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The moon 1n heaven is shining
With soft and misty 1'ght,
While sleepa the earth reclining
Upon the breast of Night ;
In goiden splendors glisien
Valley and stream and bill,
As loae I it and listen
4'0 the song of the whippoorwill ;
% Whip-poor will, whipepoor-will,"
O'er slumbering hiil and plain :
“ Whip poor.-wili, whip-poor-will"”
Roasounds the sad relrain,

Deep snadows vell the thicket ;
The cedars, tull and still,
Like sentries grimly picket
The sky lioe o'er the hill ;
The fire flies flash o’er the meadow,
Where specires of white mist float ;
From out the pines’ dark shadow
Fiutters the plaintive note:
* Whip-poor-will, whir-poor-wlll."
Like the cry of a soul iu pain ;
“ Whip-poor-will, whi 'poor-will"
Eonoes the sad refrain.

The moon sinks low in heaven,
Toe song new meaning takes;
To erruis unforgiven,
Life's fatlures and mistakes,
Youth'’s high resolves forsaken,
Proud hopes, forgotten loung,
Btern consclence doth awaken
And makes her own tbe song @
" Wnlpipoor will, whip-poor-will,
wli‘or all that ;llfc gn-‘n 120 &rn.o“;l
hip-poor: will, whip-poor-will,
What hast thou brought to me?"

—Eugene Barry in Catholic World,

KNOCKNAGOW

OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER L'X,

ANOTHER EVENTFUL DAY, —* MAGNIFICENT
TIPPERARY,”

Another eventful dl{ for Knocknogow,
Bat there are no smiling facer, and mo
clapping of hande—except in grief—this
time, The cheriff Is out. Darby Rusdh
{s at the head of the balliffs, crying down
tears ¢s he hands out articles of furniture
to his as:lstaute, telling them to * take 'em
'asy " and not break them ; end actually
obliged to turn away hls head and have
recourse to a dirty cotton pocket kand-
kerchief, which he carries in his hat, when
he comor to & cradie with an infant in it,
or a sick woman too weak to rise from
her bed. Honest Darby’s grief is only
second to that of his master, who declares
over and over that it {s “a very paioful
daty, A very %ﬁulnl daty, A very
%lnlul duty. ut what can I do?
bat, what can 1 do ?” old Issac ssks,
Ard many of the poor victima belleve
bim. Mat Donovan was almost the only
person who uttered an angry word, Mat
Donovaa’s grandfather, ss we bave eeen,
pitched his tent on a heap of stones and
pool of water cut off by the road from
two adjoining estates belonging to differ-
ent land'ords, And here now is Mat
Donovan’s house, and the little garden
with its clipped bhedge, a warnlog to Irish
landlords to look lhnr to heaps of ¢tones
aod pools of water, lest by any chance
Irish peasants should convert them into
houses and gardens and then have the
berdibood to call them their own.

Bat Mat Donovan's little field, which
supplied him with potatoes aud oats, and
for which he pald a high rent, was not a
“ freehold,” and tho sherlff bas just
handed Mr, Ieanc Ponder a twig from the
fence and a bhit of stubble from the

ound ; and old Israc declares how sorry

e 18 to be obliged to deprive Mat Dono-
van of his ¢ listla garden.,” At which
Mat loeea all patience, and denounces the
agent as a robber and a hypocrite, and

ives it as his cpinlon that 'twas all old

sanc’s own doing, and not the landlord’s.
An unlacky epeech for Mat Donovan, as
hereinafter shall appear,

And now they come to Tom Hogan’s
A large force of polize range themselves in
front cf the houee. Thedoor Is open, and
Darby Ruadh enters, looking flurrled and
excited, as {f ho expecied to be knocked
down a’auy moment, He has never for

otten the lesion he recelved from Beesy
gd\mls'.s father, and has ever eince been
very gentla in bls way of doing buslnees,
particularly wherea women and children
are covcernad. Nancy Hogan is looking
very pale, but so beautifal that for a
moment Datby forgets everything else in
his admlration of ker. Her mother is sit.
ting upon sstool, quite calm, The house
1s soon cleared, ana mother avd daughter
walk out quietly., Darby is obliged to
have recourse to the cotten pocket hand-
kerchief, he s so much affected, He
thonght he would have been obliged to
uge violence, and s quite moved to fiad
Mire, Hogan so reasonable avd considerate,
Aund now Tom Hogan bimself waliks into
the yard, and won't see the police drawn
up along the barn—that bara that {s as
good ae Attorney’s Hanly's and better
than Maurice Kearney’s—nor the party of
soldlers on the road. Nancy covers her
golden hafr with her cloak and shades her
face from thefr gt za

“God eave you, Darby,” Tom Hogan
saye qnietly, as he walks towards the door.

Darby places his hand egsinst Tom
Hogan's breast, and keeps him back,

“I was feucln’ that gap Attorney
Hanly’s cows broke through,”” Tom Hogan
observes, “an’ I'm goia’ to my dluner,”

Darby Ruadh puehes him out upon the
road, The sheriff and subdaspector ex-
chacge lcoks and shuke thelr heads, Poor
Tom Hogan has that imbecile smile upon
bis face which 1s sometimes seen on the
face of & helpless drunkard.

