled about In astate of
distraction, and had a severe attack of
m!dges, when he read this letter, Bat
Beresford waa not at ell sorry: for if
Attorney Hanly and Mr, Somerfield had
got leascs, he could not see what excusee
there would be for refusing to renew
Maurlce Kearney’s lease. And Mr. Beree-
ford Pender had set his heart upon getting
poesession of Balllnaclash by hook or by
crook, One cbstacle was removed ; Mr.
Lowe—who, he feared, might do eome-
thing to defeat his echeme—was gone to
Iudia. It Hugh Kearney were out of the
way now, all would be right. Maurice
Kearney, he suspected, was in debt; and
If he were unexpectedly pounced upon
forayear’s rent he wouldnever recover the
blow, and could ba put out even without
walting for the expiration of the lease,
But old Ieaac regretted that he had urged
the landlo:d to give Attorney Hanly a
lease.

“1'm afrald,” old Isasc muttered, * Sle
Garrett will teke some notisn fato his
herd, I’'m sorry now I ever dleturbed
Tom Hogan. Cary the carpenter stopped
me on the road when his funeral wis pass
ing, and eald, before all the peoyle, that
the coflin waa his work, but thet my work
waos {o the coflin, A farmer dare not talk
to a geutleman that way. But these
tradesmen are very insclent, Phil Lahy
the tallor never puts his hand to his hat
for me. Ardlook at thatold Phil Morrls,
I never like to see his eye on moa, ’Tis
these fellows that destroy the country.
Oaly for them the farme:s wou!d submit
to anything.”

“ Donovan s sure to be transported,”
Beresford observed.

“] don’t see what good that will do,”
returned bls father; “ unless S’ Garrett
w!ll make some allowance, when he sees
it was as his agent I was robbed. Inever
liked that busicess. I'd rather keep out
of such things, unless when eomething is
to ba gained

“ Slap ot Kerrney vow for & year’srent
—distraln his stock and he’li be smashed,”
sald Beresford, “I’m told he’s ln debt,
aud has 2 thrasking machine at work n'ght
and day, and eelling cff his corn, though
low prices sre.”,

“ His brother or some one wight pay
the reut for him,” returned the cld agent ;
“and then we'd be dolog him good instead
of barm,”

% He owes his brother money,” rejolned
Beresford, **and thers's no dapger. The
brother knows he has uo hold of bis place,
and I'm told he always safd he was a fool
to expend so much money in improve
menta.”

“ Well, Dr. Klely might Interfere. He
is & davgerous man, and if he thought
Kearney was harshly treated he'd never
stop tiil he got Sir Garrett to look into
thir g,  Thae creditors want the timber
on Woodlands to be sold, and If mattera
are eilrred at all something unpleasant
may bappen. Bat if Sir Garrett romaing
abroad, [ think there 1s no danger.”

“ITig reported Kiely’s son Las some
notlon of Miss Kearney,” sald Bereeford,

¢ Well, that's only another reason why
wa should be cautlous,” replled hls father,
“and the longer he’s let run the eaeler
'twill be to manage him,”

% No surrender !” mattered Mr, Bores
ford Pender down in hls chest, as he
walked away to have an {fmsginary con-
versaiion wiith tha ¥ eolonel,” and invent
a few new oaths,

CHAPTER LX',

BARNEY IS CAPIURED,—HIS ACCOUNT OF
HIMSELF,—MAT THE THRASHER IN
CLONMEL JAIL, AND THE BIG DRUM
BILENT,

It is Chrlstmas Day agaln, But the
day has dawned, for the fivst tlme within
the memory of the oldest Inhabltants,
withont the windows In the old town of
Kilthubber belng eset dancing by the
famous Koocknagow drum, !i‘he dram
{s vilent and forgotten over Mat Domno-
van’s dresser; and Mat {8 a prieoner,
awalting bis trle], in Clonmel jall. But
even if the druim were banged, se of old,
at tho Bash, behind Maurico Kearnoey's,
Jloud enough to awaken the Seven
Sleepers, how few would have rallied to
the call, compared with that day twelve-
month, when Mr., Lowe and his host fol-
lowed the procerslon over the suow-
covered road? For, In spite of Father

Haennlgan’s encouraglog assurauce that

the landlords thereabouts were not exter-
minators, llke eome he could name, the
crow-bar has done its work at Kuockna-
gow, Brummegem made sn attempt to
collect some hoys to hunt the wien In
the efterncon ; bhat 8o few came,
aud 8o littla heart did they put into it,
that Meary Kearney thought it was ooe of
the most melencholy slghta she ever be.
held, It rewiaded hercf poor Mat Dono
van aud Barvey ; and ehe thought of Me.
Lowe, and Rlchard, and Grace, and how
happy they ail wore last Christmas. She
remembered the tracks in the snow, and
how A:thur O'Connor had stoed, for
hours perbaps, in the garden ; and even
yet he dld not know that she bad not re-
celved bis note In time, and * what must
he think of ker?” BShe leant back In her
chair with & elgh of paln, She acked her-
self what business she had in the world,
and would it not better for her and every:
cne elso {f she wera at rest, As ber head
touched the back of the chalr, che started,
sad a falut blush stole over her pale
cheeks.

