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CHAPTER XLIIL
THE AMABELE VALLEY

The tumult of emotions that swept
the soul of Dion Wycherly, the Ba-as,
the successful miner and raucher, on
discovering his brother under such novel
and unexpected circumstances, is inde-
seribable, Delight at meeting
again, for the brothers loved each other;
pain at seeing him so emaciated and
wasted, and with such little hope of re-
covery ;: wonder and admiration at the
bravery of the young girl who had sacri-
flced hersell so nobly ; and jast an in-

cipient pang of pleasure that she was |

not Jack's wife, were the chief thoughts
and feelings that swayed his mind dur
ing these days, which he spent there,
plottiug and speculativg for their and
his own future,

The reeognition between the brothers
was most afleoting, When Annie
O'Farrell bad told Dion all that was to
be told about his brother, even down to
his dreaming, which was not dreaming,
at all, but perfect cousciousness of
Dion's presence, decided it were
best that Jack should be told that his
dream was a reality, and that his brother
had come to see id find him. When
Anuie had prepared the way, she retired
from the little hut where Jack's ham
mock swung easily, and Dion entered.

The poor, pale invalid looked up for a
moment at the tall, atheltic form that
towered above him. Then, stretching
forth his bony hand, he said, while his
eyes filled with tears:

“ I gnew it was you, I
be none other than you.”

For some moments the two brothers
continued to gaze at one another, hold-
ing their hands clasped. Theo, realiz
ing the tremendous contrast between
them —his own riotous and exultaut
health, and the sad wreck of the young
life that lay beneath him—Dion sud
denly dropped his brother’s hand and
went over to examine some little photos
or pictures that were piuned to the
wall. Then, brushing aside a tear, he
came back and seated himself near the
hammock where his dying brother lay.
After a few observations, he said :

“ Miss O'Farrell has told me a good
deal, Jac but not all. You were in
the same hospital 2

“Yes!" said his brother.
in the same hospital. But we seldom
spoke, beyond the mere morning or
evening salute. But she was watching
over me like a sister, and I didn’t know
it. I say, Dion, do you know anything
ahout women?"”

“ Not much,” said Dion. *“I've seen
few hora hit a fow native gins

they

knew it could

and they

seem to be only one degree below, and |

yet in another sense far above
anim | ereation.”

“Yes! That's what I've been think
ing. But I have a good mauny
and the strange thing is, they don't
know the power they have for
right or wrong."”

He ceased a moment; and Dion did
not stop the moralizing, although he
wanted to get at facts.

“ Bat what I'm coming to is this,’
said Jack, as if communing with himself
“You meet a hundred of them and
they're all alike, cut according to the
same pattern, turned out and groomed a
la mode. Then, one day, you meet an-
other, and you say at once, * That's not
a woman. That'ssomething more. God
thought a good deal beiore he made
her.'"

He paused for a moment. And then,
as if recalling something, he said :

“You mustn't call her Miss O Farrell

the

seen

awfal

any more, Dion. You must ecall her
Aunnie. She's our sister.”

“Sne might be offended,” said Dion
dubiously. * It isn't usual, you know."”
“ Never fear ! said Jack confident

“Buat call her Annie—nothing else—
mind! Well, 1 was saying, she was
watehing me, and I dido't know it.

Lord bless you, Di we know nothing.
But one day she cut me dead in one of
corridors of the hospital; and, after a
few days’' agony, [ asked explanations.
Afraid ? [ was more afraid of her than
Almighty God, or even old Stanihurst
himself. Well, I got the explanations.
Then one night I got a hemorrhage on
the streets and was carried to the hos
pital, Some day before 1 die, I'll tell
you what occasioned the hemorrhage,
but not now-—""

“ Jack. you are not going to die,”
his brother passionately. ** You mustn't
die. God won't take you away now when

said

1 have found you and can give you all
i want in this worl You and Annie
1l come away with me from this iofer

nal hole, and I'll put you in that e¢limate

and place where, if you never v

lung, you'd grow one. Cheer up, old

man! There are many happy days be
fore us yet
But J hook his head.

It rn hope, D h aid
“aforlo 1 ¢comin 1t here |
know too o But it wa n v
wit v y get here, if on
to breat lictl But ! ) 1
long | ry for

To w Id at 1 i
- A [ el rm

buri t non

whe 3 w 1 ‘ t

mor 1 his last bean 1

night
“No, n ' sa | yoO

and A must ne away with r |
is not far v couple of hundred
miles, and we'll do it by easy stages 1t

you don’t like the rain, I can manage t«

get you taken along b he coolies, so

that there'il be no jolting, and we can
rest where we please. Tl talk to Miss

O'Farrell about it, if you let me. You

won't die just yet, Jack, old man! And
if you were to die in a few years or so, |
want to put you where I can see your

e and remember you,"”

gra

w

nat's not of much consequence,
Di,” said the siek boy. “You

going to remain wnd

Are not

hare give uj

Rohira and all t] ld assoeciations.’
“Bat Ned —you're forgetting Jacl
Ned has Robira. It is his b every
right."
“ Ned 't tron R
Ja yome day, when | ter, |
tell y But when I'm gone \
let us | eu—youand Annie

him |

“We were |

square for poor Pap, before he dies.”

