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LISHEEN

depths, and see things for himself ; and
By Rev. P.A. Sueeran, D, D countrymen what he thought of them. |

Author of y w Curate,” Luke Delmege,”
“Lisheen,” “Glenanaar,” etc.

Christ can say :
| forth ' "

There was a sudden tug on the rod |
that he had drawn beneath his koees ;
and in an instant, the instinet of sport

PART I
CHAPTER I
CARAGH LAKE
Certain travellers and artists have
said that Caragh Lake is even more | ment. He tossed the book aside, and it
beautiful than Killarney. Bat let that | jell into the water.
pass. It is enough to say that thiul thought only : * Wh

will Mabel
aud then he

lovely and tranquil evening in the late | think of her pretty book !
summer of 180 —, when the sun had goue

and all the shadowed places were dark
and tranquil mirrors of tree and shrub
the whole was a picture of peace, such | lake.
a8 weary men long for in troubled | strength to jand bim.'
dreams, aud tire of so quickly when the For the boat now was being swiftly
dream becomes a reality. And the
beauty was not marred, nay, it was em- | fish, which struggled gallantly for life,
phasized by the dark hlot of one shallow | and tore along the water to get away
boat that just now lay very still and | from the invisible enemy.

elose to the shore, It had one occupant,

kept a firm finger on the wheel, and held

can be still considered young in these
hot & when 2
quickly, and the wrinkles around the |

mouth gather so silently ; "but he looked
young, and the crimson glow from the
elouds seemed to add something to his
youthful and ealm appearance. His oc-
cupations, too, just now spoke of & |ghore. A long, lank body was crowned

stillness that seemed the external sym- | with a shoek of red hair that had never

bolism of his mind ; for he was watching | touched comb or brush, The red, hard |
in some unconscious way a salmon-rod | flesh of the chest was clearly visible

that stretched out beyond the boat, and | through the edges of the shirt that

was mirrored in a long dark live on the | gpesed out into a V-like shape ;
water, He was, again unconsciously, | bare legs were encased in a corduroy
smoking tiny cigarettes, which he rolled | breeches, that was slit by the scissors of
up between his fingers, lighted, and | time, until it hung down in ribbous to
flung away in some mechanical manner ; | the feet.

and he was, again unconsciously, read- % Hould hard, yer ’‘anner! Hould
ing from a tiny volume on his knees—a | hard, Master Bob,” he gasjed, as he ran
little book of three or four Russian | along the lake shore, now stumbling over
dramas, the first of which was called | a bouluer, now tripped up by a furze
“ The Power of Darkness.” The first | branch hidden in bracken, but wildly
two dreamy oecupations were compara- | gesticulating and erying aloud in bis
tively harmless. The latter was peril- | excitement : * Hould hard, an’ you'll
ous. For, certainly, of all dangerous | get him in the shalla water | Hould
amusements of the present day, that of | hard, yer 'anner! Oh | he's the divil of
reading is the most dangerous. If all | afellow intirely ! Pull,pull, yer ‘anner!
the graduates who passed through Trin- | There 1"

ity College during the last fifty years “ Have you the gaff, you fool 2" gasped
had followed Bob Maxwell's example, | Bobh Maxwell in return, as he tried to
this Ireland of ours would long ago have | steady the boat and call in the line,
been a Republic. For great power | The boy did not answer, but fled up the
streams out from those iron gates that | hill ; and in an instant the strain on the
open on College Green, only it divides | line slackened, and Bob thought the
itself, just at its embouchure into|galmon had escaped, when he felt the
the outer world, into three | sudden swish almost beneath the boat,
sections — that of those who read | and the rod was nearly jerked from his
professionally their Anatomies or Law | Land, as the line drew around after the
Digests, and pass into snug sinecures | fi.h, as it tore madly through the
ang become naturally and, therefore, | water. He bhad now to charge his
stubbornly strenuous supporters of the | tactics, and by main strength keep the
“ things that are ;" that of those who | salmon from rusbiog iuto deep water, as
sweep through the world, sowing their | the boat swiftly s'ewed around under |
wild nats everywhere and then settle ot

down into landed sinecures, and become
strenuous supporters of the “things
that are;” and that of those who, un-
attached to land or prolession, give
themselves up to thinking and study.
These are the dangerous class—the sup- | into the mud and shingle, and hid there
porters of things as * they ought to be.” | panting with flapping fivs and quivering
For if you leave college with the knowl- | tail. Once more Bob Maxwell drew out |
edge that a certain goddess was pulchra | the whistle and sent peal after peal
adspectuque  delectabilis ;  or  that | through the hills. He heard a far-off |
a ram goes by the classical title | ghout, and guessed it was the bare- |
of magister gregis; or il  you | legged boy who, regardless of his neck, ‘.
|

when the hais hlanchas en 1 a strong hand on ther d

thought, * to pull back, I'd soen exhaust
the fellow, Or if he keeps backing into
the shallows—"'

e strain,  Again the young man drew
in the line slowly, and again let it go,
as the salmon, maddened with pain and
fright, rushed back to the shallows,
until, after a long struggle, exbausted
with pain and fatigue, it crept slowly

1
[

i are a muscular Christian, what a| was leaping down the steep declivity.