“Good Inck to you, Darby,” be eays,
“an’ lot mo fu ; I mnet finish that job io-
day, as I'll begin the ploughin’ to-mor-
;.J‘v.7 There’s nothin’ like early plough-
a', )

Some of thosearound looked surprised;
but Darby Ruadh and Wat Corcoran
understood the state of the case very well.
Thoy have had repeated negoclations with
Tom Hogan to induce him to glve up pos-
sesslon, but he laughed at them as if it
were a joke, and never lost an hour in the
improvement of that little farm in which
hls “ heart was stuck.”

“Nover lose a day, Darby, whatever
work you have on hand. Thaat's what
stood to me always.”

Poor Nancy could hoid out no longer,
She flung her arms round his neck, aad
kissed his worn, hollow cheeks over and

over.

“'Oh father ! dear father!” she crled,
% have courage.”

“Coursga!” he rvepeated, starlng va-
cantly around him, “ who could ever say
that I hedn’t courege?  Hadn't I courage
to build them houses? . Faith, Naucy, I
slways had the coyirage at any rate,”

0 father |"sHe exclalmed, “don’t you
#o0 what's after ‘happentog? “Lot ua go
away.”

 What's efther bappenin’1” he asked
with snother vacant stare on the crowd
srourd bim, ¢ Where’s Jemmy ? he ex-
claimed suddenly, as his eyes caught sight
of the fixed bayonets sud red uniforms
bebind bim. ¢ Where ls Jemmy ? Jemmy
is the boy tkat wouldn’t let any wan lay &
band on me.”

And where is Jemmy !

He clutcbes bis musket at the command
to “charge!” and bls shout—clear and
thrilling as when the ball was struck to the
gosl nnﬁ Kuoocknagow had won—mirgles
with the wild burrah that rises even above
the cannom’s roar. The geaersl, sur-
rounded by his staff, watches anxlously for
wtatisto follow, The result of the battle
bangs upon that charge, For s moment
the bayonets fleh in the bot sun, as they
rush through the storm of iron hail that
tears through thelr ranks ; and then friend
and foe are lost in a thick, white cloud,
ard the thunder is hushed, And, ss the

whita cloud rolls away, the general's eyes
flash fire, as, ralsing himeelf in bis stizrups,
and flinging bis arm wildly above his head,
he shouts—** Magnificent Tipperary !”

The dey is won ! England ts victozious !

There 1s hot Tipperary blood gushing
out upon the thirsty plain ; and where the
fight was deadliest Jemmy Hogan lles
mangled and bleeding. Bat there is one
company of his regiment which bas not
shared in the glories of that famous vic
tory. It{is drawn up with fixed bayonets
before his father’s door at old Knockna
gow ; while the house in which Jemmy
Hegan was born Is being levelled with the
gn;ud !ﬁ @ ¢

agnificent Tipperary

Tugan Hogan looks wildly around him
now, He {s startled by a lond crashing
sound that seemed to come from the yard,
It was the firet crush of the crow-bar
through the wall of the dear old home,
Acd it went right through Tom Hogan’s
heart, and broke it !

Tom Cary, the carpenter, caught the

oor o!d man in his arme as he fell sense-

esa to toe ground,

“Let us brivg bim up to my house,
Tom,” said Mat Donovan, “till he comes
to himse'f.”

“ Wouldn’t 1t bo betther,” returned
Tom Cary, “to bring bhlm down, se
they’re all goin’ to stop wud me for &
start, an’ have him settled In the bed be.
or? 'ho sees any more uv what’s goln’
on

¢ You're ﬂqht, Tom,” sald Mat ; “that’s
the bect way.”

They lifted poor Tom Hogan upon
their shoulders, and bore him away,
followed by his wife and daughter weep-
ing bitterly, but silently.

Half of Knocknagow s swept from the
face of the earth. There is one more
house, a little higher up the hill to be
pulled down, and then the day’s work
will be completed, ’'Tis easlly done. The
walls are of clay, and the roof of sedge
from the bog ; and nothing to be thrown
out but an old wooden bedstead with a
slanting roof like & house, a table and
block of bogwood, a pot and an old gallon,
two white plates and a yellow jug. The
mule’s crib end the antediluvian elk’s

horns are fixtures, and he must seek for
them among the rulne to.morrow if he
wants them,

But he does not want them, He {s not
thioking of them, or of anything elee be.
looglng to him ; or of himeelf. He 1s out
in the bog “cutting a sod.”” He has
found & emooth, soft patch of green
among the heath, and carefully marklng
out what he required—having measured
the length and breadth with his feet—he
commences cuttiog 1t with hia spade;
rolilng it up like a thick carpet as be
goes on, Heellog his car close to it, he
geta in the roll of greensward with some
difficulty, ueing blsspade asa lever. And
then, after looking at the brown, spongy
turf, which he has stripped of its emerald
covering, he lles down at full length upon
it, with his face upon bis arms, and wishes
with all his heart that a eod might grow
over him. For the long-dreaded calamity
has come at last, Norzh Lahy s dead.

Tols {s Tuesday. Oa Sunday morning
Hounor Liahy sent for him, He had only

left the old house with the steep roof an
hour or two before, to prepare for Mass—
having epent the whole night eitting in
the chimney-cornar, cn the bench, where
ke uced to sit and play ““ Auld Lang Syne”
for her. Aad now he s prepared for the
worst a3 he softly opens her room door.