| And somehow Dion did not seem to
l think the project undesirable,

1 After some hesitation and doubts as
to whether che invalid could bear a
long journey inland, they at
id--unded to go. And as Jack was im-
patient and irritable, he

| better to go by rail, instead of being
| jolted through the bush on the backs oi
black coolies, 1t meant two days'
weary travelling io slow trains under
| burning suue and with the fine dust of

| the tropies filling every nook and
| erevice  of the carriage. But,

thanks to the assiduity and skill of
| his companion, the poor, broken life still
| held on until it was established in the
| handsome buogalos on a slope of the
| Amabele Valley, where Dion had fixed
| what he thought was his permanent
home,

Everything thet wealth, utilized by
brotherly love, could do to eontribute
to the comfort of the patient and his
nurse, was now done, for Dion seemed to
rule here as a little prince, who
commanded the allegiance and services
of white men and biack in the region all
around.

And surely, if there were a place on
earth caleulated to win back to

3

srarin o (48 that wae fngt nageine

o < 13
away, it would be the very spot where
Dion had built, ina style of unusual
magnificence for those parts, a pavilion,

cr bungalow, and surrounded it with
| every aspect and accident of luxury
attainable at such a distance from

civilization. The house was very ex
teusive, though there was but one story ;
but it was so ingeniously arranged that
suites of apartments seemed to open in
every direction ; and in every direction
there were visible from the high French
windows, that opened on a veranda,
glimpses of mountains, far-away and
sunow-covered, Stormberg or Roggeveld
Ranges, taking on themselves hues that
varied in the atmospherie changes, bat
were alwavs clearly limned and defived
in the pellucid and erystalline air.
Through the vast vistas of valleys, too,
that opened up the aveoues of
| mountains were to be seen plomage of
palms and foliage of forests, where
clustered in the shape aud size of trees
plants that are dwarfed in our ecolder
climate, And in the immediate vieinity
of the houase, vast elumps of pelar
goninms and hydrangeas flung out their
burning blossoms to the sun and wind,
| whilst deep down in moist shelters,
where the air was always laden with hot
vaporous mists, there grew in rich but

these

unhealthy profusion, great bulbous
plants of the amarullideae or irideae
| types, luscious and beautifal, but re-

minding one too much of miasmata and
the deadly fecundity of marshlands and
| the African Campagna. Besides the
| natural flora of these rieh tropical climes,
Dion had gathered into a couservatory

still rarer specimens of plants and
tlowers indigenous to ipaia ava tbe
| Sonthern Isles; and through f sts of
[ in ported palms, the man) oured

| birds, the secretary, the weaver, the
bird of paradise, lesped and swung and
hung ; and anderneath, the little jerboa
and c¢unning  monkeys flashed and
chattered, and mocked the lazy lizards
and

tortosies, that preferred to |
iund still in the burniag Down

along the wvalley a stream flowed
1 perennially ; and Dion had brought its
| waters into his gardens, where in pond

and fountain and basin they cooled the
| atmosphere to sight and touch and hear-

sun.

| Here Dion enseonced his dyiog
| brother ; and no modern dread of
| contagion diminished in the least

measure the boundless exercise of

fraternal kindness which was shed around
| the dying boy. And here, too, by da |y
| intercourse and the common love they
| bore the boy, and by the deeper inter
| pretation of one another's character,
| there grew up between the great

rancher and miner and the girl, who had
| saer:fleed 80 much at the call of eharity,

that deep, reverential awe of each other,
| as of something divine, that sooner or
| later deepens into a holier feeling, which
does not expe! the divine element, but

trausforms it into something more
human. And Jack saw it and rejoiced ;
and in his next letter home, which

| Aunie wrote for him, he putin a post-

1 seript before he sealed the envelope:

| “1 think it is all right, dear old Pap.
When I'm gone, order Dion

and tell him he must not travel

| alon
| And strange to say, from the moment
| the idea was suggested, and Dion's
| thoughts did turn homeward. For just
| as the savage, however used to eivil-
ization, will, on returning to his tribe,
cast off the garments of eivilized peoples
and refuse to speak their language, and
elothe himself again in the blankets of
savagery, because all the time he had
been the forest
hunt, so the

lreaming of
and the

and the
civilized
wttractions of the
jungle, of the forest nd

because the

wigwam

cast aside the

d the

man
desert a

the veldt nists and vapours

f the North eome to him in his dreams,
nd witl not let him rest in a soil that
never gave him his birthrigt And yet,
Dion ew it wonld mean a wre Y
him t dissociate himself so suddenly
v ill that he had prized these st
few vyears; and rized all tt mor
becan ¢ d w his wea
w upwri 1 worthy mean
) ) hose vely da whig ATE
1 loron umime eal
1 D t 1 h n or 1«
had « « be a wealthy ra ‘ nd
to be venerated as king by the tribe
| *I eouldn't n with that brote of
v captain,” he d, with savage remin
| iscences of seaman's brutality. “The
other fellows were all right, but he was
vhrate, 1 had all Teould do to keep my
hands from him Jut, when we got to
| the Cape, I could stand it no longer.
I decamped. And to prevent arre 1
1 pushed into the country as far as 1
could., 1 don't think the fellow would