i profane modern writer would call | In a few minutes the boy was up to his |
R a “ flannelled oaf,"—it makes not mach | knees in the water, wadiog towards the |
- difference in the economies of life. Or, | hoat. Bob Maxwell held up a warning |

if yon know that England governs Ire- | hand, and drew his line right up to the
land by * a whip and a sop,” and that if top of the rod, where fish hung limp and
you bend beneath the former and swal- | quivering. In a moment, the keen point
low the latter, you may become a | of the gaff was in the salmon’s gills, and
Bencher and a K. C. B.,,—this, too makes | the boy with savage delight, held him, |
little difference. But if you begin to | whilst his master loesed the hook.
34 read, first for amusement ; then to be in | Then, with a wild shout that came back
“the swim of things, you know ;" then | in savage echoes from the hills, he drew
to be hurried along the stream of | up the dying fish and flung gail and |
modern thought and tendencies, and to | galmon into the boat. |
become a dreamer of dawns and sunsets, “T'was a tight shave, d—you!" said |
and vast vistas that open up an imagin- | Maxwell, * What did [ tell you—never |
ary New Heaven and New Earth to the | to take that gaff home? Didn't 127
masses who groan under the weight of “You did, yer 'snner, but—"
i the * things that are "—ah, then, you “There no buts—you have the lie
become dangerous and possibly declasse, | always ready to your lips. Here jump
if you are not wise enough to keep the | in, and take the oars. That brute hs
new wine from breaking through the | a'most pulled my arm out of its sockets
skins of speech. The boy clambered over the side of
To this dangerous class Bob Maxwell | the hoat, ‘and sat on the thwarts, draw
was dangerously approximating. He | ing the two oars through the rowlocks |
had be:un to be troubled, not about a | gilently, whilst his wet garments soon
wife, although that interesting subject | made a pool of water beneath his feet,
did oecupy a share of his thoughts ; not “ Well, by Jove " said Maxwell, look-
about his health, although it was chiefly | ing :||lm|r|4|“:]_\ at the silver fish as he
for health's sake he was down here in | Jay, gasping faintly through the gills,
the Kerry mountains, camping out under | and at long intervals lashing feebly with
] that white bell-tent that seems like a | his tail. * he is a beauty. What will
mere tiny convolvalus up there in that Queen Mab and the Major say ? But
lovely valley where the fir trees are ; | you are all wet,” he suddenly cried, as
but about, oh, shades of Trinity, his | he watehed the red, wet knees of the
place in the universe, his work in this | oy, and the long
weird world, where he had only begun | corduroy dripj
to wake up and find his existence., Now | hoat
when a young man t
fatal questic
planet dur

allotted to

P s

i
|
[
|
|
|
1
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streamers of the torn
the bottom of the

sk the P'he boy grinned, and almost blushed

on this s unused to commiseration, and it

For, either
its logical
Jshmae

aside as an impert e, and tt I
hauat

A peasan su ! r v | \ T e d
ance and superstit A vice and me A 1 o Ve

lions ot yns of huma
to the lips in everyt that ¢ Maxwell approached

physically 1d mor legrading fall o, wever, he saw ty figure

dense, brutal type of humanity, through | ger ¢ t he

which re gleam | bilities of noble- | Ly, his cousin, was one. She r

ness that might satisfy the asp:

rations | came towards

of the most ambitious dreamer of a risen “ Look here, Mab,"” he eried with en
“look at fellow that |
hooked. Come here, you sirl
down the fisl

I'he boy approachec
i 1 fish on the flags.

nerally “Isn’'t he a beauty?

minal of such | Maj

and exalted humanity. I'he dreadful | thusiasm,
that seizes the
erful drama, his

and [
chief acior
magnifie
sell-¢

seience

others, and

and laid the dead

< hat are
1 with a er
and the author

What will the
unassoci
magnitude
wants to prove that, dee
the stagnant and 1 her vo :
ant lite in Ra “ Where is Tolstoi 2"
springs of npobility, that only need a v B ve," said Maxwell, erestfallen,
strong haod to spread abroad and sweet- | ¢ [ pever thonght this fellow tugged,
en all the land, and vour book fell into the water, 1'11
“He knows it," soliloquized Bob Max- | feteh it the first thing in the morning.”
well, as he held the book open in his “ I'm sorry,” she replied, * the book
fingers there in the waning twilight. belonged to Mr. Outram. It ean hardly

v say ?
clearly Mabel looked rather coldly

the

alid surface of peas-
1y ere are hidden

| M
“ This man—count, too, and nobleman— ’ be replaced, Father is in the sitting- | aud the sooner that decay is pusbed in-
had the courage to go down into the | room.”

then the greater courage of telling his ’ ion.

Yes the grave clothes must be unloosed | Maxwell took up the fish ; and, alter a

and the face cloth uufolded before a | few minutes' deliberation, he passed | ,
¢ Arise and come | through the hotel corridor and knocked | the things tbat ought to be. And thal
at the Major's door, l

Maxwell entered.
banished every other thought and senti- | a!
resting on a pillow,
He gave it one | sleeping, for he gave a sudden start as
Maxwell entered the room.

centred all his energies towards one | fellow!” said the young man enthusiasti-

down behind yonder hill, and left all the i supreme effort. cally, expecting appreciation here, | the generaticns of encomists, statesmen, | fora moment; and then in a tone of voice
sky orimson, snd when the crimson bad | “ A big fellow,” he thought, as be | “Mabel would not condescend to lock at | and philauthropists seem to bave left | that startled bimsell by its novelty, he
faded into pink as reflected in the lake, | allowed the line to reel out, whilst he | him.” | their ideas of human social happivess | gaid:

| his rod deep down on a level with the | agony.
“It will take all my time and suddenly strained the swollen foot and
it was now in raging pain.

towed along the shore by the captive | down there! 3
you disturb me? Oh h! Oh-h Bloody
wars!