Mary Kearney s reading the Litany ;
and Nelly Douovan kneels behind her,

kissing a palr of embroidered ellppers,
upon which her tears are falling thick and
fast. Norah has *left” her slippers to
Nelly Donovan, Honor Lahy stands at
the head of the bed, watching, watching.
A falnt smile ripples for an instant over
the dying glrl’s lips, and the poor mother,
bending down, holde her ear close to
them ; and then turning quickly round
eoes that Bllly Heffornan is standing in.
side the door, Norah wishes Biily Hef.
fernan to lay his hand upon her forehead,
and keep it there, Mary Kearney whis
pers to her elster Ellle, who leaves the
room, and soon returns with the *‘blessed
candle ;" and as she haa left the door open
Phil Laby is scen kneellng outside. Hls
wife beckons to him—poor Norah's lips
bave agaln moved—and he stands up and
timidly approaches the bad, as {f he feared
to be reproached for all the sorrow he had
caused her, But he ls welcomed with a
fond, fond look, And dropping upon bis
knces, Phil Lahy forms the resolution to
make a promise that skall never bo broken
or evaded ; a promise that she never asked
him to make, becanse (he used to eay) she
knew his constitution required *a little
nourishment ;" but he knows now that it
was because she feared he would not have
the strength to keep it.

Mary places the lighted candle In the
dylng girl’s hand, keeplng the wasted
fingers clesed upon 1t,

“1 b'lleve she s gone,” said Honor, In
a low tone, and with a look of the most
Intente anguish, O Norah, Norab, are
you gone from me at last " But the
eyelids quivered, and again the lips
trembled for a moment, and then settled
Into » smile of heavenly sweetness. The
smile brightened over the whole
face, as if a sunbeam bad fallen
upen {t. At the moment the old linnet
in the window begaa to sing ; and they all
thought that her soul lingered to lsten to
the low, sweet sorg that had so often
made her glad.

As the song of the llbnet ceased, her
bosom heaved once ; and Norah Laby was
among her kindred angels,

Father M'Mahon *himeelf” came to

tay Mass the day of the fuaeral. And

how his heart was torn to see the ruined
homes of Tipperary, on every side, as he
dismounted from his horse under the
beech-tree. And when the wall of the
outcasts was heard smid the crash of fall-
ing roof trers and the tramp of armed
men, Honor Laby said she was glad her
dnll‘ng was gone before that sorrowful
day ; “ for "tls she’d ba sorry ta see the
nelghbours in trouble.” Bat in spite of
all thelr trouble they attended her wake ;
and many stcod round her grave who had
to le by the cold ditch.slde that night, or,
with burning hearts, bend thelr steps to
the hated poor: houee,

The grave was filled up, and the clay
heaped over it and beaten into shape by
Mat Donovan aud Tom Msher, Then
Mat went to a corner of the churchyard
to get some green sods to cover it; but
Billy Heffornsn touched him upou the
shoulder, and Mat went to the mule’s car
and thrast the handle of hisspade through
the roll of greensward from the bog ; and
Blily, taking hold of the end of the spade
bandle, they carry the sod, and lay it
gently on one end of the grave, Then it
{s unrolled, and the cold clay is wrapped
in a mantle of green. Poor Honor Liby
felt happy, snd thought her darling’s
sleep would be the sweeter for that frech
green mantle,

¢ Would I doubt you, Billy !” she mur-
mured, wiplng the tears from bher bot
eyes,

Then the people knelt down, and cffered
up the customary short prayer; and the
churchyard was deserted except by four
mourners,

“Bllly,” sald Pbll Lahy, “she got you
to take the pledge 1"

“She did,” he replled ; “ God knowe
what might become uv me on’y for ber.”

* Well, she never sxed me to do that;
because she couldn’t find id in bher heart
to be hard on me, Bllly, Bat I'll pro-
mise her now.” He knelt down at the
foot of the grave and took cff his bat.
His wife thought to interrupt him, but he
motloned her back., * Norah, I promlse
you,” eald he ; and then got up from his
knees,

Billy Heffernan Iingered at the atile,
and looked back.

“Come, Billy,” eald Nelly Dounovsn,
“you msy as well come ——"” She was
golng to say * home,” but checked her.
self. Bllly Heffarnan had not home.

% Nelly,” returned Billy Hiffornan, “I
was dead fond uv her.”

“ Every wan was fond uv her,” mid
Nelly Donovan, putting her arm in bis
and drawing him away.

There was not a roof for miles around
under which her name was not mentioned,
tenderly and sorrowfully. And the tesrs
sprang into the eyes of many & poor exile
far away, on coming to the words,  Norah
Lahy is dud," in the letter from home,
Bat, perhaps, nothlng spoken of her was
most truly pathetlc, or showed more
clearly how much they all missed her,
than a remark of Barney Brodberick’s, as
be sat by the turf fice that roared up ths
v;lde chimney in Maurice Kearney’s kit-
chen,

“ Ah ! poor Norah !” exclaimed Barney,
ralaing bis head from his knees, upon
which it had been resting for a full hour
before. “ Ab! poor Norah—she'll never
sit in a chair agaln.”

¢ Now, Anne,” sald Hugh Kearney,
encireling his elster’s walst with bis arm,
and bending over her, half playfully, and
half eerlonsly—**1s not this rather a sud-
dea resolution you have taken, to go to
the conveunt at ouce? You reslly ovght
to reflect for a long time before you take
80 serfous a etep "’

It {s not a sudden notion,” she replied,
“I am a lorg time thinking of it.”

“ Bat ls there any particular reason
that makes you wish to go just now 1”

% Nothing, I trust acd belleve, but a
sense of duty and the love of God,” she
answered calmly and fiemly.