wmld, B
my

the interior; and, Jack, old fellow, ‘tis

me if he ¢
I worked

I ran no
up through

Arrest

chances way

hard work enoungh, I tell you. Then |
| East London, and pushed into
wzain, I was often out of a

ytell the duffers T was

i0b, beeanse I had t
t ind-Tabber

and
f

owing

hardy and

us and athletic

go back to Ireland and make everything |

last |

thought it |

home at |

He stopped suddeunly, as the terrible
contrast with the withered and shrunken
form beneath him in the hamwmock
i arrested his attention and created some
| ecompunetion for his harmless boasting.
But Jack, unheeding, said ;
| “Go on, Di! ltis getting interest-
ling!"

“Well at last I struck oil, though at
first it was but a tiny well. 1 got
appointed as manager in a store far u
the conntry, away from cities and towas,

|
|

| The fellows that ran it were a lot of |

d——d sharpers ; and, as they had only
the poor natives to deal with, they
shaved them right and left. They had a
lot of old Brummagem stuffs sent out,
not worth the carriage paid on them;
but they sold, along with trinkets, pen-

| knives, mechanieal dolls, Jews'-harps, to
the poor natives, for what, d) you
think?"”

Jack couldn't guess. He didn't know
where the natives could get money., He
at last struck on diamonds,

“Yes, you Solomon, you're
said Dion. *“But though they had
the diamonds, they dared not show
them. You know itis dead against such
law 88 we have out here; aud they
wonld shoot a native as they'd shoot a
dog.

right,”

But the poor fellows had almost
the equivalent of diamonds in ostrich

fealhicis and pludies, pluched buideuilie

from the living animal. These are of
great value, as the Cape merchants
know. And sometimes  the natives

bronght in pieces of ivory, red as yonder
sunset, for which the hounest traders
would fight like catamounts,”

“ Well, somehow,” Dion continued
after a pause, “ 1 had pity on the poor
devils, seeing them so outrageously
swindled ; and by degrees I got them to
understand that these feathers were
worth ten times, twenty times,a hun
dred times the value the traders set on
them. They were slow to understand ;

but, when they understood, they held on |

like grim death. Aund
were touchingly grateful. They wanted
me to decamp and become their king ;
they promised me fiity wives aud a tent
full of ostrich plumes, They promised
we everything. I say, Jack !”

“Well 7”7 said Jack, who was deeply
interested,

the poor devils |

stone, the two colors blending and alter-
uating as if the light of them was a
liquid, Jack took it to examine.

* 1 would be safraid to tell you what
this will be worth, when cut by a lapi-
dary. 1 must say it was forced on my
acceptance by one of the chiefs for some
service which I thought trifling, but
which he thought important. I ob-
jected, and explained fully the value of
the stone. It was pathetic to see the
old ehief shaking his head, as he said
in his own dialect :

*** It is no use to me.
with my fathers. [t is no use to my
tribe. The white man has come to stay.
All will be Liis. Take it, while it is in
my power to give,” Some day, you will
marry a white wife ; and let it be her
weddiug portion.' '

Jack was turning it over in his thin
frail hands, and holding it against the
lignt. At Dion's last words he became
very thoughtful, and poised the stone
in his fingers.,

* Dion !" he said, at length,

“ Well, Jack ?" said his brothe

* Dion !" said the dying boy
is nobly obtained, may
stowed,”

“ Certainly 1"

I shall soon be

* what
be nobly be-

“Then 1 shall make

Annie's wedding portion”

it our sister
sa'd tha hoy
“ If Annie will aceept it as such,”
Dion, looking at her questioningly.

Aud the tears welled into her eyes ;
but she did not say Nay !

sald

CHAPTER
A FAREWELI

XLIV
SERMON

When the old pastor turned back to
his dining-room z foreibly
the unfortunate man, who had intruded
on his privacy to insult him, it may be

said that the door elosed on the most
unhappy being on the planet. Full of
disgust, self-shame, mortification, he
threw himself into his arm-chair, aod

yielded himself tamely to the torrent of
troubles that had rushed ou him, The

| most acute of all his reflections was that

he had been betrayed into an aect of

violence that degraded himself, He
| thonght with all the poignancy of
sorrow and shame of his niece's defec-

“You way say what you like about |

eivilization and all that, But, by Jove
il ever there is to be a valley of Jehosh-
aphat, I'll take my chance with theblack
niggerjand not with the white robber and
plunderer,”

* Well,” he continued, * you know all
this couldp't go on. The bosses wers
getting suspicious, hough they still
cent. per cent. for their money.
And I was beginning to think of looking
out for another place, or making tracks
for home, when one day I was caught in
a thunderstorm, and 1 had to run for a
Bushman's kraal. 1 was only in when
down deluge pumber two, to
which Noah's deluge was but a
sprinkling from a waterpot. 1 heard a
whisper the gions, with whom
I was a prime iavorite, because I gave

had

came

old

amongse

them livtle bits of glass jewelry aud
little bells and such like ehildish
things ; and I heard them say : * "Tis

tne Ba as’!”