Bob Maxwell contrived to lift from | Oh-h!
s young man—that is, if one of thirty | his watch chain a small boatswain's | you, you numskull—you and your d—-
whistle, and to ring out its clear notes, | fish,
whilgt he by room, or I'll strike voun!
“If only 1 bad some one now,” he  me Mabel, and tell her to bring that
liniment quick.
fish out of my sight.
You never
A queer figure appeared on the lake | d——!

silently, and went away.

Bob, I say!
and the  well—oh!
be d——to y

when you're better.
Marel was still there,

coldly, “he 1s in pain, and he bade you | o gt
bring tbe liniment for his foot!” | gentleman, an M. A, of Trinity College,

out into the darkening night, and, fol- | down amongst the Irish pearantry to
lowed by the boy, went up along the | study the economies of their wretched
white dusky road that passed across the

hill, beneath which was hidden the |
| deep, ferny valley where his white tent

was pegged in the midst of gorse and | and that Why? would repeat itself with
bracken, His lamps had been lighted | Such damuable iteration, that be took
by his faithful attendant
shrewd Scotchman, remarkable for many | #¢lf-
thing |
reticence,
nothing could d
but when be spcke he threw out words

that bit and stung; and he enjoyed so |
much the confidence of his master, that

the latter never resented the freedom, |
althongh sometimes he said things that as |
made Maxwell winee and rage in silence.
The pretty bell-tent
looked bright and fresh as a nightflower

down there in the dewy wvalley ; and |
Mauxwell thought, as he elambered down

the rough grass path, that, compared
with the grand hotel, down there vear |
the lake, with all its artidciality, its |
stuffy
heavy dinners, and stiff company, he had

this evening.

for a week !” said Maxwell, “Is tea | This will I do who have a realm to lose,
ready ?"

sliced beef and ham, the sprigs of fern |

| made the whole place a little fairy home

p down beneath | galmon, and said, with a curious cuill in |

“Between eleven and twelve!” said
to dissolution the better for the hope | his man. 1
Aud she turned sway to her compan | sud prospect of creating a fresh and | Maxwell returned to his tent aud to
wore vital condition of thivgs; that all | his thoughts. He read and reflected, re
Thoroughly chilled and dispirited, | the wighty men of the race were von- | flected aud read, uutil the dawn wind

| formists, that is, they refused to accept | Liited the flap of his tent, Then he un-
the thivgs that were, sud pushed on to | dressed, and slept ontill the morning
was far advanced, and the moon was but
a#s in the moral order the awvcieut | acloudy radiance fardown in the west.
prophets of Judea protested sgaivst When be rose, a daiuty breakfast of
their own surroundings avd gave their | salmon cutlets, eggs, tea, snd toast
lives in forfeit for that protest; and as | awaited him. There were po letters, no
they were succeeded by reformer after | newspapers, and he thanked God for it.
relormer, who perished on the gibbet
for au idea: 8o in the order of scieuce | the diteh, bis hands propped on his
l Aristotle was pushed aside by Bacon, | knees, and bis head on his hauds, think-

“Come in!" said a gruff voice, and

The Major was sunk deep In a soft
rmchair, one leg swathed in flannel
He must have been

* Look look at this | Bacon by Cant, Newman by his many | ing, dreaming ina kind of a half-con-

here,
. successors: and in the social order all | scious slumber. Maxwell looked at him

Major,

concentrated in the terrible struggle “Darby!”

of Socialism to recoustruct the fabrie of Darby leaped up,
buman Jives aud bappivess, or in the | yo,ice of his master.
effurts of some solitary dreamer like ‘I dropped a book yesterday in the
Tolstoi to get back frcm the standard | Lake; aud you must find it for me,
fictions of civilization to scme great | Would you recoguize it?”’

primeval model on which human lives “The thing you had wid you in de
might be fashioned. This brought | hoat? ' askea Darby.

The Major was writhing in sudden

The surprise and the start bad as a dog at the

t
t

“Yee-

said the Major, “put him
D—— you, Bob, why did

Oh-h! 'Tis a fine fellow! How

did you hook bim? Oh, bloody wars! | back the recollection of the lost| “Yes; I don't mean the fishing-rod, [ o
Leave the room at once, d—— | book. you know!” | ¢
]

the flame of the lamp, “a man of men, a “Well, run down L0 the botel pier,
living figure amongst clay puppets, a | loose the boat, and pull round to where
man with the courasge of his convietions, | we gefled the salmon, and wait there tor
who left behind bim all the luxuries | me, You should fiud the book some-