“ Oh, I'll eay no more,” ha replied,
feoling somewhat awestruck, * But you
don’t know how much we ell shall miss
you, and particulatly Mary.”

“Oh, I know it very well, Hugh,” she
excialmed, the tears streaming dowa her
cheeks ; and, as she flang her arms round
bis neck, he felt her heart swell as if it
were bursticg. There was a knock at the
door, and he was called out.

Mat Dsnovan was standlag at the little
ate,

e I came In by the stlle,” eald Mat, “ as
I'd ratber not meet the boys an’ glrls,
Bat I couldn’t bring myse’f to go wudout
seeln’ Blily Heffernan, Neothin’’d plase
him but to put up somsa soart of a shed
on kis own turbary an’ sleep In the bog,
where, he eays, he can feel hlmse’f Inde
pendent, I’m runnin’ over the short cut
to him ; an’ wlill you tell Barney to have
the acs an’ car ready about eleven o’clock,
an’ we can slip away.”

“ Very well, Mat, I’ll see that Barney is
ready. I need not tell you that I am

sorry to part with you.”

“Say no more, sir,”” returned Mat,
grasping at her hand. ¢ An’ if my
mother or Nelly Is in want of a frlend, I
koow you’ll be & friend to ’em.”

Before Hugh could reply, he crossed
the little garden and dlsappesred behind
the laurels, The emigrant girl’s words,
when ehe ran in to take her leave of them
that stormy winter nlght—*“ God be wud
you, Mat, ’tls many’s the time we danoced
together at the Bush "—oceurred to him ;
and, looking carefully around to sea that
he was not cbserved, he pressed his lips to
the trunk of the old hawthorn tree.
“ Ah !” sald he, *“ the graes ls growln’ all
around Id already ; an’, I'm afeared, ’ils
long till ’twill feel a light foot again,
God be wud ould times ; ’tls terrible to
think uv the chacge,

The night was not very dark, and, as
he crossed the road near where the hook-
nosed steed came to grief, be encouuntered
Mr. Beresford Pender and Darby Ruadh,

* Is that Donovan? I'd like to know
what bricgs you here at this hour of the
night ”” exclalmed Beresford in his big
volce ; but he selzed Darby Ruadh by the
arm, and got behind him.

“1 don’t see what id s to yeu,”
retarned Mat; *“but, if you want to
know, 'm goin’ down to look for Bllly
Heffernan at hls turbary. I b’lieve you
know he hasn’t a house now,”

Bllly Heffornan was not at the place;
and, after walting for some time, leantng
against the bank where poor Mick Brien
had his dream, that never to-be-forgot.
ten night, when Bessy Moxrls sat for an
hour {n the little old chair, and he accom.
panied ber home as far as the llttle stream
whbere Billy Heffornan’s mule always

stopped to drlok, Mat retraced his ateps

by the abort eut to his own house, He
found Rarney, with his donkey and cart,
at the door ; and, after placing a deal box
in the cart, ne waved his band and deticed
him to drive on,

He came up with the cart at the hill
near Phil Morrle's, and Birmey was enr.
prised to see bim turn towards the woodea

ate under the old bawthorns, and rest

is forehead upon it. Hls last parting
with Beesy was not one which he could re-
member with pleasure, and now he longed
for a kind word at least. Beamsy bad re-
celved bim with studied coldness, and as
he was walking away with a bhesvy heart,
through the liitle boreen, Peg Brady over-
took him, and placed an open letter in
io his hand, He read it without knowing
what he was dolng till he came to the sig-
nature, when he started aad read it over
sgain. When Peg saw the colpur fade
from his cheek, she got frightened, and
said that there was some mistake,

**No, Peg, no,” said he, returning her
the letter. ¢ But 'tlen't right, I thiak, to
be showin’ & girl's letter that way.”

“I'll give id back to him,” returned
Peg. “1on’y wanted to have a langh.”

Mat Donovan looked around bim,
seemirg quite bewlldered, like & man that
had lost bis way.

“Sure, why wouldn’t eshe meet him, or
apy wan elee she’d like to meet,” he sald.
¢ But to be sayln’ she hated the s'ght uv
him, an’ that he was mane and cowardly
to be ta'kin’ of her as he was! I nevex
thought Bossy had the two ways in her
before.”

Peg Brady wished that Mat would give
up thinking of Beesy Morrls, She didn't
like to see bim * making & fool of him-
self.” Butin the matter of the lettor she
feared she had gome too far. And, in
fact, if It weze mot for that letter Mat
Donovan would in all probability never
have been able to make up his miud to
go to Amerlca, It was a short note to
the dragoon, telllog bim ehe would meet
bim at the hour and place appolnted, and
couched in rather friendly terms. But
Peg—who with Kit Cummias had got up
a little party of sympathisers with the
dragoon, who pronounced Bessy’s treat.
ment of him ¢ a shame "—lugpnuod the
fact that the letter was an old onme, writ-
ten when she was In Dublin.

“Ah! Bessy !” he thought, “you had
no right to thrate me that way ; for well
you knew— though I never tould you sc—
that I'd lay down my life for you.”

“Is 1d tired you are, Mat?"’ Barney
asked, “If 1d fs, eit up. Don’t be
afeard uv Bobby; for, be herrins, I'd
keep up to the mail coach every fut uv
the way,”

“No, Barney, no.
Fire away !”

And Mat Donovan twizled his stick,
and drew himeelf up to his full helght,
and stepped out, asif his hesrt were as
light as a fcather,

CHAPTER LX.