* They were shy and frightened. poor
devils, how glad they
were to alter a time,
and then, to

but I could ses
me. Aund,
they renewed their offer ;
tempt me further, they volunteered to
show me some of their ostrich farms
and where they ifound their ivories, 1
went ; and the more I saw, the more |
wondered. Of courve, everything was
primitive and savage ; but, by Jove, if
the white man could put his hoogry
eyes on what I saw, he would
exterminate every black man in Africa,
I went home next day, for the distance
was great, to fiud a curt dismissal be-
fore me for being absent from duty. |
wasn't sorry. | went back to the
tribes.”

Dion stopped, as if thinking. Then,
he resumed :

* Jack, I'm no saint, God knows ; but,

LG

strictest honor with these poor devils,
I suppose, like all men, 1 have that
devil's hunger of money in my heart;
but, if I were going to judgment now, 1
do not hold a fraction dishonestly or
unlawiully obtained. I showed these
| poor fellows the strict money value of
their gouds ; 1 made them reorganize on
a newer system their ostrich-farms ; 1
made them store up in secret places
their treasures of ivory ; and—I showed
them, but they were mighty slow to be-
lieve it, that the bits of glass from
Birmingham were useless, and that their
own bits of polished stone were of great
value, Toey wouldn’t believe me ; and

they wanted me to take some of these |

which would have
hall a-milliosaire, 1 refused them,”

* Diony"" said Jack enthusiastically,
* you were always a briek.”

stones, made me a

“Did I lose?” econtinued Dion,
* Nota bit! I went to the Cape, nego
tiated with other leather merchants,

feeling my way cautiously.
poor devils on to a good
they repard me nobly.

white into

1 put these
market ; and
Aud then—the
their hearts ; and
oming mere white men,

devil got

now, they are

cunming, avarieious, treacherous, under
the yellow curse. But they are loyal
»me! 1 a radius of two hundred
wiles from here 1 am master. | com
naud their loyalty and their services
[hey would eheat and murder any other

hite man, if they were provoked by
r nge or avarice, They would die for
we. But I am oot a rich man, thank God !

I have this farm and these pretty things,
which are valuable ; and one thing more,
which I shall show you 1"

He went away ; and, in the meantime,
Anuie came in to do some little service,

“* I'mawfully sorry you weren't heve, |

Annie,” said Jack, * to hear the history

tion, of the estrangement of his parish-
ioners, of his blindness and futore
But he eried out in the
vess of his soul :

“I eould have borne all, all ; and con
quered all.  But to have locked my hand,
my cousecrated hand in the neck-cloth
of a drunken peasant—oh 1"

The following day,
Liston down
frightful murder

he was

deso

lation. bitter-

Henry

abou

when
came and told the
eht,
ndiffer
when the
his pen, snd dic-
which he

parish to

of the preceding ni

urprised at his pastor’s
still more surprised
latter bade him take
tated

enee

to him the words in
resiy

sent

his tion of the his
Jishop

g Duunday, e
very to the murder
taken pla He spoke of it
flected odium on the parish, and as the
result of unbridled ; ,or that thirst
for revenge, which had come down to
the people as an unhappy heirloon fron
their
breathe

briefly

)
Buat he did not
mt the unhappy man
whose life was vow in proximate danger
on account of the ecrime. But when he
had finished his allusions he did not
turn in to resume the reading of the
Mass ; he remained for some time in
the same posture, his fingers clasped in
front of his vestments, and the dark
glasses, looking quite black in the gloom
staring down at the e ngregation.
After sume minutes, as if he were try-
iug to conquer his’emotion, he said ;
“And now J am about tointroduce to
your notice another topie, more painful
to me than that to which I have alluded,
and probably quite as painful to yon.
| Since I became pastor of this parish
| twenty five ago, 1 have never allowed

Yan ancestors,
0

a word @&

said Dion, astonished |
| at his brother's solemnity.

| any infringement, or breach of the moral |
on my mother's soul, I acted with the |

law ro pass without due chastisement
from this altar. I believed then, and [
believe now, that there is no better way
of checking vice than bringing public
opinion to bear upon it : and thank God,
so far at least, public opinion is on the
side of God and Christian wmorality.
What the near future may bring, God
| only knows. People tell me that things
| are changing, changing rapidly, chang-
| ing terribly—that the old, deep, relig-

ious sense of the people is dying away ;
| and that the law of God will not be
| reverenced in the future as in the past.
| However that may be,” he said, raising

his voice,and speaking with the old steru-
| ness and determination, *I shall never
cease to uphold the high standard of
morality in my parish that was handed
down from my predecessors ; and to-day
which marks my last appearance on this
altar, I hereby denounce and stigmatize
in the strongest manuer the conduct of
one who was closely connected with me
| by ties of flesh and blood, and whose de-
parture from this parish took place
under eircumstances that have been the
occasion of great scandal to the whole
community. There may have been no
sin in y, I'm sure

her action

s {1
has been no sin.
not only against sin, but against scandal
and those who are placed by edueation
and bove the crowd are
bound particular to avoid everything
that roek of offence to their
humbler and wealkear brethren, 1 know,
of course, the defence that has been
made. [ know it is said that my niece
is a professional purse, and bound to
attend patients, high and low, rich and
poor. [ know also that her motives are
the purest and holiest insacrificing her

self to accompany a dying boy to far

away Africa. But, whatever be thought
| of these arguments in medical cireles,

otherwise

could be

of Dion’s adventures. 1 must get him | and whatever be the new fangled prin-
to tell you all again,” { eiples that have come into being these