¢ Oh,” she exclelmed —1raw!ng back the
window eurtaln that ehe might have a
view of the old esstle and the iiitle ruined
church near {t—*’t1s a shame for me!”
And Mary gazed towards the churchyard
with her hend resting on the back of the
chair, It was & straw chalr, It was
Norah Lihy’ straw chalr—which poor
Norah bad left to ber idol'zed friend.
Aud bhow could she kit 1a that chalr and
not be strong !

She joined her father and mother and
Hugh at dluver with a smiliog, happy
faco., But still there was a gloom over
the iitle clrcle—1t wus such a contrast to
all the othoer happy Corlstmases they hed
known ; and it was a rellef to them all
when a servant came in to eay that Biily
H:ffernen was in the kitchen, and wanted
to see Mr. Hugh, 88 he was goivg to drive
Mrs, Donoven arxd Nelly to Clonmel in
the morning to vieit Mat 1a jall,

Taey found Mat quite calm, and pre
pared for the wosst, Bat a pang shot
through his mother’s heart whea ehe saw
bow thin and pale he bad grown, He
hed lived 2o long in the open afr, and led
0 active a life, {mprisonment waa telling
fearfuily upon kis strong frame. At
times, too, his heart would eink at the
thought that he muet stand before the
public geze aceused—perhaps convicted—
of a cowardly and disgraceful crime, But
hls mother’s sad face told him, more
plalaly than words, to bs & msn, no mat.
ter what might happen ; wkile Nelly, in
spite of all ‘her wild ways, utterly broke
down, and was supported out of the
prison, crylog and sobbing violently, by
Bllly Heffernan., They teld him all the
newe, and spoke of all his old friends—
except one, Hs longed to hear of /er, and
yet her name was never once men-
tloned, He did not ask for her—partly
because he dreaded to hear something
unplessant, and parily becanee he thought
she would rather not be talked of by him,
But he felt there was a want of sympathy
with hlm on hls slster’s psrt when she
never told him a word abont Bessy, She
spoke about everyone ehe cared much foz
herseif ; and becavse she did not care
much for Bessy Morrls, she qulte forgot
that Mat cared more for her than for all
the wo:ld, And to sympathise with him
lu this would be a greater proof of affec-
tion than the greatest sacrifices his eister
could bave mede for him, She told him,
over and over, what a good friend Billy
Heffernan was to them, aud how he would
drive them to Clonmel agaln the day of
the trlal ; and Mat was traly glad to hear
this. But why d!d she not spesk one
word of his darling Bessy ? Why did she
not love her for h!s sake 7 Billy Heffernan
teld him he had & letter from Hugh
Kearaey to his attorney, and that nothing
would bs left undone to prove his inso-
cence.

“I'm surs uv that,” sald Mat. “I'd
depend my life on him., And how Is ould
Phuil Morris, Biily ?”

“ Ag sonnd as aball, a3 he srys bimse's,”
veturned Billy, *‘I called in—"

“ Tlme {8 up,” sald the turakey, And
Mat Donovan was alone sgaln in that
dreary cell.

Ah, if Nelly Donovan had *‘called in”
to old Phil Morvie’s, and brought one
kind word from Bessy, how much better
it would have been for her brothor than
all her sobs and tears!