Don't look that way, but leave the
Oh-h! Send

“Tolstoi,” ecried Maxwell, ]nvwrin[.:i D rby grinped acquiescence.
|
|
|

And take that d——
The fellow stinks.
killed him, Go, and be
Oh; bloody wars!"
Maxwell took up the

amongst poor and became one of them- Darby chuckled with delight at the
selves, to study their lives and draw | jdea, To bealone inthe boat for an hour
them up to bigher mcdels and larger | or two, was heaven. e ran down the
issues. When shall we—2" mountain road, his bare feet throwing
e gruff Major called after him, But that thought, :uddenly interpre-
yme back, you sir! Come back, | ©d to bis reason by the very force of
1 didn't mean it! You know, | imagination, presented possibilities that
Bloody wars! Go away, and | wade reason shrink from even contem- “Ye cauna help seein’ it,” said Aleck
plativg the experiment. There was | “that is' if ye ken disteenguish it from
said Bob, looking in. | something tranrcendental and poetical | the furze and braken. First house
I'll call again, | about the Russian pobleman strijpivg | to the left, whin ye crass the burn
| himself of all bis habits sud traditions. | that runs docn to the lock!”
and going down amongst the squalid And Maxwell, enjoyivg the lovely
Russian peasantry to study their lives, | moruing, the fresh pure air, the sceuts
with the idea of transforming and raisivg | ot the wountain herbs, and the superb
them. But for an Irish landlord and | yiew that broke around bhim at every turn
in the mountain road, went forward, eager
to knowa little of these stravge people,
yetshuddering at the thought of coming
into closer contact with them. *“If one
could raise them,” he thought “but the
cost, the cost!”

He had no trouble in finding the
wretched cabin; but if be bad been told
that it was a pig-sty, ke would bave
readily believed it. Four mud-walls,
about five or six feet high, pierced by a
window pot quite a foot square, aud a !
| door so low ope had to bend ovesell
double to enter, supported a ragged
rootof thatch and thistlesbroken bereand
there where lopg leaves of grass grew,and
held down by straw ropes, or sugaus,
weighted with beavy stones. There was

a pool of slimy fetid water before the door,
Who ache pot, lack not, grieve not, save | where four or five ducks cackled proudly;
with griefs

| and from a neighbouring recess, so like
Which are not mine, except as I am | the babitation of wen that it seemed
man 1—

but a eabin in miniature, came to the

If such a one, having so much to give, | low gruntivgs of a pig. All was poor, |
Gave all, laying it down for love of men, | lowly, squalid—all but the merry little
And thenceforth spent himself to search | burn that crossed the road, sparkling
for truth, | gaily in the morning sunlight, and the
sweet, clean birds that perched every-
where without soilivg themselves, aud

unlucky fis}

Tl

Maxwell
Aleck the way to Darby’s cabin

“All right, sir!
“It makes no matter,
Good night!”

He passed into the verauda again.

“The Major wants you,” he said

And without another word he passed | Dublin, to leave his own ravks snd go

condition—why, that is unimaginable |
And yet, why?
The thought beceme so troublesome,

Aleck, a|upP the book again to distract him-

This is what he read:
“If one not worn aund wrinkled, sadly
sage,
But joyous in the glory and the grace
That mix with evils here, and free to
choose
Earth's loveliest at his will : one even

, but most of all for his habit of |
He was silent as a statue, |

turb his equanimity ;

now lighted up, |

bedrooms, carpeted corridors, . . gl . . .
Surely, at lasi, fa‘ off, sometime, scme-

the best of it, | where, 4 sang their little song of freedom and |
“Here, Aleck,” he cried, as he gave | The veil would lift for his deep-search- | happiness.
the salmon to his servant, * I had luck ing eyes, Maxwell looked at the place for a

Isn't this a fine fellow ?”
Aleck took the fish in silence.
“We'll bave salmon cutlets at least |

The road would open for his painful feet,
That should be done for which he lost
the world.

while, doubtful whether he would pur-
sue his ivvestigation further. The
place was thoroughly upinvitivg but
the deeper the degradation, he re-|
flected, tie higher the resurrection. |
He crossed the rough pathway; and |
Beats with each throb of all the hearts | bending low, he entered the cabin. A
that ache, fluck of chickens, that were feeding on,
Known and unknown, these that are | broken potatoes on the rugged and |
mive and those muddy floor, protested loudly against
here and there, the bright lamp, the | Which shall be mine, a thousand million | the intrusion. An cld womsn rose up |
camp-bed with its silk coverlet, the more | paintully from a low seat near tne fire ; |
white canvas that swayed and up- | Saved by this sacrifice I offer now.” and spresding out her check spron, she
dulated in the soft air, the flapping of “All the ssme, and everywhere the | sought to drive away the fowls, whilst
the canvas beneath where the winds | same,” cried Maxwell. “That divine | at the same time she curtsied deeply,
stole in, the creaking of the ropes, and | ideal of losing oneself to help on the i and looked at the unexpected visitor
the odor of a hundred country scents, of | common cause of humanity has been | with a pitiful face of surprise and alarm.
gorse and fern and wild flowers, and the | ever haunting the mind of man! There | Maxwell was astonished to see how
cooler air that blew up from the lake, | must be something in it, some echoof a | pertectly clean and decent the old wo- |
far-off divine revelation, once articu- | man locked amidst such uppromising |
lately spoken by God to humanity, but | surroundivgs. The check apron, which |
stifled under the ‘drums and tramplings’ | probably concealed a more or less
of the pations. What if I, 1, Bob Max- | ragged dress, the red shawl that was
divner, all combined to give him a  well, landlord and gentleman, the | crossed on ber breast, the spotless cap
healthy appetite, although now and | aflianced of Queen Mab, the envied of | that covered without concealing her
again the remembrance of the | my own class, should be as Sidartha, as | gray hairs— all looked quite out of keep
chill reception he had got from | Tolstoi—should break all the traditiovs | ing with the dirty floor and the black
Mabel, and the rough mapner of  of my class and creed, and go down | and rotten thatch, although they quite
her father did recur with a certain | amovgst the pecple to raise them up |suited the clear, healthy complexion of
poignancy and bitterness, sgainst which | unto a new cousecration of life?” the old and feeble woman. She would
he was not quite proof. The glory of the idea reemed to lift | have said ** Gud save you!l” to any
It was not the first time that he had | him above himself, until he began to | ordinary visitor, and prcffered a chair
experienced the capriciousness apd  think of all the sacrifices it involved, | but she felt that this was cne of the
fickle temper of his cousin. Her as of all thut it meant to himself and those | » gintbry,” and she awaited in silence
ishing beauty hardly compensated for | dear to him. Then his heart sank. To | his introduction.
her wiltul and most unjust changes of | go  down these wretehed | * Is Darby at home ?"” said Maxwell,
temper and attitude towards hir She | peasantry —ignorant, superstitious, sunk | abruptly,
played with s feelings in a mapner | in all kinds of soidid surroundings—to “ No, yer 'anper”; replied the old