He appears to be a little king | last few years with what is called the
around here,” said Annie. * The | progre ss of science and education, | have
moment the natives understood you | to consider the interests of my flock,
were his brother, they wanted to '\u. | which, at least as yet, has not aban-

stege us with kindness,

* Weren't we lucky,
cried, his eyes glowing with pleasure,
around the sockets
* Dion will be
he'll be

| although the boues
re painfully
here in a moment ;
lighted.”
Dion was

visible,

and de-

delighted. back
haud,
d Wiy

“ We

He came
with a little paper box in h
h he opened Annie m
( e here, Aunie,” he
1AVE N0 seerets from )

He the

held up ox, and took out a

large diamond, It was a bluish-white | the time when she might be a help and | you know 1"
1

Annie ?" he |

| doned the old Christian ideas of maiden
modesty and prudence, Ilence, 1 gave
my niece the alternative of staying at
home with me, or leaving me forever, |
told her that the moment she left my

| parish under Such eircumstances she
ceased to be my niece. She took her

choice.  And,” he said fiercely, “I have
cut her image out of my heart forever,

there |
But we have to guard |

She shall never darken my door again.
She shall never sit at my table. |
She shall never hear my voices God

is trne I did look forward to

knows, it

a comfort to me in my old age and blind-
vess, The strongest of us will elivg to
some support in our darkness and descent
towards the grave ; and I was hop-
ing that in my darkness and sorrow,
I would have some one near me to help
me to spend the lonely and sorrowlul
hours of & blind old age. That is not to
be. So God has permitted ; so she has
decided. But, as | have said, I cast her
away from me forever. With the
strangers she has cast her lot ; and her
lot shall be with the stranger forever.
But when [ am gone, let no man say, |
spared my own flesh and blood, when the
law of God and the wellare of the people
required it.” .

Here again be paused ; and there was
the deepest silence in the church, ex-
cept for the sobbing of the women, who
swayed thewselves to and fro, under the
tragic solemuity of the scene, and who
broke into a loud wailing, when the
priest’s voice faltered as he said : “The
strongest of us will cling to some sup-
port in our darkness and descent toward
the grave.” The men looked
fingering their hats, but their faces were
set and pale with emotion,

“And now,” said the parish priest,
in a softer voice, “I have toannounce to
you that 1 am no longer your pastor.
I have sent in my resigonation to your
Dishop, and he has aceepted it 1 had
hoved,” he continued, not noticing the
increased emotion of the people, “to
remain your pastor to the end, because
there is a certain human pride or vanity
in dyiog with the honours of one's pro-
fession and in harness. But, an accid-
ent, locked up in my breast, that
ocecurred this last week has precipitated
matters, and next Sunday, the new
parish priest of Doonvarragh, Lackagh,
and Athboy will address you from this
altar, Hence, wy words to-cay are my
last words to you. For twenty-five
years [ have tried to serve God and you,
imperfectly and feebly, I kuow, but yet
I think, with honesty and sincerity. 1
can say with St. Paul, that ‘I did not
covet your gold or silver,
you thought | was often exacting about
dues; but it su 't for myself, but be-
cause | believed it was a duty I had to
discharge. To-day, if my debts were
paid, I would not be worth one shilling,
In other things, too, you thought me
hard; but it was the hardness of the
father that the welfare of his
child, and puts his eternal salvation be-

seeks

fore everything else. Hence, [ kyow
that I was neither loved nor liked in
this parish—"

“You were, you were, yer reverence,”
eried a woman passionately sobbing,
“but you didu'v know the people. You
kep' away from 'em; but they loved you
in their heart of hearts.”

“An' ‘tis God Almighty's truth that
the nan is afther spakin'” said a
farme wnding up, although his voice
shook with the unusual experience of

having spoken in a ehureh.

A deep muract

yrobation

and
sympathy ra mgregation
at these words, an inarticulate,
but eloquent dec ion of love and
loyalty that a king might envy. It

touched the stroug man at
that his whole

the altar so

keenly

frame shook with
emotion, and his trembling hand went
fumbling beneath the ¢ uble for his
hanpdkerchief. And when he took out

the old red handkerehief, and lifting up
the black glasses, wiped those eyes
where the light of Heaven would never
shine again, a low, long wail of anguish
rose up from the dense mass of people,
and mauy a heart-felt and burning word
in Irish reached the ears of the weeping
priest.