A week or two after the visit to the
jall Pilly Heffernan stopped his mule
opposite tha llttle thatched honse, where,
exactly a year before, he sold the two.
pence worth of tart whils waitlng for
room to pass through the loads of corn
that blocked up the street, afier leaving
the dragoon him on the road. The
woman of the house had becomer regular
customer since, and even whea she did
not want a supply of tusf, Blily often
stopped to have a chat with her, While
they were taiklog this morning, he ob.
gerved & crowd at the corner of the street,
around & yellow painted van, built on the
plan of those houees upon wheels In which
s tall lady avd a dwarf are usnally to be
seen, but emall enough to bo drawn by a
slogle donkey., Along ono slde were two
rows of lenses, llke burniog glacses, the
under vow low enough for the smasllest
urchin to peep through, and tha upper
sulliclently high for a full grown man to
view the wonders lnside without stooping
inconvenlently. A green balzs curtain
hang from a {zame la front of the glasses,
and was drawn over the spectators who
pald thelr half-pence, to shut them in
from the grzo of the crowd, The show
maa had a loud volce, and In & monoton
ous ting-song tone he solemnly announced
to the public that he was there by order
of Her Graclous Msjesty, Queen Victoria,
to exhibit his panorama for the {natruc-
tlon of her [rish subjects, especlally the
warm hesrted people of gallant Tipperary.
He then commenced letting down hls
plctures one by one by moans of strings
with brass curtaln rings attached to them,
desiring his patrons to “lock to the
tight” and “look to the left,” and they
would see * Napoleon Bonaparte mounted
on a gray heree,” and ‘Solomon’s
Temple,” and varlous other wonders, too
nnmerous to mentlon here; always fin.
ishing his descripiion of a battle by acklog
them did they not “hear the cannons
roaiing.”

“Don’t you hear the cannons roarlng 1
ha exclaimed, as Billy Heffernan pushed
bis wsy through the crowd, and stood
close to the orator,

“Oh, I do,” responded a voice from
usder the green bafze cartaln, in accents

of the profoundest wonder.
The showman, surprised and delighted

by #0 strong a testimony to the excellence
of his exhibition, fought the battle of
Waterloo over agalp, and sgaln aeked,
“Don't you hear the cannons ronring ?”

“0b, T do!” responded the volce agaln,
in & tone of still deeper worder and pro-
founder awe.

There was & broad grin on every face
{n the crowd, ex:ept Billy Heffornan’s—
ke not belog mach given to mirth, And
of courss the ehowman himself could not
for a momeat so far forget the dlgoity of
kis miselon w8 to sllow hls features to
relax {uto a amile,

“ Don’t vou hear the cannona roarlag 1"
he repeated, castivg a look f severe re-
proof upon nis andlence, to rebake them
for thelr levity,

“Oh, Ido!" responded the voice,

The curtaln was drawn back, and Bllly
Hefferpan started, and, with eyes and
mouth wide open, stared at the face, radi-
aot with more than humen feliclty, re-
vealed to hia astoniched gozo,

% For God ’Imighty eske,” gasped Blily
Heffarnan, *{s 1d youree'f, Barney ?”

“ Begob 1d is Biily,” replled Barney,
with a grin of Intenser dellght—if that
were poseible to a maa who had been
just viewlng Solomon’s Temple, and ll:-
teving to the cannors roaring at the battle
of Waterloo.

% Barney,” fald Billy Heffornan, ¢ "twas
reported you wor dead.”

“ Blily,” returned Barney—laying his
hsnd on his atm, and suddenly becoming
very grave—“don’t b’lieve a word uv

"

Bllly Heffsrnan never took hls eyes off
bima for an instant, appsrently dreadleg
that if he did Baruey might vanieh,

“Like him the sprite
Whom malids by night
Oft meet in glen that’s haunted.”

Heelizg his car suddenly at the door of
the thatched house, he threw the load
upon the ground.

¢#0h, what are you doin'?’ crled the
woman of the house. *“I don’t waut any
turf to day. An’ sure if I did idee’f, I
eouldn’t afford to buy & whols load to-
gether,”

% Never mind,” retnrned Billy Heffor-
nan, excltedly, *you can pay me by de-
grees.” Aad collaring Barzey, he pushed
him into the car, puttiog up the hiad part
of the creel and fasten'ng it upon hlm as
hle would upon a pig of lively propenal:
tles.

“Youp!” And away they went.

Kit, in the whole course of ner life,
never made the jouraey from Clonmel to
Knocknagow In such quick time, Ths
news flaw llke wildfire that the prodigal
had returned, and was safely caged in
Biily Heffarnan’s creel ; and men, women,
and children rushed out to sce him
and to speak to bim, befora they
had reached Mat Dosovan’s, But Billy
Heffarnan begged of them to keep back,
as his mind would not be easy till be
had delivered up his cherge to Hugh
Kearney, who, he hoped ound trusted,
would fiad meane to secuze him, at least
till after Mat Douovan’s trlal, So the
crowd retlred, except Phil Lahy, whbo
walked behlnd the creel as solemaly as if
he were following Barney to his last rest
ing place. The truant looked frlghtened
as they approached the houase, and showed
decided symptoms of a deeire to bolt, till
he eaw his mistress throw up her arms in
surprise, and heard her exclaim, “ O poor

