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The Dream of Gerontius.
BY THE LATE OARDINAL NEWMAN,

-1 Am nesr to death,
J‘;:a‘:l:(')ll.ltl calling me; 1 know it now,
Not by the token of this faltering breath,

This chill i heart, this dempness on my

row
(Jesu, have mercy | Mary, pray for me 1)

' P44 this new feeling never felt befure

Be with e, Lord, in my extremity !)

hat I am going, that 1 am no more,

"T1s this Alrange iunermoat ahandonment
(m;;r (‘f souls! Great God! 1 look 10

0

e!)

This empiying out of each constituent

And mlm’;rul'ln, ce, by which [ came to ba,
Piay for me, O my (rionas; a visitant

18 knocking hir dire summons At my door,
The Iike of whom to fright me and vo daunt

Has zever, never come 10 me before

"I'is Destk~0 loving friends, your prayers

gty

s he!

8 though mv very being had given Away,
AA'A :hu‘uah 1 wuynn more s subsiance m;w
And could fall back oz nought 10 bs my slay

(He'lrp. Joving Lord ! Thou my scle Kefuge,

hou),
And turn no whither but must needs decay,
And drop from ont the universsl /rame,
Into 1hat shapeless, keopeless, b'ank shyss,
That utter noihivgness of which Ieame:
This it 18 thel hag come Lo puss with me;
Oh, horror ! This it is, ny dearest, this:
8o pray for me, my friénds, who have not
strength Lo pray.

1 can no more; for now it comes again.

That senee of ruin which is worse than pain,

That masterful negaiion and collapse

Of all Lhat makes me man ; #s Lthough I'bent

Over the dizzy brink

Of some -heerhlun-.uo deecent ;

Or worse &8 though

Down, down forever I was falling through

The solld iremework of ereated Lulngs,

And needs must sink and sink

Into the vast »byss. And, crueler still,

A flercs sand restless fright seems to fill

The mansion of my soul. And worse avd
WOrse,

Bome bedily form of 111

Floals on the wind, with many a loathsome

curse
Tulnlilnu the hallow’d air, and laughs and
flaps

Ita hiaeous winge,
And makes we wild with horroravd d'smay,
O Jesu, help, pray for ne, Mary pray |

KNOCKNAGOW
UR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY,
By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER LV.—CoNTINUED,

The young girls gazed upon the woeds
and groves and undulating meadowe, jost
as their grendfather had done.  Aad the
expression In the bright eyo of youth axd
{u the dimmed eye cf sge was the same.

“Ah” sald the younger girl, as her
sloter’s eyes met hers, 1t 1s n sweet place !”

Turn round, young ledies, and lock
through that arched gateway to yon elop-
log biliside, epeckled with white sheep,
upon which the sun shines so brightly.
There wore many beppy bomes along that
green slope not mauy ycara ago, There
1s not ove now. You remember the Jast
of them—the old farm.house in the trees,
with its cluster of cornetacks; and the
squere orcherd, that locked eo pretty in
the epring tlme ; and fhe narrow boreen
leadlrg to the rosd between tangled wild
roses and bines? You remember the
childien who peered ehyly at you from
under thelr brown arme when vou rode by
upon your pretty ponles? You remom-
ber what a rage your papa wasin when the
man who lived there refused to glve up
the old lease ; and how he swore when
the old lesse had expired, and the “ecoun-
drel ’—tbat wee the word—refueed to go
until the ster!ff and the pelice snd mill-
tery drove him awey ?

To be sure, his father, and grandfather,
and great grandfather, had lived there
before him, He pa'd your papa fifty
gold gulnens every year, and was willing
to pay as many more {f he were allowed
to toil on there to the end of his days;
though old people remembered when that
produstive little farm was covered with
furze and berrles, with patches of green
rushes buie and there in the marshy piaces.
Well, he shouid go; and the children—
but what do you care for such thlage?
We merely meant to remind you that, to
that poor man and his wife and children,
thele place, too, was ** a aweet pleca.”