It was fully five minutes before he
could master his emotion, or subdue
theirs. Then he said, hastily hiding
his hands beneath his chasuble:

‘There! Tnere! 1 did not expect
this. But what's done can't be undone
now. But you have unmanned me; and
I must now refrain from saying all that
I wanted to say. But it was briefly this

Ifet all along that I belonged to a past |

generation; and that all my thoughts
and dreams were nut of place now. I
thought I belonged to the time when ' he
people were tender and true, were
kindly and honourable towards each
other, and had a deep love in their
hearts for God and Ireland. All my
own love and hope and ambition were
centred in these two words. To do
God’'s work, however imperfectly, to
serve Ireland, however unworthily, here
was my ambition, here was my reward !
Then I thought, perhaps unwisely, that
the new generation which had arisen
did rot understand these things—that
there was more selfishness, more cun-
ning, more treachery in these days than
in the day that are gone. But, some
how, little glimpses into the lives ot the
people, from time to time, ade me
suspect that perhaps I misunderstood
them; and to=day, as I am leaviug you, 1
most hbumbly ask your pardon, and that
of Almighty God, if I have formed a
wrong judgment about you. Bat all
that is gone, And in saying Farewell |
to you, believe me that | carry with me
consolation that I never expected to
possess, and that will be a staff and
support to my tottering feet in the way
I have yet to tread.  Aud all that T will
ask of you in return is to forget, as far
as you can, my own failings whilst | was
here, and to be merciful to my memory
when ['m dead "

The acute agowy of the people had
died away; but there was a deep mur-
mur of prayer and praise, when the
priest turned around, and felt his way
to the end of the altar.

When he came forth from the sacristy
after his Thanksgiving, the whole con-
gregation were on their knees before
him, and the acolyte, who held his hand
and led him, had to piek his way
through a narrow avenue to the gate,
The old priest knew by the instinet of
the blind that he was passing throngh a
¢ owd; and he made the Sign of the
Cross over them as he went. But he
hardly recognized the dimensi ns of the
multitude, until he reached the gate,
and heard the noise of the people stand-
ing up and the tumult of execlamation

that followed himas he passed down the |

road to where his horse was standing,
Just as he was mounting his ear, he télt
that his coat-tails plucked gently; and,
stooping down, he cauzht the tiny hand
of a little child.
¢ FPather,” said she, in her childish
“won't you come back any more ?"
“ Who is this?” he said.
have I got here 2"
“I'm Eileen Hogan — ‘Chatterbox,’

Wi

down, |

Provbably, |

It was one of his school favorites,
whom he had christened with that nawme,

He gently stroked the fair hair o1 the
child, and passed his band over her sofu
cheek,

No! Eily,” bhe said.
you'll come to see me.
be a good girl 1"

He mounted his car and drove away.

“ But maybe
Good-bye ! and

Mrs, Duggan was not in the habit of
going to first Mass to Doonvarrsgh.

She found it easier to attend 10 o'clock |

Mass at Athboy, which was equidistant
from her house. She was notv preseut,
therefore, at the scene just deseribed,
which took place in Doonvarragh chapel;
but she heard of it, and in the newly-
found enthusiasm of the people, it lost
nothiog in the recital. And awidst her
own profound sorrow aud shame, she
con'’ not help feeling a little pride in
her own loyalty to her pastor, and the
way in which her opinious had now becn
viudicated.

|
|
|

| then: fall in her lap.

| said the priest.

would take away the beactiful impres-
sions left on his memory since the morn-
ing. But it was too late.

* It was too late now to think of it,”
he said. * Tell me about your own
trouble,”

“ There isn't much to tell, yer rever-
ence,” she replied. “ We have done all
in our power for this misfortunate
bhoy; but I'm afraid "tis no use, Kvery-
thin' is agin him; aud he'll give no help
himself.”

“ Why doesn't he tell his solicitor al)
he knows,”" said the priest,  and why
doesu't he protest his innocence ?"”

“ Maybe he can't,” said the poor
mother, lifting up her haods and letting
* Maybe he can't
and he kuows 'tis no use !”

“ He was remanded last Thursday ?
“ Was he not 2"

* He was, yer reverence, and taken up
to Cork Gaol; an’ he'll be brought down

| mixt Thursday with the bandeufls on

*“Muny and many a time [ tould ye, |

ye were wroug—out an' out : but ye
woulda't listen to me. Wid vere ejuc
tion, an' yere dress, an' yere style, ye
think ye know more than Almighty God
Himselt, Glory be to His Holy Nume !
But, whin the throuble comes thin ye
opeus yereeyes, or rather they're opened
i yo ! Chymaurcue ! i that pour blioy
had only said d led by his
priestts, he'd have a different shtory to
tell to-day. But, sure, no wan, from the
begiunin' of the wurruld till now ever
knew luck nor grace attindin’ auyv
thav wint again their prieshts,”
I'here was no reply. There never
was a reply to any outbursts of nest
eloguence on the part of the Irish vani-

been

thees. They did not reason, vor argue,
vpor debate. They decreed. And there
was no appeal,