BURGLARY AND ROBBERY,—MAT DONOVAN
A PRISONER —BARNEY DISAPPEARS —
MR. SOMERFIELD AND ATTORNEY HANLY
APPLY FOR LEASES, AND OLD ISAAC
DREADS THE CONSEQUENCES,

Me, Sam Somerfield, J. P., with two
policemen on his car, drove furlously up
to Welllngton Lodge. Other mag!istrates
arrived soon after, and in the course of an
hour or e0o quite a little army of police
were on the spot, Mr. Beresford Pender
described, in a tremendous volce, the par-
ticulars of a most daring outrsge which
had occurred the night before, Welling-
ton Lodge had been entered by a band of
armed men. Two of them tied Mr, Isaac
Pender with ropes, and carrled away all
the money he bad in the house, The
robbers were 8o dieguised, the old gentle
man could not recognize them, but he had
his snspliclons, particularly of the tall man,
who held a pletol to hls head while an-
other waa breaking open the desk In
which he kept his money. Acrd mostun.
fortunately he had a cons'derable sum
just recelved from Maurice Kearney and
cther teaants of Sir Garrett Butler, The
police were sent to scour the country fa
all directlons; snd by some chance the
cover of a letter directed to Mr., Pender
wae found on the briuk of & deep, tquare
hole in the bog. Beresford remembered
immediately that he had met Mat Dono
van near that place at an unsessonable
hour the nignt before. The bog-hole was
drained, and the box in which the money
was kept was found at the bottom, empty
and with the lock broken. The man who
handed up the box, feellng something
hard under his feet, thrust his hand down
into the soft mould, and held up a long
gun, to the great astonishment of Mr,
Beresfcid Pender and Darby Ruadh. It
was at once recognized as Maurice Kear-
pey's, for whom a policeman was imme-
dlately  dispatched, Mr. Kearney
scratched his head, and In reply to ques-
tions put to him by the maglstrates, said
the gun usually hung in the kitchen, and
was ssldom taken down except to shoot
crows ; that hla son the doctor broke the
stock durlog the hard frost at Chrlstmas,
and that he gave the gun to Wattletoes to
bring to Mat Donovan to be repaired, as
he, Mat Donovap, could do it as well as a
guusmith, That’s the last he saw of the

I'd rather walk,

un,
85 Where {8 Mat Donovan " Mr, Somer-
field asked.

To the eurprlee of all present Hagh
Kearney said he beileved Mat Donovan
was gone to America, He had been seen
late the night before in the bog. The
whole affsic looked very susplcious, the
maglstrates said, Then it was asked
where was the pereon called Wattletoes 1
He had gone with Mat Donovan as far as
Waterford, The maglstrates exchanged
looks, and retired to consult as to what
should be done. The country wasin a
very bad state,

Oa the evening of the following day a
pollcemen led Bobby and his blue cart up
to Maurice Kearney's hall-door. The
whole famlly ran out greatly surprised,
and under the impression that poor Bar-
ney was a prisoner and in jall, Bat the
policeman informed them that the ass was
found tled to a post on the quay of
Waterford, and that Barney could not be
found, or any lntelligence of him learned.
This was still more asionlshing, and Hugh
began to feel really uneasy. But his
mother consoled herself with the reflaction
that in probablilty Barney was in hot pur.
suft of a Panch.and Judy while the police
were searchlog for him,

* What do you think, Hugh {"” Mary
asked avxlously.

*I really belleve there 1s a plot of some

kind,” be replied, *“Butas yet I esn’t
imagine what the objact of it may be.”
The next Saturday Billy Heffernan was
loddln’ behind bis mule sfter selling the
rl-t pen’orth of bis creel of turf, when s
hsod was laid npon his shoulder. It was
the dragoon, whom Billy had often met
slnce the n'ght ha mistook his burnihed
helmet for s crock of gold et old Phil
Motrle's ; ;ud wlhom be had come to de-
splse very heartily.
P How’lu ye all io Kaockpagow ?” ke
ssked, with a8 mean, shame faced lock, ae
if he felt he was desplsed, and deserved

to be. =

“ All well, eo far as what's left uv ue,
Bllly observed.

“Will you tell Kit Cummins that I'll
be out before to-morrow weak ; I'm only
Iu!tlnq for a new suit of clothes to be
made,” He wasdresed in plsin clothes
now, and wot at all the fine, soldierly-
looking fellow he was when Biily Heffer-
pan first made his acquaintance.

“Kit was at the safe side of the road,”
returned Bllly ; “so she’s there yet. r
tell her. Yo-up! Kit.” And he walked
on s if he wished to get rid of the ex-.
dragoon. He pulled up the collsr of his
ratteen riding coat to shelter himaelf from
the rain, which a keen wind was drivin
straight in bis face, “ Begob,” muttere
Bllly Heffornan, as be breathed upon the
tips of bls numbed fingers—the weather
being unusually cold for the season of the
year—* begob, when they wor makin’ the
winther, they forgot to put these daye in
ld »

“God save you, Bllly.”

He started, and opened bls eyes in mute
amazement,

It was Mat Donovan, handcaifed be-
tween balf-a dozen policemen, who as
well as their prisoner were drippleg wet
and covered with mud after a long march.
Biily left his mule to ehifs for himeelf, and
ran back after them.

* Let me spake to him,” sald he to the
constable, imploringly.

¢ What do you waut to say to bim 1"

“Well,” he replied, bolding bis head
close to the copstable’s ear, as ne walked
by his eide, * just to say s word about &
girl he’s fond uv.”

