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SALLY CAVANAGI,
Or, The Untenanted Uraves.

A TA L E O F TrIP PER AR Y.

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XXI.
"The youîngeat little boy, sir! " ex-

claimel Sa.Illy Cavanaîghi, as she. claspedl
her trensure to lier boson-as if she
cotld hide it there-and loûked implor-
ingly into the face of the ponr-houise
official.

But it was no use : she shouIld comply
with the rules.

The children follwcel te officiai into
a long corridor. Before the door closed
behind thlem, itley turned round to take
a la1t look at their nother, and as they
did so. their litle hearts lied withili
them. Surely soiethinlg horrible is
going to happen to therm! Foi :thuir
mother stretiles out lher bands towaîrda
ibem with a look ofudespair, as if shesaw
a bottouless plit yawn and swallow tin
up befire ber eyes. Poor, terror-stricken
children ! Miserable, h e e r t-b ro k en
mnther!

"This way, gnod woman," said the
matron. Aid Sally Cavanagh followed
her mechanicaUy.

Sie is stretcled itpon a pallet in the
crowded dormitory. Sie knrîws not
whether she is aseep or awake; she has
such horrid, horrid visions. Shie hears
angry voices around lier calling itpon
sonebody to keep rqieit and Jet Lhem
rest. Thet ithe horrid viions again ; and
then the voices anîgrier and! lmouder than
before. Tien a hand is laid on her for
head, an a voice wiisperi clos ito her
ear: " My poot womnt, they are getting
angry with you for preventing tiemn
from sleepjing."

"What!" exclaimed poor Sally Cav-
anagh, bewildereda-' Oh ! was it ravin
I was?"

" Yes, yot talk of yor husband, and
children. and the youngest littie boy,
and Mr. Brilai. But try and ret now,
and l'il sit bere near you."!

" But the night is very cold : yoî'd be
perished."

"Oh, no, I bave my quilt on my
shoilders "

"lYour quilt? Shure you aren't one
of tLie paîinpers?".

"I am," was the reply, in a whisper,
but with a strange distinctness.

" Your speech is like a lady's. And
your band-oh, how silky and slenderr it
is; aind soft, like an infant's. Are you
married ?"

"'Yes;-but-but he's dead /l" and the
wôrd came with a choking sob.

OHAPTER XXII.
There was a letter froni Anerica for

Sally Cmvîuanah, directed to Brian Pur-
cell's cure. He went to the work-house
hinself with it,--bt ipoor Saîlily vas
delirions, rving of lier lbtushaxd, and her
children, and the youngest. little boy.
How a iother's heart will yearn for her
youngest lttie boy!

Sally Cavanagh had brain fever.
Brian tried? to learn somiething of lier
children, bunt failed. There w'as such a
mass of iisery. hie rolil not find ont
these particular atome. Ha saw great
piles of little roîgh coffins, thiougi ; and
Brian shook his head sadly. He opened
the letter and read it. I told of hard-
ship, and sickness, and disappointmient.
But Connor Sheat had enployrent at
last "ut. westw:îrd." and was savitg
evarv sihilling. AnI with God's help
he'd be able to keep his word, and send
for them "before the oats was out." In
the meantime, be'd1 send a few pounds
as son as he'd hear from ber. And
poor. hoinest, unusipecting Connor Shea
conrcluded with kind remembrarce to
the neigthbors-" not forgetting Mr.
Brian "-tandl ha (Connor) oftei ithouglit
nf the nigit at te old Finger-nost.
[Brim smentimîes thought of that night,
too.1 Jn a post'script. Connor saaid thait
Netdy was going on first-rate with his
friend the schol-master, and that lie
sent his love to ail.

"- Where amI?t J" S:liy Cavanagh asked
faintly.

"Yîou mutst iot talk-'tie the doctoi'
orders," replied the iiurse.

Another day and night vore on. Tier>
she knew it was the doctor who was
fceling her pulse. Site. struggled a long
tinte to speak, but wa-s not athle to itter
aI word. But when ste sa Li the docor
turning away, despair appeared to give
lier strength, and witii an effort se
ried-" Tle-children ! "
"a Yoi iust keep very quiet," said the

ocutor kindly; "you are after gettiug
over a bad fever; and the chikîren are
quite ell."