Suddenly, a vew idea flashed across

the miud of the brave old woman, They
had told her that ber parish priest was
way. Perhaps, she would never

see him again,ivever have the chance of
telling how faithful and loyal she was
amidst all changes and vicissituces,
She instantly gave orders to have the
horse and cart brought out again, de-
manded a new eap, freshly quilted and
frilled, and put on the great cloth cloak
with the satin hood, which was the orna
ment and glory of Irish womanhood
which not only lasted a lifetime,

and

was

often passed down from generation to
generation, Thus attired, she drove
down to the parish priest’s house witi

one of her boys and entered the presby-

| tery grounds

The old priest in his cassock, was
walking up and down in the sunshine
along the gravelled path th lay along
the southern walls ot his house. He was
thinking of nderir

many things, |

many things in his old, sy

ion, wondering most of

logistie ia

all, whether he

had not been Inbouring all his Jife nuder
the mistake that Law is the finality of
Being, and that he had never discerned
that there may be some ng nigner that
Law, or a Law beyoud Law, aud that
Love He wer seemed t
before that rigid, inexorabled L

C

the governing Power of the

was only

iverse
nd that it
tioning

saved the

mute and uugues-

obedience to its behests that

Universe souls of men

and the
from irreparable ruin,

He would as soon have doubted the

| conelusions of a proposition iu Euelid,

or a formal syllogism, as this, It was
his Faith—the cardina! principle of his
life ; and he had always prided himself
ou the striet and unexpectionsl maonner

in which he had acted on the prineiple, |

I: was the
State and

bulwark of the Chureh and
people.  Remove that, or

tamper with it, and down comes every- |

thing in hopeless and inretrievable ruin,

| But now something higher than mere

reason told him that throughouc the
vast universe there was a something
higher and holier than Law—or rather
that the highest of all laws — the
Supreme Excellence was Love., That
murmur amougst the people at Mass;
that bold expression of unlettered peas
ants, when they told him he was utterly
mistaken ; and his own tears—were the
eloquent defenders of the subline thesis
that * Love is Creation's Final Law.”
And then, by a logical, but painful
trangition, he suddenly asked himself—
After all, was Annie right? Was her
act of self-immolation, too, although it
seemed to him to transgress the laws of
propriety, still in perfect consonance
with the higher decrees which, in the
name of humanity, had been confirmed
aud ~orsecrated by common eonsent ?

It was whilst he was thus agitated,
that he heard the sound of the heavy
cart-wheels ernuching the gravel before
the door.and his old housekeeper immedi-
ately after annonucing to him that Mrs,
Duggan was waiting to see him.

She hadn’t seen her parish priest for
some months: and she was much s! ocked
at the alteration in his appearance, and
deeply touched when she saw him grop-
ing his way in utter darkuess.

* Wisha, yer reverence,” * you will
forgive me callin’ on you in yer throuble
but sure I hard all about
this mornin
us ?”
Sit

your sermon
-and are you goin' to lave

down, Mrs. Duggan,” he said,

|

extending his hand blindly to her, “it |

is good of you to come and see me ; and
you having such a weight of trouble on
yourself.”

“ Well, sure, welcome be t) 1 of
God,” she said, *“1It is a hard
thrial enough for me in me L

| But sure, nothing better conld come

| from the dhrinkin' and the fightin' an’

» \\'l\ll”] ]

An' all
hadn't

the eard-playin.’
enough, if he
prieshts.”

The priest said nothing ; but waited

“An'is it thrue, yer reverence, that
you're goin' away from us ?"

¢ s, Mrs. Duggan,” he said. * You
gsee [ amold and now U'm ran blind ; and
"tis a big parish, and I wouldo't feel easy
in my conscience to keep it, when |
eouldn’t do all that I ought tu do for
the people.”

“ Wisha, thin, yer reverence will for
give me for sayin' it; but the people
wor sayin' couldn’t his reverence get
wther curate, and resht himself 2"
“I'm afraid not,” he said. *“The
parish is large, but the population is
miich lessened by emigration, The place
wouldn't support three priests,”

that
turned

bad
his

was

agin

* But sure the people, yer reverence
av you only axed them, or put up your
finger, 'ud iperase their jues, and give
all yvou want."”

He his head mournfuily,
was afraid to deny it now, because it

shook

him, and the whole wurruld lookin' at
him,"”

The thought of her boy handenifed as
a spectacle to the world was too mucl

for her, and she broke into a fit of weep

He let her alone, until
herself and again asked :
“Will there be any o

she ealmec

any addition

g
“ Wisha, we

LY

dou’t know, yer revey
ence,” she replied. *“1Im tould the
police are scourin’ the couunthry right

an’ lefr, and axin’all kinds of questions
about the poor bhoy. \1
not a word out of
Ave or No, to ¢
All he'll sayis, *

there he s
him. He won't say
ny question he axed
I'll be hanged, an’ 1 de

Iss,

served it

“That's very bad,” said the priest
thoughtfully, * He is sinkiog into de
spair, Is there anything new d
covered