% Halt,” crled the constable, who hap-
pened to be fond of a glrl bimeelf. ‘ Let
us stand in the ehelter for a miunit to
draw our breath, Come now, say what
who have to eay at once.”

Bat poor Blily Heffernan wes so over-
come when his eyes rested on the ircn
handcuffs around his friend’s wrists, he
could ssy nothing at all.

% They tell me, Billy,” eald Mat, ina
mild, sad tone, * that I'm charged wud
robbery. I wae taken in Liverpool.”

#So we heard last might,”” returned
Blily.

% But, Bllly, do any uv the neighbours
suspect me "

“'The divil a wan,” Bllly answered with
aoimation. “I was in at ould Phil’s yis
therday, an’if you hear the way Bessy
spcke uv you. She said she'd depind her
life on you, and that you wor the sowl
uv honour.

% DId she, Bllly ?” rejolned Mat Dono-
van—and his eyes gilstened. * Remem.
ber me to all the neighbours ; an’ tell my
mother an’ Nelly not to fret. There’s
eome mistake that I can’t make out. It
must be because I bappened to have a
few hot worde wud ould Pender that they
pitch on me.”

% But, Mat, where did Barney go ?”

“Didu’t he go home 1"’ Mat acked in
surprise. *“1 parted wud hlm on the
quay uv Watevxnrdjmt a8 the steamer
wae startin’, an’ I tould him to make ro
delay.”

““There's no account uv him, high or
low,” retaraned Billy.

‘‘Begor, that’s quare !"”” Mat exclalmed.
“I hope no harm s afther happenin’ to
poor Barney.”

“She’d depend her life on me,” sald
Mat Donovan to himeelf as he lay down
upon his bed in Olonmel jall. And he
was certainly & happier man that night
than he would have been had he not met
Billy Heffernan and hls mule on the road.

When brought before a maglstrate, Mat
Donovan was startled by the weight of
circumstantial evidence sgainst him, He
declared that Baraey hed never brought
the guu 8o him ; aud that he end Barney
travelled together to Waterford the night
of the robbery. Hugh Kearney told how
Mat bad called on him about 9 o’clock
that night had said he was golng to the
bog to see Billy Heffernau. And Nelly
Donovan swore that her brother {ntended
leaving for America the Sanday before
the sheriff came out, but that he remained
to attend Norah Lahy’s funeral. These
circumstances were In his favour, but the
mysterlous disappearsuce of Barney
Brodherick, the meglstrate sald, was a
most sueplclons clrcumstance, and he
must send the case for trial at the mext
asslzes. So poor Mat Donovan was
marched back to his cold cell, the magis-
trate, at the suggestion of the crown
prosecutor, refusing to admit him to beil,
He could not conceal from himself that
he etood in great dauger of belng
transported as a robber and a housebreaker
unless Barney Brodherick could be found.
He knew, however, that he had a good
friend In Hugh Kearney, who would
leave uothing undone to get him out of
the meshes of the law, And Bassy Morria
had written him such a kind letter, he
was almost thankful that he had come
back to Ireland even as a prisoner.

TO BE CONTINUED,
—_——

When you need a gocd safe laxative,
ask your drugglet for a box of Ayer’s
Pllls, snd you will find that they glve
perfect eatisfaction, For 1indigestion,
torpld liver, and slck headache there is
nothing superior, Leadlog physiclans
recommend them,

H. A. McLaughlin, Norland, writes:
“I am sold oat of Northrop & Lyman’s
Vegetable Discovery and Dyspeptic Cure,
It sells well, and I find in every instance
it has proven satisfactory, I have reason
to believe it the best preparation of the
kind in the market.” It cures Dyspepsia,
Biliousness, and Torpidity of the Liver,
Constipation, and all diseases arising from
Impure Blood, Female Complaints, ete.,

Equal Rights.
All have equal rights in life and liberty
and the pureuit of happiness, but many
are handicapped in the race by dyspepsia,
biliousness, lack of energy, nervous debility:
weakness, constipation, etc,, by completely
removing these complaints Burdock Blood

Bitters confers untold benefits on all
sufferers,

Minard’s Liniment cures Distemper,

THAT LONG ARM OF THE POPE!

—

N. Y. Catholic Review,

Onr esteemed contemporary the Inde-
pendent did a very handeome thing in
an ing the Churchman's tirade against
the suthority of the Pope as exercised
in this country becsuse it is a foreign
authority. The Independent very properly
says the objection brought agsinst the
Pope lies with equal weight agnainst every
missionary society which has established
missions in foreign countries and con-
tioues to e xercise jurisdiction over them.
Tae example of Bishop Riley, who was
ordained by the Protestaut Episcopal
Bishop of this country and sent to con-
vert the benighted Papiste of Mexico,
was cited ss s very good csse in point,
This good Bishop came so far short of
fultilling their sanguine expectations in
regard to bis euccess that it was found
necessary to discipline bim from head.
quarters although be was in a foreign
country, The Independent very properly
remarks that the Catholic Caurch in the
United Sta‘es is a missionary Church in
partibus infidelivm, and the natural in.
terence is that it would be just as absurd
to objoct to the foreign jurisdiction of the
Pope as it would be to object to the
jurisdiotion of the Protestant Episcopal
Bishops of the United States or of any
of the missionary organizations over
their several miessions in foreign coun-
tries,