Another, and another, and aiother day.
And now she couild understand ber posi-
tion clearly. They assured lier that
when she was strontg enouîgh she ehould
see ber chilureni-the youngest little boy
ad ail." Oh, that was ail she wanted,

-just to see thei from the indow for
Pite minute, ani sure sbe'd h strong
enough for that to-morrow, at any rate."
But whien tcoonnrrow, anti lto-norrow, and
. week passed, and they were still put-

ting ber off, a terrible dread took poss-
ession of her. The dootor, seeing this,
vhispered to the nurse that if she did

inot rest better that night, the truth
shtoulil be broken to ier. But baving
heard the children in the work-house
were al marched out daily aI a certain
hour for air and exercise, Sali>' Cavanagh
atole fron the fever hospitail, and hid
herseif in a clutm p oi evergreens by
whiciLi the children ver to pass. She
crouched dowi u pon ber knees and
albows, vatching and listening ntently.
They are coning! They pan withir a
few feet of the evergreens! Ber very
breathing is sispended. Not a face in
that long lin of pa.uper boys escapes ber
scrutiny. But Corney is not there, nor
Tommy, nor Nickey. Sally Cavanagh
feels an alinot irrepressible impulse to
soream aloud; but by a, strong effort ahe
resists it, and iL passes away.ina shudder.
She rests her forebead-it is burnitg-
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upon the damp clay under the ever.
greens, and remains motionless, ahe
know fnot how long. She is roused by
the plodding tread of the pauper boys on
their return. She watcbea them again,
but now not anxiously, but with a dull,
unconscious gaze.

Again she'.ia roused. A piercing light
burns in ber dark eyes, and ber nostrils
quiver. The pauper girls are coming
now. She raises herself upon ber bands
as if she were about ta apring forward.
It is-it is poor Norah'a yellow hair.
She does spring forward. She seizehs te
child by the shoulders, and, holding her
at arm's length, stares into a face that
never wore a amile; no, never,-since
the day she was born. But it is not poor
Norah, and Sally Cavanagli appears
turned into stone as the procession of
pauper girls moves pst.

But is it not a siglit to make one
ahudder? la there ot something horri-
ble in the bare idea of many hundreds
of children's faces without one amile
amaong them ? Yet we assure the reader
we hava seen this unnatural sight.

Another thought smote upon the heart
of Sally Cavanagh, and ahe was roused
again.

She sees two men placing coffins upon
a car. There is a child's coffin amongst
theni; and as the men stoop ta lift it
from the ground they are pushed violent-
ly aside. She tears off the lid, and the
bright raye of the 'setting sun fail upon
the little ghastly corpse. But it is not
herchild. Tie priest, who was coming
froi the hospital, approached and spoke
soothingly ta the voordistracted mother.

" Wlere are they ?" sbe asked.
"In Heaven,-with the saints in

Heaven," replied the priest.
" Norah-an' Corney-an' Tommy and

Nickey ?-an' the youngest little boy ?-
are they all dead ?"

" Yes; they're al dead!"
"And buried ? "-she added, with a

bewildered look.
"And buried-and gone ta a better

world," said the priest.
She looked distractedly about ber, till

ber eyes rested on a blue motntain, ten
miles away. She bent a long, piercing
gaze upon the mouitain. And tlen,
uttering a wild shriek that rîîng througi
every corner of the " palace of poverty,"
and made the good priest turn pale, the
broken-hearted wonian ruisited through
the gate, er bands stretched ont towaards
the motiuntain.

Sally Cavanagli was a maniac.

CHAPTER XXIUI.
By the side of the larch grove aboye

the "bigh field " was Kate Purcell's
favorite walk. The place connmanled a
view of the peaceful valley, and from it
she could look dowrn at the borne she
loved, and feel that lier mother's eyes
were often fondly turned towards lier.
Besides, the "short cut " from Coolbawn
led through the larch grove, 4and Brian
founid his sister almost every evening
waiting to open the gate-the fastening
of whicli was on the field ide-as lie
returned from bis farm.