*Nothin', as 1T tould yer reverence

But they say the polies wor dowr
all day on Saturday
there's no knowing what
may swear, if they are

Al the
And
S havther
paid for it
Many and many a time | warned the
people gypsies,”" he said
mplaiut ; bul he sud
denly stopped,  Ce

ould castle

against the
his old tone of o
iplaints and r
inations were no more for him,

erim

I'rue for your reverence,” said the
old woman, eatehing the rd. * Bu
the people had their own way ; and
mueh good has it done them,

After another long pause, he said
* | suppsse he'll be tted now te
the summ 1s8izes € re

mand him

the boy would br
p to establish
And maybe
tha is innoce
d ne
Do yvou mean Dick 2" he avid
* Av coorse, 1l do, ver revere ri
f Dick I'm kin
Dick no more rdered Noed Kerir
than 1 did,” smid e pri Aud
God will prove is innocence to the
world, as you'll see
*Oh thin, may the Alwmighty Go
power his blessings down on you every
day you live,"” said the poor woman
from whose heart a mighty load was now
lifted, *“Sure | don't care what hap
pens now, so long as he ha t th sin of
wurder on his sowl, Let 'em hang and
quarter him if they likes. Sure many
an inuvocent man was hanged in Ireland

before, Solong asl know that he didn't
sind that upfortunate man te
with his sin on his sowl.”

* But,"” said the priest solemnly, not
heeding her words, * you musin't
breathe to man or mortal what Uve said
to you. The officers of the law are
clever ; aud they would block every
effort on your son's behalf if they kuew
them. So you must promise me now
that what has happened here this after-
noon will be as secret as the grave,”

“ You may depind on me, yer rever-
ence,”” she said,

“The lite of your son depends on your
silence,” he repeated.

* Oh thin, oh thin, oh thin,” she eried
kissing the priest's hand in an ecstasy
of gratitude, “ may the Lord forgive
him and thim who didn't know what
kind of priesht they had, till they lost
him,”

Mind,” he said, “I didn't say that I,
but God would save your son. Aud re-
member, God is only moved by prayer ;
and above all, by a mother's prayers.”
TO BE CONTINUED
e

A REPLY T0 ARCH-
DEACON ARMITAGE

Rev, P. W. Brown
Editor CATHOLIC RECORD :

In a recent issue ot your prper Arch-
deacon Armitage, of St. Paul's Chureh,
Halifax, delivers what he evidently eon-
sidered a reply to your trenchant ani-
madversion on the said Archdeacon's
historic inaccuracies _in  connection

. .
with the Head of the Anglican Chureh.
I do vot intend dealing with the malti-
tudinons red herrings which the Arch-
deacon has drawn in such a masterly
but fallacious manner across the trail of
truth ; but I will simply deal with some

judgment

of the more pateutly inaccurate state
ments, By way of preface 1 wish to
strike a personal note,  Some years ago |

had oceasion to issue a publie correct-
ion (during a meeting of the Historical
jociety of Nova Scotia, in the eity of
Halifax) to the Arec

tion with some cluims (not
which he attributes to that well-in-
formed and representative (?) Irishman,
Frank Hugh O Dounnell) regarding the
paternal  and charitable attitude of
early Anglicanism in the British Col-
onies, The claims vanished into very
thin air when tue sunlight of accurate
history shed its luminous rays upon the
question at issue.

You have already dealt with the ecal-
umny against the Jesuits, As a pallia-
tion for his unwarranted assertion, the
Archdeacon resurrects the bogie of the
Clementine document suppressing the
Jesnirs, This document was not & Buall,
as the Archdeacon asserts; it was a

con in econnec-
unlike those

| Brief ; and this Brief (Dominus ac Re-
| demptor) was not promuigated in the

form customary for papal Constitutions
intended as laws of the Chureh, 1t was
not affixed to the gates of 5t Peter's orin

| the Campo di Fiore (the regular process

He |

|

of promulgation.)

cated

Nor was it commmni-
in legal form to the Jesuits in
Rome ; the general and his assistants
alone received the notification of their
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suppression. It was n
France. On the contra
Jutely opposed by Beaum
of Paris, as beiug the

deed, not supported

Chureh, and therefore
the Chureh of France,
Spain thought the Briel
it condemued neither t
the morals nor the doc
tims. The Court of Na
publication under )
Poland resisted for a
santons of Lucerne,
Solothurn vever allowe
give up theireolleges

most significant jnelde
Protestant sovereign K
sia, and Catharive of
Jesuits under their pro
jntervention keptthe

its complete restoratiorn
no brief to defend the
Saint lgnatius ; but

history must admit th
suppression of the Soc
a political measure; a
from indisputable te
Clement X1V, (Lore
assumed the papal dig
distress,

was in dire
Jansenism, Febroniani
ism were in  rebell)
authority of the Ro
rolers of France (
Naples, Portugal, Pa
side of the sectarians v
dynastic

ejudicen,
ppearance, worked o1
strengthening  of the

the
the

wzgled agains

errors, but he had fail
they were the legacy
successor. To him t

had de facto taken
Frauce and Portugs
f the new Pontiff the

ed the abolition of
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