Barney ! did you come at last1” And
the long-unheard * Wattletoes,” in his
master’s well.remembered volce, satisfied
nim that it was old times agsin, and no
mistake. So that Barney could not keep
ia a “harrco!” cf exultation, which took
rather the shape of a screech, as he flang
up his lefi arm and assaulted himself with
the heel of his right font, In & manner
which, from any foot but his owa, would
have been at lsast lnsulting. Anl, then
and there, Barney performed ons of Cal.
laghan's most difficalt and complicated
stepe, with a look of Intense gravity, which
deepened into a scowl, as he finlshed by
clappiog his foot flat upon the gronnd
with all his force, remainiog mottonlsas
as astatue in that position for bhalf a mia
ute, end then suddenly breaking fiuto
another screech, and assaultlng himself
with bis heel again, Barney thea
favoured all present, jolntly and saverally,
with bis old grln; and Tom Maher ex-
claimed, " Good agaln, Barney!” which
seemed to b2 the meed for which Baroey
bad been labouring, and without which he
would have eonsldered hls effyrts thrown
away ; for Barney took off hls hat and
drew bls aleeve across his forehend, with
the look of a man who had done hia daty,
thoroughly satlsfied with Tom Maher’s
“Good again,”

“ And now, Barney,” sald Phil Lahy,
“will you be good eaough to glve an
explanation of your disappearence, and
where and how you spent your time,
sluce you parted with Mat Donovan on
the deck of tha Liverpool steamer in the
harbour of Waterford 1’ Aad having
thua delivered himself, Phil cast a ** gantle-
men-of the jary ” look around upon hls
audience,

Barnoy seomed quite taken aback, and
evidently feared taat hls troubles were
befora him after all.

* Weit tlil he gets something to eat
first,” sald Mra. Kearney., “I suppose
ne's famished with hanger. Go to the
kitchen, Barney, aud I'il desire them to
geot you your dluner,”

‘““Would I doubt you, ma'am!” ex.
claimed Baraney, brightenlng up agaln.
“Thunder-an turf, Mi:s Eille, 18 id
yourse'f at all?  Begor, Miss Mary, she'll
shortly be able to ate a tuppeany loaf
over your head. An’ Masther Willle!
och, Masther Willle, {f you see the fine
pup I bad stole for you, but I couldn’t
bring him wud me, Four months ould,
an’ a3 bigas a calf,  Ie’d be as big as
Bobby. I see his father an’ mother wud
my own eyes dhrawln’ tember tin mlle
o’ground. But bad luck to id, I couldn’t
bring him.”

“Aund where did you find him, Bllly ?”
Mrs. Kearney asked.

“Lookin’ at a peep show, ma’am,” re-
turned Bllly He¢ffernan,

“On, that was the pesp-show !’ ex-
clalmed Barney, *“I never ses the likes
uvid, I'd rather glve a shillin’ to gat
won look at d than to splnd a shillin’ at a
races,”

“ What did you see in it, Barney 1" hls
master asked,

“ The whole world,” returned Barney,
with A look of wonder.

% But tell ue what youn saw,” contlnued
his master, hugglog himeelf in the excess
of his glea, “Tell us what you saw In

_the peep-show.”,

# Lok to the right,” exclaimed Barney,
in the solemn tones of the showmau, *aund
you’ll see Solomon's Temple—monnted
on a groy horee.” And hls master imme
dlately ran into tha houee to order & good
dinner to be set before Barney Brodherick.

 Begob, Phil,” Barney answered, when
he bad smacked his lps and wiped hie
mouth after the Balllnaclash bacon, ** "tls
il like s dhrameto me ; but [don’t much
care as Bobby came homae snfa, az that was
what was throubllu’ ma.” Auad Barney
dld look conteuied, and fn a very happy
frame of mind,

« Bus tell us where you went to and
what kept yon away eo long.”