Of course, our friends, the bigots, will
try to make out that there ls an important
dist!nction between thelr jurlsdiction ard
that of the Pope, and they will attempt to
divert the argument to some other point
—some elde lssue, and will endeavor to
show that the cases are not parallel,. We
acknowledge they are not parallel ia every
particular, but we beg our frlends not to
overlook the fact that the point which
they meke, and on which they ring the
chsnges us something ex:remely obnoxlous
snd davgerous, is that the control exer-
cleed by the Pope is a forelgn coutrol. It
ia the fact that the Pope of Rome stretches
his arm acroes the eea to exercise diaclpline
over men In a forelga country elmply be.
cause they have chosen to thick and act
for themeselves. But did not the Protee-
tant Episcopal bishops stretch their arms
into the foreign eountry of Mexico, to
exerc'ss jurledictlon over Bishop Riley
slmply because in some things he chose to
act upon his own private judgment?
Aund does not the A, B C. F. M. stretch
its arm acroes the sea to China, to Japan,
to Indla, in the exerclee of necessary dis-
clpline over both mative preachers and
native laymen? 8o too of the Baptlats,
the Methodlsts, and-all other miessionary
organizations,

But there is one consideration that our
frlends are apt to overlook in dlscussing
this subject which shows conclusively that
Catholics have much more reason for the
exerclse of the foreign jurlediction of the
Pope than Proteetauts have for the exer.
clse of tke forelgn jurlediction of their
mlsslonary board. The jarlsdiction of the
Pope Is rendered necessary by the very
organization of the Oatholic Church,
Protestant Churckes are separate and dis-
tinct bodles, voluntary socletiee—:sircum-
scribed by local and national boundaries,
The Catholic Chuech s a divinely organ-
ized body, embracing, as its name Indi-
cates, the whole world, with its central
government In Rome. The Pope of
Rome is the successor of St. Peter, to
whom our Lord gave the power of the
Keys by pre-emiuence. Hels the Head
aund Centre of Unity, He Is the Supreme
executlve—the Presldent of the whole
Church, Natlonal churches have each
thelr own separate organiazatione, but are
subject to the authority of the Central
government—the Curla in Rome. In ad.
minlsteriug the affairs of the Church the
Pope does not act alone. He has indecd
cerialn epecial prerogatlyes granted to
him by the great Founder of the Church,
but even fa the exercise of the prerogative
of infalllbly deciding questions of falth
and morals he does nos act alone. He
does not presume to give merely his own
private oplulon, bat he speaks as the
mouth-plece of the Church, He bas his
court of learned spirltual judges whom he
consults on all occasions. In all great and
lmportant questions he consults the hisr
archy of tne Church efther in General
Councll, or dispersed throughout the
world by correspondence, and the ques-
tlons are declded in accordance with the
anelogy of falth aud the great principles
of law and justice. The Catholic Church
1s pre em!nently a Church of 1aw and it is
perfectly absurd and rid!culous for intelll-
gent men to talk of the spiritual tyranny
of the Pope who, to the great consterna-
tion of ignorant enthustasts and weak-
minded bigots, in the language of the
Churchman, * reaches out his arm across
the sea and brings down to temporal ruin
and dlegrace 2 man who lives under the
laws of the Ualted States.” The Pope is
not going to interfere with any man un-
less he renders himself amenable by the
violation of the laws of the Church,

He i3 not golng to conflict with the
laws of the United States unless those
laws confllet with the rights of coneclence,
In that case the Oatholic Church will do
preclsely what Protestants will do under
similar clrenmstances, they will protest
and refuse to obey, appeallng to the
‘“higher law” of consclence, that law so
constantly and persistently {nelsted upon
by the New Eogland Puritans,
aud Il asked for thelr authorlty
they will do as the Purltans do, clte the
case of the Apostles who, when brought
before temporal rulezs and commanded to
do what they consclentlonsly could not do,
boldly declared that they ought to obey
God rather than man., That s good
Scriptural doctrine and we clain that it {s

a8 good for Cathollcs as it is for Protest-
ants,

—— P s

The People’s Mistake.

People make a sad mistake often with
serious results when they neglect a con-
stipated condition of the bowels. Kunowing
that Burdock Blood Bitters is an effectual
cure at any stage of constipation, does not
warrant us in neglecting to use it at the
right time, Use it now,

Imperial Federation

Will present an opportunity to extend the
frame of Dr, Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry the unfailing remedy for
cholera, cholera morbus, colic, cramps,
diarrhoea, dysentery, and all summer com-

plaints, to every part of the Empire,

Wild Strawberry never fails,
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A MODERN EVANGELINE.

ter.

slder

HOW MARY ANNE TRAMPED IN | her .
BEARCH OF HER LOVER. with

She was only an awkward, bomely Irleh | SOMm

giel, nt celled her Evangeline, for in the
besr* tixobbing under the coarse checked
kerchief thers llved the sawme fidelity mad
devotlon we find ko tonching in the boau.
tifu) Acadien maid.  But 1a the ttory of
my Evangeline there 1s little of t) e peeti-
cal or pictuicsque, culy stern and bitter

been
to h

lon

no h
of T
stead
ashat

reality, For, to begin with, her name was aglae
Mary Anpne Kelley, and ¢he was plain, she
almost pethetically eo, with a thin, color- her 1

lees face, but out of this looked a palr of
honest gray eyes, which appealed to you
to be gentle with her, because of the very
patlence and mecknees with which she wae
prepared to recelve harshness and hard-

stand
witt
prese
thov,
BOATC

ship, It was the same look you often see | 12 &

In the eyes of & homeless dog, to whose

share have fallen culy life's blows and ite sbou

barest bones, She was lnme, too, this poor
herolne of mine, and altogether a very
forlorn and pitiful looking object as she | t
came limping elowly end painfully up my

gerden walk ome hot Auguet efternoon | term

and tapped on the ewinging door of the
kitchen where I fretted and fumed over | t
currant jelly that would not jell.