| Because I love my realm, because my
The silent servitor pointed to the heart

table in the tent. It was a pretty pic-

ture. The little round table, the spot-

less cloth, the white cup and saucer, the |

of freshness and sweetness and delight.
Maxwell sat down to tea with a hearty
relish. The air, the exercise, the early

amoug

that would have revolted a stronger | wear rough clothes, eat plain food, sleep | woman, * He's just gone down to the
man. But Maxwell had all the weal or rugged e bear winter cold | masther, God bless bim ! |
ness ard long-suffering disposition of | and summer heat unprotected by suit- “ Why do you say, God bless hin
those wl are made up of generous | sble raiment—sbove all, to associate | said Maxwell. * Do you know him ?

I ple A ts. Nobilit) f whom he had always “ Well, thin, indeed, yer 'snuer, I

with the people

is very ed been taught regard as serfs and | don't,” said the old woman, never

ty « power, be § b X it s clearly impossi ! | set eyes on him a-yet. But sure, av ]

€ t ember Henee things were for beroes, and Bob | did, 1'd go down on me two knees to ask

v r¢ 1t « 1 hin Il could not bring himeelf to | God to bless bim for what he's doin’ for
elf | ery fore ) helieve that was of heroiec mould. | me poor )ittle bhoy i

i i 1 A Lest half | We he v ecast be compassionate This outburst of gratitude was in such
1 f ¢ hundr ¢ and  courte s conduct in future. | ¢'pgular contrast to bis own remorse of
i 5 such I t t h a pang of conscience, | the preceding pight, that Maxwell did
I I I te 1 ¢ ( er felt before, how he | ot know what to think., He then de
o free | reatec oor boy, who did his | termined to probe further to see how
1 o tl ¢ ( werely nomwinal com- | far it was genuive.
r 1 1 ¢mbered the oaths “ Oh, ecme nos he d, “I knov
o hrot ¢ vile names he called | Darby has as hard a master &
el v 1 e emptuous mavner in which | ground the | of the poor, 1
s New y ¢ ways treated him; and the | him curse Darby, and call bim all
« ence X imity, the long suffer- | of bad names !"
him perfe sible to ousin | ing of the boy d the wistful look in “ Wigsha, I suppose you did, yer
1 r He v ntering face under jower of contumely, | ‘apper,” answered the poor w
rea ingd of a hunted beast that pleads with his | % Sure I mustn't contradiet you. But
1 ¢ d eyes for some mercy. sure that's a way the thry has wid
where gre t , like “I'm a brute said Bob Maxwell, | 'em. Isuppose they are brought up to |
enchantres WOoo 1 to heights | springing up and rushing from the tent, | it 1"
perilous enoug 1 ves and only | “Here, Aleck! Is Darby gone?, s And then,” continued Maxwell, “he
to be trodden by t, but far re ‘An hour s said Aleck, who was | has yonr son out, day and night, in wet
moved from the valleys or the plains | smoking outside the tent. and cold, in the river and in the lake up
where the voluptuary content to re “The poor devil was wet, He paddied | to his waist in water ; and for all 1 can
He bade Aleck remove the tea-things | through the lake for me. Iwish I had | hear, he hardly gives him enovgh in
and refurnish the lamp ; and be began | given him a drop of whiskey!"” | wages to keep body and soul together,"”
to read, and read far into the night. ] gied it,” said Aleck. | % Wisha, thin, whoever was the busy-
“Did you?"said his master. “I'm very | body to tell yer ‘apner that,” said the
CHAPTER 11 glad!’ old woman, “would be better imployed.

Aud Aleck was much surprised, but
said nothing.