“ Well, whin the steamer dhrove off
wud Mat, I felt so down-hearted I dida’t
know what to do wud mysel'f. Au’ne
Bobby wanted a rest, I walked upan’ down
lookin’ at the ships, There was wan big
wan full uv people, an’ the sailors shout-
{n’ an’slogin’ an’ puliin’ ropes, an’ womau
an’ childher roarin’ an’ bawiin’ for the
bare life, till you wouldn’t know where
you wor standiu’, ¢ Is that Barney 7’ says
s>me wan out from the middle uv ’em,
Au’ who wasid but a b’y from Ballingarry
side that challenged Mat Donovan to rlse
» welght wan day at the colllery ; an’
begob he put Mat to the pin uv his collar
the same day. So out he comes an’ pulls
me in on the deck ; an’ who the blezss did
1 seo elttin’ forninst me but Patherson the
piper playln’ away for the bara life. Thin
three or four more fellows that wor in the
habit uv comin’ to the dance at the Bush
med at me, an’ you'd think they’d chake
the hard off uv me. The divil & wan uv
‘em that nsdn’t a bottle, an’ I should take
a emal! dhrop out uv every wan uv’em
for the sake uv ould tlmes, as they sald,
Thia nothin’’d do but I ghould dance
about ; sn’ Patherson chauged the ¢ Exile
of Ecyin’ to ‘ Tatthered Jack Walsh > while
youw'd be lookin’ about you. Well, Poil,
vou know that’s wan of Callsghan’s
d>atles, an’ if [ dldo’t show 'em what
daucin’ was, my name fsn’t Bsrney. Bat
some way or other some wan knocked up
#g!n me, an’;my fut slipped on the boards,
an’ down I fell.”

Here Barney ecratched his head and fell
into a reverie.

“ Well 77 szid Phil Lahy.
pened you when you fell "

% That’s what I’'m thryln’ to make out,
Phil,” returned Barney, ‘“but 1 can’t,
Barrin® that I suppose I forgot to get up ;
for whin I kem to myae’f there I wes
ondher a hapa uv canvas, an’ Patherson
lyin’ o’ top uv me gruntin’ llke an onld
sow. ’Twaen’tlorg any way till a couple
uv sailors puiled ua out, an’ whin I stocd
up the divil a etand I couid stacd no more
thin a calf afore his wother licks him, S>
theca 1 was spionin’ about thryln’ to
studdy myse'f, when the flare slanted
down, for all the world llke as {f a cart
heeled an’ you standin’ in id, an’ [ was
pitchad head foremost, an’ was d—n near
dharivin’,my bead through the captain’s
stummuck, ‘Where’s your passage-
ticket ' says he, shoutin’ out loud ; for

you couldn’t hear your ears wud the wind,
and the eay dashin’ up agla the sldes uv
the ship, till you’d thick we wor goln’ to
ba swoliled afore you could bless yourse'f,
¢Waere’s your tlcket?' says the captaln
agin, seeln’ that I had my arwms twisted
round a rope,an’ [ honlin’ on for the bare
1ife, *Arra, what ’d I be doin’ wud a
passago-ticket P’ saya I, ‘whin I'm nos
goin’ anywhere.” ¢Come, my gocd fel-
low,’ says he, ‘I want none of your hum-.

% What hap-

buggln’, Haod me your ticket an’g»
below.” ‘I'm not a coddy et nil’
says I, ‘Lst me go lock afther
me Iitle ma’ ¢Ha's a stole-away,’
says the ciptain, turnln’ to the
mate, ‘That's what they'll say at

home,’ eays I, *an’ if you don’t let me
out, Bobby ’ll be a stole-away, too, God
help me,” ays I, ¢An’ where do you
want to go?’ says the captain, an’ I see he
couldn’t help laughln’s *Good look to
vou, capialn,” says I, ‘an’ lct me out on
the quay uv Watherford, an’ that's all I'll
ax,’ says [, * We have another here,” snys
the maie, platin’ to Patherson, rowlln’
hether an’ over on the broad of his beck.
‘That's the piper,” says tha captaln
‘ What are we to do wad’em ? ¢ Lot me
out, alr,’ eays I, ‘or I'll have no business
to show my face to the mlsthress,’ says I,
*You're fifty miles from Watherford,
say he, ‘an’ I suspect this {s a echame uv
yours to chate me,” eays he, Wud that
the b’y from Beillugarry came up a step
ladiher out uv a place they call the hoult
—an’ the divi’s owa houl: the same place
la—an’ he explained ali to the captain, an’
sald I'd ba handy abou® the cookin,’ an’ as
for the piper, If the weather cleared up,
he'd glve ’em & tune, an’ keep ’am alive
An’ that’s the way myse’f an’ Patherson
went to New-found-land. We wor home
together, too, an’ he wanted to keep up
tho partnershlp, we dld so well in Si.
John’s, he playin’ an’ I dancin’, Bat,
good luck to you, Phil, an’ let me out to
sea Bobby, an’ [’ll tell you all another
time.”

“ Just tell me, Barney,” said Hugh,
who had been listening unobserved to the
latter part of his narration, ‘“what aid
you do with the gun you were desired to
bring to Mat Donovan, to have the stock
mended 77

“Ob, for God’s sake, Misther Hugh,”
Barney exclalmed—showing such declded
symptoms of a desire to ran awsy, that
Blily Heffornan closed the door and placed
his back egalnet 1t—'“ don’t get me into a
hobbls about the gun,an’ I afiher goin’
through such hardship, Let me go see
Bobby an’ my poor ould mother, Sare
I'm bad enough, God help me.”