Dearly she loved that old home, where
lier life had glided on so sweetly, that,
looking back, it seemed like one calci
lrnier day. Yet Kate Purceil had

made up ber mind to leave that beloved
baume-and forever-never, never ta see
it more! Rer beart was ready to break
ut the toiiugit; but her resolution was
taken. Sie only waited to see Briai's
wife fil) lier place in the family circle,
and thencefurward her place would he
by the bedside of disease, and want, and
vice, or perhaps among the heaps iof
dead and dying upon the battle field.
Though toiost persons Kate Purcell
appeared cold, there was an amoîunt of
enthusiasmt in ber nature of which even
those who knew ber best had ino suspicion.
Except ber brother, she bad seen but one
inan who came up ta ber idea of wha. a
man ought ta be. But he was poor, and
had a mother and four young sister de-
pendent upon him. She would remnem-
ber him and pray for him. She was
proud ta tbink of bis love for ber; but
both feIt the necessity of laying down
their love at the shrine of duty. We
believe more sacrifices of this kind are
made in Ireland than in any other coun-
try in the world. The reason why is
evident enough.

Kate Purcell continued ta gaze so long
.nd so fondly upon the home of her
childhood, that Fanny O'Gorman looked
up laughingly into ber face, and began
humming the air of "Home, sweet
Home."

"Youitave guessed what I was think-
ing of, Fanny," said she.

" And yet you are going to leave it,
Kate."

"I am," said Kate, "and i feel it
deeply. But what I ind hardest to bear
is, that those I love maost nust leave it.
Oh ! if I could fancy you all-I mean if
I could fancy ther ailatillhappy inL that
dear old hnuse, my heart, would ho light
indeed. But Brian tells me tiey muîst
leave it, and that is what makes 'ie un-
hanpy."

" But may be, Rate, they need tnt go.
Indeed I know that must be so, for I
never uaw Mr. Purcell su cheerful as he
has been latterly."

".Ah! Fanny, if you kunew niy father
as well as I do, you'd see that he is only
trying to look cheerful-trying todeceive
even himself."

" I believe," said Fanny, " that pe'ple
who live in towns are not so attached tro
their hoies au people who live in the
country. Yet I bave never forgotten
the bouse we lived in before mamma
died."

Is it possible vou can reneinber your
niother, Fanuy ? "

"Oh, so weIl! though I was not two
years old when s<e died."

" Well, I believe, Fanny, th.tt we wh
live in the country are more attached to
our homes than voit who live in the
towns and cities. nid feeling iuw easily
we can be driven froi thet, naîkes us
cling Lhe imore fondly to then. How
well I can now understand the mis'ry of
the poor people .who are evey day ily ing
in such numbiers fromttLins ciiotintry."

"Oh!Iremarked theru at every sta-
tion," said Fawny. " when I was coning
down. And oh ! Kate, it i so awful to
soee ca sobbing aud shedding tears.
Why cannot thwy live at honie? "

" We have it explained in different,
ways," replied Kate. " But I believe
Brian's explanation is the true oie. 'Tie
people are going because our raters wish
to get rid aof them."

They walked to the end of the grove
and back again in silence.

"Isn't itstraînge," said Fanny, inno-
cently, as they turied round at theuîther
end, " that I like Bllycorrig butter thtan
Our own place?

" Do you ? " said bate. placing lier arim
round Fannv's waist. " That is strange,
indeed."

Brian happened to be a little eailier
titan usual this eçeninl. ien le di
not find Kate anîd Fannay at t' gae, he
thought sornething prevenied the fromît
taking tlieir customîry walk. They were
wiLlin a few yards oft him, but lie could
not see thent torough the thick vhmite.
thorn bedge. He brouîîglht his aise ieh>sù
to the gate, and leainmg over it, :attempjt-
ed to undo the hasp witnûut dlisnîunuitng.
Whîen Kate and Fannyi heard hii, they
hastened toward him,.-ate's arii stili
arotind Faîîny's waist. The hose took
tright at tlcir sidden aîppearance. They
were startled by a great elattering of
hoofs as he plunged and reared ; tiey
saw Brian struggle or a momtent as ho
hiung upon the gate, and ithea lali eavily
over il into iL ield. Fortunately whena
the horse wheîled round flic stirrup
leather caine off. Otlherwie, as his foot
cauglit in the iron, lie imighti have been
serioiîsiy injured.

Brian, tlhough slightly stunined, was on
lis feet in a monent. lie was about
going back into the grove to catch the
horse, wien bis sister called to him.

(Tu lcauoiitiaied.)
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