What have poor people to do but work ;
NONCONFORMI i
and sure Darby isn't made of salt that a

I'hat all the

What he read was this, “Time to turn in, Aleck!” said Max- | ghower of rain 'ud melt him "
gre "‘T work of the world has been done | well, anxious to originate some conver- “ But then his master ought to pey
by those who, discontented with exist- [ sation as adistraction to his thoughts, him decently ! said Maxwell,  “ He's a

ing things, sought to break through “Time enough!” said Aleck senten-

the crust of custom and establish a new | tiously.
order; xh:g purely human institutions | “When does the moon arise?” asked
have an invincible tendency to decay, l Maxwell,

rich wan, and he can well afford to pay
decent wages.”

“ Maybe your 'anner is thinkin' of im-
ployin’' the poor bhoy yerself,” said the

old woman.

be has, av ye gev him double the | his heart.
wage ’

woman,” said Maxwell, suddenly turn- |

ing the conversation,
in spite of himself. [

Darby Leary was sittiug outside, vear | well, watching the grimy timbers and | : .
rotten thateh that hung down in wisps | come to Awmerica from a little town in

woman, * and maybe we'll be able to get
half a ton of straw with Darby's wages
agin the winther,’

get it chaper than in the spring.”

would come our way !" | John

good, #n’ be said he would !
wait a bit longer, as we

up little clouds of dust as he went. the conversation
turved round, aud asked | deeply interesting to bim ; but the day
was wearing coward, apd be had seen
enough to give him material for another
evening
determined to see more of this strapge | and anotber volley of applause was
people, although be could not make up
the thought would occur : But how am 1
to raise them, if I cannot get a footing
amongst tkem ?
move the world, or to raise up any of its
all moral develcpment is on the same

great

these people altogether ; or has it been
checked by malignant influences ? Yes,

| What will you do, love, when waves

| first number on the prcgrem, a sweet
| old Irish love sorg, when Jobn Furlong dom in this land of promise to make
| singer transformed into an Irish cottage

| on with your spelling, Baby's asleep.”

| Oh, heart of mive, I'd still be true,

| «fices, and lesned over to drivk in

* But to tell ye the truth, & “What ails me ‘ut }nll," sald John Fup-
m atraid Darby won't lave the masther | loug, a8 the plaintive melody pierced
“Is it old age that is making
me soft and childish all at once ?
* You have a poor place here, my poor | uf'y, yery lonely now Mary,

For the poor make no new friends ;
He was touched | ¢ oh, the love is vetter still

) ' - For the few our Father sends,
“'Tis poor, yer 'anner, but clane,” | A, 4 you were all I had, Mary,

said the old woman, ':l try to keep it as |~ zjo plessing and my pride ;
clane as I can; but I'm old, and 1 have- | mpare'y nothing left to care for now,
o't the strength 1 had.”

| Since r Mary died.”
“The roof will fall scon,” sald Max- [ Dinoe ™Yy POOF ALy
Thirty years before, John Furloog had

rom the ceiling. | the County Meath. Luck had been

* 'Twill hould this year,” said the old | with him from the first. He had made
mouney and married money, and talked
money and dreamed money, uutil it had
taken the place of every other ambition
or desire that ever stirred his soul, His

* Half a ton of straw !” said Maxwell.

“ How much would that eost 2" { wile's constant maxim, *Get money first,

*Oh, a power an’ all of money !" said | John, and then you can get everythiog
be old woman. *The farmers do be | else,” never ceased to urge him on,
hrashin' pow, and we might be able to | until she bad lain down panting from the
strain of social compet'tion, and had
never gathered strength to get up again,
Her daughters, after a decent interval
of mourning took up the battle where
| she gave up, and an hour ago, as he left
the palatial brown stone mansion where
they were presiding at a bridge party,
Furlong wondered with sowe
bitterness what was the “everything

* Would it cost £ ?" asked Maxwell.

The old woman nearly got a fit.

* Five pounds ? Five pounds ? Yerra,
10, to be sure, yer ‘avper, por hall, nor
jvarter. Five pounds! Yerra, 'tis a
ong time we'd be waitin' before L0

“ Well, then, if Darby’s master is as

| good as you say he is, you shouldn't | else’” that money was to bring nim.

¢ | want a roof or thateh over your heads
and comforts of his home and went down | where along there!” | very long !”

“I'm bidding you a long farewell,
My Mary kind and true,
But I 1l not forget you, darling,
In the land I'm going to.
They say there's bread and work for
all,
And the sun shines always there,
But I'll not forget old Ireland,
Were it fifty times as fair.”

“God is good, yer 'anver! God is
We ecan
waited so long!"”
Maxwell would have liked to prolong
It was vovel, and

meditation. He was fully | The sweet old song was ended now

greeting Father Nugent, the pastor ¢
St. Malachy's as he rose to speak

“Now, why dido’t you take my adviee,
he began, smiling, “and get scme bright
young speaker forto-vight who'd have
something new to say to you? Haven't
I been telling you the same old things
over and over these twenty years? Stil
I know you understand that, like the
dear old songs you have just enjoyed,
ecret priveiple of strepgth and | the story of Ireland is always as sweet
vitality. Is that principle wauting in and fresh as the hawthorn on the fra
grant hedges at home,

“Do you mind the old St. Patrick
Days, and all the days for that matter
when we talked of nothing but bayonets
and guopowder and dynamite? But

) that's all over now, thank God. W

l”l" I:I\I I:I”'( ll“\ “l have gotten over exXpecting to save
. . Ireland by blowing up Eogland. Now
.“ '“ \ I l I:L“\h the Irish are cool and clear-beaded at
Liede o bome and abroad., We are no longer

B fire-eaters, or what is even
am 1 ersonified apologies.  Self-sh
our mest pitiable trait, and really came
from the old fear of being caught at
Mass or ut the hedge sebhool. The poor
Irish mothers lived in constant fright,
and the poor children were born with
fear and trembling in their hearts.