“I don’t want to get you into any
trouble about it,” sald Hugh, * Bat, by
telling the truth, you will get your frlend
Mat Donoyan out of trouble.” Why did
you not briug the gun to hiw, and where
did you bring it §”

*“"Twas all on account uv Peg Bredy,”
&ane;y ar:)slnelr%d moodily. “An’ see all

e throable I brought on myase’
alob uv a kfes.” ’ ikt

* Well, tell me how 1t happened.”

“T gee her f{;olu’ home by the short-cut,
slr,”” returned Barney, looking the very
plcturs of repentance, * an’ wint across to
meet her, thinkin’ 1d ’d ba a fine thing to
let her see me wud a fire lock on my
shouldher, Au’thln I wivt to help her
over the double dltch above the torth,
An’ as I was comin’ back I hear the bagles
glvin’ tongue, an’ the hare wint poppin’
through the nlue-scre field, an’ was
makin’ for the furze over Raheen, Thin
the hounds come on, keepin’ on the thrale
elegant, and the fust men I see toppin’
the double-ditch was yourse’f, and the

hunteman after you. 8o I stuck the gun

into & brske uv briers, an’ cut off to cee
the fun ; an’ the divil A wan uv me ever
thought uv the gun till the day uv the
harlin’, whin Kather M'Makon tould me
stwas in Billy Heffornan’s bog hole ; and
what use woulid td be for me to go look
for id in a holo that's as decp ss the top
uv the houee " ¢

“DId he tell yon who put it in that
hole 1 Hogh asked.

“Not a word, olr,” Barney replied,
%on'y that ’twas there.”

“ All right, Baruey,” pald Hugh, “You
may go see Bobby snd your motker as
soon a8 you like now. Let blm oui,
Billy ; be wont run away again, never
fesr,” he added, on observing Billy Hetfor.
pan’s look of alarm.

“Be my sowl, "tls runnin’ enough I'm
afther gettin’,” returned Barey, ‘‘Au’
that 1 may never die iu ein if ever [ put
a fat on a shlp egln, soyway, WILI
ride Bobby to see my mother, Misther
Hugh ?”

The permlsslon was graoted, and in 8
faw minutes Barney passed by the elde of
Knocknagow that was left at fall gallop ;
in bis excitement either not seelng or not
beedlog Ktt Cummins, who ran to her
door holding up & bottle aud glass invit-
ingly ; nor even seeming to notice Peg
Brudy, who, with the drsgeon, stood be
hiad ner,

70 BE CONTINUED,
PRIESTS IN THE
CAUSE,

THE AUTHOR CF A NOTABLE BOOK
BAYS SOME GOOD THINGS.
Catholic Review.

Rev. Eprror—Your prowize to heartlly
endoree some ‘‘eeneibie platform which
all men can stard on fa scling agalnst the
drink evil” will bave a wide 1:fluence,
E-e long we may ses the beglanlug cf a
«ful temperance movement in
Aweiica. Allow me, bowever, to disegree
with you when you say Father Llilot’s
hope, that the private may be induced to
take up the work, Is vaio,

The trflaence of the priest for moral re-
form i8 unique and immense In a free
country, The most brilifant etatesmen
envy his power to coairol free wills,
Temperaccs la America wlll wave its
trfumpbant banuver from the moment
that priests rally arouxd it ; but it would
be a “lost cauea” If the clergy of the
QOatholic Chaurch were forever kept In
reserve or in a eimply defensive position.

I do not mean to accusz Amerlcan
priests of veglect. They nre so well dls-
ciplined that they would recelve no credit
for rushlpg into a crusade against any
evil without expliclt ¢commsnd from thelr
superiors, The wise rod beloved mem-
bors of cur hierarchy bave mnot yet pre-
ecribed any extraordinary means to abate
the extreordinary evil of druvkenness,
Personally they are vehement advocales
of temperance, They have decreed that
intoxicanta should not be sold for charit-
able purposes. Dut bow J: even this
negative rule observed 7 Isnot its flagrant
violation In many places shamefally be-
littllog eplritual suvhority ¢ ls the epls-
copate atrald to cifend these who adhere
to foreign deinklng castoms? Ifso, how
much longer can the Church affyzd to
assume & genteel aad passive atdinde
towards foreign habits which paralyzs ber
efforis?