“It ye place, mum,” eald a volce | had

timidly. t
I looked arournd impatiently, but the | t

Intruder was too humble and forlorn for | eral

me to frown at her long, so I tried to ask | s
pleasantly : “ What do you want 1” t

“If ye plase, mum, might ye have need | t
of agyurl 1"

I had desperate need of one, but the one
before me was 8o unpromising, viewed in | {
the light of a prospective servant, that I
hesitated, However, se I have said that my

need was desperate, so with a heartfelt | they

elgh over my lost Norah, whom the milk
man bad lured from my kitchen to instal
her mistress over bis own the week before,

I turned to Mary Aunne aud told Ler she | and

might come for & day or two at least,
when, If 1 fourd ehe eulted me and she

liked the place, we would mske new | ’tis

arrangements,

She was 80 grateful for | fear

my grudging cornsent that 1 really felt | mis
ashamed of my ungraciousners, and only | two
for a remote experlence with a young | wu

woman I had taken on truet and who in

return had taken my new winter wrap, I | Ma
would have left the question of reference | in t
unbroached, but when 1 asked her for | we
them the girl eald : clo

“Tf ut's a characther, mum, that ye
manes, I haven’t wap ; but if ye wull
thruet me now—"

She was g0 wistful that I could not turn
hor away; eo, visibly weakening, I in-
quired :

“ How long have you been In this coun
try 17

% A year, mum, last All Salnts’ Day.”

 Nearly two, then, What have you
been doing all this time? Hsve you
pever been out to service before 1”

“Qh, yls, mum ; but niver fer long at
a tolme,” Then, notieg, I suppose, that
ber etatement had medea bad impression,
che added, with a flueh staining her thin
cheek for a brief moment, “ I've been a
thrampling of ut most of the toime, I've
been a lukin’ for some un’, mum.”

I would like to have asked her who this
some one was, but I had more urgent work
than the gratifylng of my idle curlosity
just then for her to do, eo it was not until
some days later that 1 heard lhe. story of
of Mary Anne Kelley’s “thramp.” While
ignorant of many of the simplest house-

bo!d dutles, che had proven herself ro
ready to learn, so docile and snxious to
please, that after her days of trials were
over I had been glad to keep her, and we
wore deep in s basket of pess, ehelling
them while we talked, when Mary Apne
opened her heart tome. It was s homely
and a commonplace story enough, but the
girl told it with so much unconaclons
pathos In her voice and face that I feit my
eyes grow misty at times, and & resl re
spect sprung up in my heart for the
simple, trusting creaturs, with her earnest
face bent over her work and her rough-
ened fingers busy with theshiny pea pods.
Mary Anne Kelley and Patrick Doushue
hed been ralsed within a stone’s throw of
esch other In *ould Olreland,” and sure
he Was just the handsomest, bravest lad in
the whole county, and Mary Aan had
glven her heart to him while yet they
played together about thelr cabine; but
the girls had run sfter Patrick so that be
was fairly bewildered with it, and he had
been too buey with others to diecover the
falthful heart beating eo near hlm. Bat
one day it bappened that In croesing the
river, swollen by the winter’s rains, with
the 'equire’s cart, Patrick had been swept
away by the rsging water, and, becoming
entargled in the réins,would hevedrowncd
had ot Mary -Anne, who saw it from the
bank, thrown -bim the end of her long
peasant’s cloak and drawn him in, In
order to reach’ him, though, she had been
obliged to wade out into the stream some
distance, awd the horee, struggling to re.
galn bis focting, had broken her ankle by
bis leg.

& kAh;tke: {hat Pftrlck had come daily to sck

of her how was her health, and to say

over and over agaiu his thanks to her till
he grew to love ber back again, and Mu{

Anne had welcomed the lamenees v'vplc

had won her the man she loved. I'ben

had come & few days of paradice till her
lover, listening to the storles of an Amerl
cap, who, sight. eeeing in the country, had
eng’aged Patrick as gulde, bad grown dis-
contented with his lot in life, and was
keen to be off to Amerlca, where a ford
tune was to be had for the asklog, An

at last he had bidded adleu to his native

kies and &
A and left poor Mary with a
ll;l;mise to send for her when he ehould
his fortune and gottex{x It,
She had heard from bim but once eluce
thebhx:otzmg be had left her standing at
the stile, which bad been their trysting
place, stralnirg her eyes after him, and in

have acked for

that letter be had told her that the for

% had seemed as far off in America a8
;:nfrelznd, but, that he was on hls way
West, where he had been promised work
and g’ood pay, and that as soon as }:e was

| 1d send her money to pay
b s “She gshowed me this
letter, wiitten on coarse biue paper acd

her passage over.

worn with constant unfolding and rcfold

in the little pouch of
ing, but put it back o
wash leather she wore about herl ‘n:a;”

without offering to let me read 1t.

—® D P D

too sec:ed for & stranger's eyes to pursue.

She had walted patiently, she sald con
tinuing her story,
passage money, W

for Parick’s promised
hen at last she had &

stroke of luck from an unexpected quare