St. Malachy's concert hall was crowd- | Lheir language and songs and dances
ed as usual on St. Patrick's pight, and | were forbidden them. Every throb of
pretty Nellie Hyland bad just begun the gladness ceased for them, and it took
many years for even the glorious free-

bis mind to live their lives. And then

One needs a fulerum to

fallen. You canpot work from without,
All the processes must be inward ; and

lines as physical development, from some

that is the problem.
TO BE CONTINUED,

—— ————

WOorse
e was

“What will you do,
going,
With white sail flowing, the

love, wler

as beyond;

divide us
And friends mey chide us for being

quietly entered and sat down in one of them men who could lift up their heads
the ushers’ seats against the rear wall, | proudly with other men.
There was a strenge pulling at his heart | Now the old love of song and story
as his eyes took in the unfamiliar scene, | 18 being awakened ; the oid faith has
which the song and the sweet-voiced  conquered, and made Irishmen strong
and free, and soon the dear land of saints
wherein a young mother, leaning over a | #nd scholars will take her place, and
wooden cradle, sang a baby to sleep. hold it, please God, among the nations
A dreamy boy of twelve sat on a stool | of the earth.
close by, 8 book on bis knee and bis eyes | ** 1'm not going to keep you from your
on his motber s face. y programme,” continued Father Nugent.
“Now, Johony,” she whispered, “ go | " I just want to say that the old lands
| struggle is in good hauds to-day. The
“ Ah, wait, mother, till you finish the | men at the helm are strong and well
gong.” And then, moving his stool, he | balanced and capable. Stand by them
Jaid his bead on his mother's lap. | and be patient yet another while. God
has not forgotten the race whose loyalty
“Tho' waves divide us, ard friends may | has cost it so dear.”
chide us, { As the old priest sat down, a slip of
| paper was handed to him on which the
Apd I'd pray for you on the stormy | fullowing words were pencilled :
ocean * Reverend Sir—1f the young lady
With deep devotion, that's what 1'd do!” | who sang the first song on the programme,
will repeat it, I will give you my check
for £1,000 to present to her or use as
you deem proper.

Now he felt bis mother’s hand on his
head. His lids closed over the un-
accustcmed tears that were welling up |
into bhis eyes. ** What ails me atall 2’
he murmured to himselt as he looked
around shamefacedly. |

He was recognized as he turned, and
an usher bounded forward with apologies
and sssurances of a fine seat in front,
but Jobn held up his band in a way that
effectually discouraged thke man's good

* Respectfully,
“ Joun Forrone,”

“ John Furlong! It can't be John
Furlong of Furlong & Fields ! What
would he be doing here 2" said Father
Nugent hastily, as the usher stood wait-
ing for the return message.

“l believe it is Father,” answered
the young man. “Some of the boys
back there recognized him when he
came in and wanted to bring him
“What would you do, love, if hcme re. | down to the front seat, but he refused to

turning 20,
With bopes high burning and wealth for

every word of the song.

“ 1 will go down with you, then,” said

you, the priest,” and perhaps he will come
If my barque that bounded o'er foreign | up here and sit with me.”

foam Before he could realize it, John Fur
Should sink near home, what would you | long found himself scated beside

do? Father Nugent on the stage, and

So you were spared I'd bless the morrow

With want and sorrow, that left me you,  Will You Do, Love When I Am Going?”

I'd welcome youfrom the wasting billow, “Ah, well, if it does make the even

My heart thy pillow, that's what 1'd | ing a little longer, said Phillip Moore,
"

Nellie Hyland was singing again, *What

doi chairman of the committee, “sure, a
Al, where did they get his mother's the old song says, ‘a  stranger’s al-
song? And would these tears never | W8YS Welcome where the grass grows
stop? 1t was forty years since that day | 5TC¢™
in the Irish kitchen, and 1t was near) " God bless murmured the
thirty years since he had put a foot in millionaire, as he the little sing-
side his own chureh or mingled er's hand, at the close of the song
way with people of his mother's “You've raised m il irom the grave
A passing impulse bad brought ) in which it has for nearly thirty
the il tonight. He remer year
«miling at his man when he told him, a He spoke with such depth of feeling
they drove home, that it was “wondther- that the dience, th they dic
ful entirely howmanny counthries loved not cateh the words, ,“' re moved to call
the ould sod, Sure everybody's wearin upon him t_" repeat them, “A speech !
| the green to-day,” he said, *and I'm A speech!” cried those nearest to the
tould the Queen of England herself stage, and soon the whole assembl
gives out shamrocks to the army and took up the shout. “Speech! Speech!