A euccemsful temperance movement
mus' be gradual in its resalis, but general
in the ctfurts of 1ta combined forces, For
fnstanes, tf the hierarchy should lnatruct
the clergy to unite their effirta with all
those who are of good wlil towards the
enforcement of the admirable law which
requires the closing of szloons oo Sunday,
a vast encroachment would ba wrested
from the liquor power In lees than a year,
The Iriends of temperancs, after
having once resl'zed thelr owa power,
would deem 1t an essy task to com-
piete the viciory, But some difliient
peiest  may eay that a  Catholle
cannot jrin any wovement which 1s con-
nected with forms of worehlp opposed to
hte, Trus. Bat why not expiaia your
position G in the mldst of your non-
Catholic  fellow citizns, who eagerly,
though,ofien eilently, expect your sssisye
ancs 1o some seusible temperance uuder-
takiog. Bsoutspoken. State what you
want, la nloe cases out of ten they will
do anytblug to accommodate you and
your conscience. Because they kunow
your power for good ; they will weleome
you, and even respeci you beyond your
expectations, Lveryiniag is favoranie,
If the DBishops and priests take the in-
{tlative In some determined and well.
planned move for temperance wa will
scon wliness such a natlousl outburst of
joyous graiitude as was never seen before
ou thia continent,

L am tempted to add somethlog aboul
‘“gensivla temperance platiorin,” but
knowing that edliors like brevity, I close
by thanklug you for your kind mention
of “ Handeufls for Alcohollam,”

REV, GEORGE ZURCHER,

Buffslo Plains, N, Y,

TEMPERANCE

Imperial Federation

Will present an opportunity to extand the
frame of Dr, Fowler's Lxtract of Wild
Strawberry the unpfailing remedy for
cholera, cholera morbug, colic, cramps,
diarrhmea, dysentery, and all summer com-
plaints, to every part of the KEmpire,
Wild Btrawberry never fails,

C. C. Jacobg, Buffalo, N. Y., says: ¢ Dr.
Thomas’ Eelectric Oil cured him of a bad
case of piles of 8 years’ standing, having
tried almost every known remedy, *‘ besides
two Buffalo Physiciang,” without relief ;
but the Oil cured him ; he thinks it can-
not be reecommended to highly,”

Mining News.

Miving experts note that cholera never
attracks the bowels of the earth, but
humanity in general find it necessary to
use Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild Straw-
Lerry for bowel complaints, dysentery,
diarrheea, ete, It is a sure cure, !

A lady writes: ‘I was enabled to re-
move the corns, root and branch, by the
use of Holloway’s Corn Cure.” Others
who have tried it have the same experi-
euce,

One day’s work for a healtby liver is to
secrete three and a half pounds of bile, It
the bile secretion be deficient, constipation
ensues ; if profuse, biliousness and y’mudicé
arise, Burdock Blood Bitters is the most
perfect liver regulator known in medicine
for preventing and curing all liver troubles,
NEvER ALLOW the bowels to remain con-
atipated lest serious evil ensus, National

Pilll’s are unsurpassed as a rem >
stipation, v il

MXuard’s Liniment cures Dirtemper,

(!
-
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OCTQBER 18, 1890,

Robin and I,

Once upon a winter dav,
As 1 sat forlorn aud sad,
Thiukiog, 10 & fretful way
vithe time when | was glad—
Hoppiog hgnily o’er the ALOW,
Cawe 4 roblu tuat I kuow.

On the window ledge he stood,
’”V«Nh abrighl, inquiring eye ;
Twas 6 compuct thuy he should
Always eall in persiog by
Just tovhow we wignt, pretend
Lech Wwenterinin o [ jead,

When I saw ray tiny goaat

Walting for vis dally eromb,
Dainty, trim sua seif possessed,
Never acunting 1t would come,

1 conld &lmort henr bim spy,
* Mistress, tood 1s senrce 1o day.”
And my heart made sad reply,
2t Asthe little dole I threw,
Nirange that one 5o poor as I
Bhould have store enough for two !
Robin, If the thing could he,
Would you throw a erumb 10 me 2"
Net a sonnd disturbed the hush,
Save my own fmpatient 8'ghe—
Robin to a nelighboring bush
Darted off without gooa-bye,
How ! you jeave me, faitnless bird,
A# I walled for & word.

Ah! I wrorged the heart of flame :
Throngh the tlience, sweet aud clear,
Fortb hischeery carol came,
And I held my breath to hear,
For thut aear familiar sirain
Woke my belter self again,

'Twas a benediction sweet,
Chanted in & forelgn tongue,
Like those graces after meat
3y the warbling scholars sang,
Where tue reveread customs hold,
Handed down by men of old,

Did T dream that, as he sang,
Bome ons entered at the door,
That some ehildish laughter rang

And sotae footsteps crossed the tloor 2
Who hath touched my lips with wiue,
Moellow julce of Auld Lung Syue ?

Suddenly the music ceased,
Yet the stlence breathed of balm ;
Artthou flown then, small hedge priest
Bomewhere else Lo raise Lhe psalm ?
“Mun, the Master flnely sald,
“ Doth not live alone by bread.”
= Glood Words.
—_—— e et
THE ANGELUS.
FROM Y FURF-FIRE STORIE3"” AND
FAIRY TALES OF IREGLAND.*
BY BARRY O'CONNOR,
Those evening bells, thore evening bells,
How many a tale their muosie tells

Of youth end home, snd that sweet time
When last 1 heard thelr soothing chime.

—Moore,

Who will eay that there {a not some-
thing touchingly poeticalin the subjzc: of
bells ¢

Chateaubriard, daseriblng thelr uee In
calling worshippers to prayer, eays :

“Let bells, then, call the falthiul to
gether, for the voice of man s not sufli
clently pure to rummon penitence. in-
nocence, and misfortuve at the foot of the
altar, Among the raveges of America
when supplicants approach the door of
the cabin, it is the child tiat belongs to
it that ushers the disiressed stranger
into the babitation of hiz father, So, if
the use of bells were forbidden us, &
child shou!d be chosen to cali us to the
house of the Lord.”

Another writer, referring to the
Auvgelus bell, eays: “The sound of the
bell iz among the most pleasant re.
minders of our afliliation with our
fellow men, We have often been told,
and can testify in our own case, that
there is nothing more egreeable when
detained on board a vessel welling high
water, than the sound of the Angelus
bell from the church in the distance,
Its tones tell us of one faiih, on sea a8
on land, and we are ied to join in the
prayers of those we eoon expeci 0
meet,”

Tiim, the country-town of Laat Meath,
is distant about twenty two wiles from
Dublin ; it is pleasantly situsted on the
Boyne, In the viciuity are the remains
of several castellated and monastic
buildinge, the most remarkable of which
are Trim Castle, on the bauks of the
river, snd the Abbey founded by St
Patrick, and afterwards built by D=
Lacy, Lord of Meath,

About half a mile from Trlm aze the
ruing of Newton Abbey, forming a grand
end picturesque object. The anclent
castle of the De Liadys, once the proudest
pile in Merth, Is now & mess of rulus,
and recalls forcibly the memory of lis
days of slmost regal eplendor, My pres
ent deslgn, bowever, is not to expailate
upon the architectursl beanties of Eeln’s
anclent structures, but bricfly to sketch
the sorrowfuluess which may scmetimes
gpring from the more recent rulns of
mud walled, straw-tbatched Iiich hume
steads.

About a mile and a half from the fam-
ous ruivs already slluded to stood & low
lne of cottages. The land in this neigh-
borhood was noted for its weslth produc
iny fertility, in the shape of abundant
Imrvests, But ruin and desolatlon we:e
soon to follow.

Cattle-ralsivg was comeldered by the
egent of the absentee Jandlord to ba of
much more lmportance than the raislog
of large femilles, Of course, the result
of this was that nctices to qult were scat.
tered broadesst. To those who under-
atand the feelings of an lrieh tenaut for
the blt of land and the little cot where he
first drew bresth the scene of an Irish
eviction !s calculated to have a most de-
preselog and heart chilliog effect,

It s pretty generaly admitted that
there is not a race of poople in the world
80 aflectionately attached to thelr native
oof] a8 the Irlsh, Even when driven from
thelr homee, so strong i3 thelr love for
the old epot that they will linger for daye
and weoks near the beloved econes of
thely earllect recollections, Thelr green
meadows, the dark mountains, snd tha
glorious torrents that gush from them s a
passion which they carry with them 1a%o
exile, Aud many have been known to
piue away in secret after their native hille,
untll, the malady becoming apparent un-
fortunately too late, they sought once
more the green fields and valleys amovg
which they had spent thelr youth, Just m
time to lay down their pole checks and
rest In their natlve clay forever, thase
hoarts which abwuce and separation from
the very eoll had broken,

—e
CHAPTER IL

It wes & calm and sunny September
evénlog, The aixr was mild and balmy,
A narrow lane, or borecn, branched cff
from the high road, which led to the row
of cottoges referred to. Over this bireen
was o leafy canopy. The elevated inclog-

f the path were tapgled by a prd-
‘fll::;o?: of wll‘:! flowers, such as the purple
fox-glove, with its falrylike cape, and the