John Furlong sat in a daze for a
moment, Then he rose, as if compelled
by command of the erowd, and walked
slowly to the front of the platform. He
spoke very quietly in a silence that
could be felt,

“My friends, in all this great eity
there is no man more unworthy than |
to speak to an assemblage like this, In

| all probability you will tell me so
yourselves when you hear what a
renegade 1 have been, | was passing
| your hall to=vight when I saw the
lights and heard the music and aimless-
| ly drifted in. I was a lonely, miserable
| man—how miserable you will perhaps
understand when I tell you that 1 have
not been inside a Catholiec Church for
close on to thirty years. But to-night a
little Irish song, a song my dear Irish

navy. Didn't ye notice, sor, how all the
flower shop windows do be filled with
| elover? They think its shamrock sure,
an' it's all the same if the heart is
there.” The man could not restrain his
joy at every bit of fresh evidence of loy-
| alty to the “ould sod,” as he always
called it i
MNow the audience was applauding the
singer and the girl came back holding a
| dainty ribbon-trimmed pot of shamrocks
lrhnt had just been handed up to her.
| This time she sang Lady Dufferin’
| beautifui ballad, “The Irish Emigrant's
1 Lament.”

“I'm sitting on the stile, Mary,
Where we sat side by side,

On a bright May morning long ago,
When first you were my bride.”
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mother sang, has raised the po
soul in me, and made the little |
come back after many buried ye
sit again in the Irish cabia v
mother who loved him as no «
ever did—the mother whom,
money maduness and greed, he
fully negiected.

“To-morrow may cover hin
with the cloak of human resp
avarice, It is not easy to ca
the ways of years, be they good
bat while the tender momories o
good [ ever knew are uppermos
heart | mast tell you—I who
the emptiness of all save
loyalty to the best that is in us

“[4 there any young man here
fresh from the old land, with tl
and prayers of a mother suill -
his lips and in his heart 2 Aret
and riches and luxary of the ne
already fascinating him and dri
the menory of the songs aro
fireside at night, the innicent
wholesoma Lgughter, above all
of parents and friends and the f
has made him fres? If such
among you, let him pause |
think. Can any man rise in th
estimation by being ashamed o
origin 2 You may not realize
but the day will coms when
wonder why you lost yourself
you got for it,

“Waeu { cams hiere Ualeby y
few of our people had wealt
tion. [ saw the power of mo
before [ landed ; the poor stee
sengers were treated like ca
fels like driven beasts, too, as
let out of the pen in which f

held while they proved thei
enver. | remember on the

sitting cold and hungry, becaus
was nnfit to eat, and watehing
food and other luxuries bein
upon the cabin passengers on
ward deeck, [ thoaght bitte
poor sick women and child
amid the foul odors below, an

a vow that, whatever else [ o

I vould gain mooney in the g

try [ was going to. Money

me the key that would onen
the goal of all earcthly enter
dida’t think of anything but

whea [ flaally began to o

coalda't stop. I talked m

thought money, dreamed m

macried money. The only r

sidered of any account was th

could make money.
wanted or courted was the
money.

“ H)w could I keep in toue!
lonely mother in the poor |
cabin wnen my wife was storm
and earth to be conside
blooded, and I had to play th
descanlant of a distingust
wellian [rish family 2"

“There was a little girl i
too, to whom I had pledged
thought 1 could forget her, b
did. When my wife died five
we both saw at last that o
been oue of emotiness and va
But she, at least remained t
faith of her fathers, and died
lived, a stauach M thodist,
howeveris Episcoplian, thes
claim, being much mors fasl
the Episcopal charca—sn yo
are worthy chips of tho old b

“I am ke gz you from
gram, and you are kind and
let a lonely old maa tarast |
his troubles upon you. [ ea
to you as [ would wish, fort
my heart choke the words i
waat to I you. my frie
would giva all [ have on e
frasn from the old sod th-nig
of vouare, with a chance to
start, [ wouald put manhoo
befora evarytniag, Taov a
couat i the

-

I'he only

at tha end. By way "l
th ) L in voa, and
1apoia N whida with
all voue 4

“Aad, no \ id
"Mz rann »
basida N1 1 will
hava 10 vin
hant younz lal
moshars soa il mads a
m

vin M I 13

1% p Vo X 1

1o )
Ly L 6h
am '
long, eagerlv,

Roeh Miss Mrzar
came o ) L [aw 1
after her wy e 1
signe lind. Shae is -
parish, Thnare is not a
soul that 1e does no

ymfort and encoHue I
is hare to-night,’ he add
Nellie to being nee to m»

Two ho ' 11

was walking

springing stap 12 |
boy Aad on aexs S
and his  wife, tha swe

golden heartac
M rgaret R
in the hrovn
Father Nugent was the g
Nellie Hyland was also
Walter Furlong, John's el
had been haptized that mo
to be married to Nellie in .

At nine o'slock thay all
M ilachy's whera a bangie
to tha whola parish by Jot
honor of the litsle giel, as
who had raised his soal fr
of darkness and despair b
mothar's sonz. — laresa Be
in Rosary Magazine.

S —
How to Treat Non-(

Basause poople diffar s
religion, is no reason wl
hate schem, They may be
as we ara. They ware
thair helisf and they thial

Wa <should pray for t
Holy Ghost may grant t
Wa shoald take occasion
Catholie hoiks to raad
plain to them our ralig
mora important, we shoul
them sen it in practice. 'l
love tham and do them all
is in onr power,

Taat's the way for us
Catholies. That's  the
converts,—Catholic Colu