“ I suppose,” thought Mr, Bam Somer
field, “ ke came here purpoeely to watch
till the breath !s out of him, in order that
I may be hunted without an hour’s dclay.”
Then, fixing his eyes upon the old,man
with & look in which pity and batred
seemed blended, he continued, “ What
right had he to take such alease? He
cared ouly for bimself Why wasn't it
my life he got 1t for? He might have
dled, and died an old man, tWwenty years
ago. And I wish to heaven he did dle
twenty years ago, before my heart was
rooted {o 1t.”

An old blind hound, lyirg on a mat
near the door, ralsed his head, and uttered
a long diemal howl. The whole pack
took up the cry ; and, as it pacsed like a
wail of sorrow over the blils, the old fox-.
hunter fell buck fn his chalr—dead |

The hunteman threw himself from hls
horse ; and, with the help of two or three
other servants, carried his old master into
the house,

“0 paps, poor grandpapa ls gone!”
the young girls excleimed, flinging thelr
arms roand their father’s neck.

He bent down ea they clung to him,
looking qulte helpless and stupefied. Bat,
when he saw the horse from which the
buntsman hed dlsmounted, walk to a
gquare etone near tho end of the house,
sud stand quietly beslde it, and thought
that “old Somerfield” would vever
saount from that stone agaln, the tears
ran dowan his haxd, yellow cheeks, and fell
upon his chiidren’s halr,

The doctor and Mr, Lowe walked back
to the carrlage in slience, much affected
by what they had seen.

“ Dy you think her handscme?” Rlich-
ard arked.

“Not very,” was Mr, Lowe’s languld
reply. “I could never admire girls like
her, The glrl that called you to see her
father the other day ia by far the prettier

{rl,”

. ¢ Yes, Nancy ITogan ls decldedly hand
some, Yet Hugh thinks Bessy quite cap-
tivating. Curlous how tastes wiil differ.”

They had etopped to sond Tom Maher
fnto old Phil Morris’s for a light, and
Besay came to the door with her sewlng.

“(Grace i wonderlng why we have
stopped,” said the doctor. “She wiil
break her neck trying to look round at us.

But il blow a cloud,” he added, a8 Tom
Maher presented bim with a bit of burning
stick, “that will enlighten her.”

(irace had her head out of the carrlage ;
but it was not of them she was thinking at
all  She caugh the outline of & man’s
figure on the hill above the fort, and
guaessed it was Hugh, watching the carriage
a8 Jong ae they were withln view.

“Ah! it came from his heart,” sald she

“ What are you saying 1" Eva mked.
# Nothing,” was the careless ngl’y. She
was thipkivg of Hugh's “ Good.by,”

And Hugh did watch the carriage as
long as it was in sight ; but then he bad
eome up the hill to look at the hoggets,
And s his eye rested upon the little houve
among the old whitethorns, he wished he
hed another excuse to follow the windin
footpath, and bave & chat with o!d Ph
Morzis about the year of the Hill, and
lsten to bis epeculations on tha chances of
havirg “apything droll ” in the country
before he died. And es Hugh though of
the old * croppy,” he saw fn fancy his
bright lttla gnnddnu;{hler, as the flitted
like a fire fly about the houze, when he
used to run in for shelter from the rain,
some years before, And as he went on
admiring Bessy Morrls retrospectively, he
happened to put his finger and tbumb fnto
his walstcost pocket, and feellug scme.
thing soft and eilky, took 1t out and
looked et it in great surprice, It was a
long shinipg lock of balr.  After thinking
for s moment, he laughed ; but that soft
light, which his elster Mary sometimes
noticed, come Into his dark eyes, And
Mr, Hugh Kearney began now to call up
a vislon in the future, as a moment before
he had cslled up one of the past, Solong
#s he goes on looking * before and after”
{u this fashion he is safe enough, Bat if
one day he should find “the fancy true,”
how will it be 7 He tore off the blank leaf
of a letter, and after counting bsckwards
on his fiogers, ** Monday, Sunday, Satur-
dey,” wrote the day of the month and the
year upon it.

%] wonder what sort she will be in a
few years more!” he thought, looking
sgaln at the shining tress which he had
playfully cut from Grace's head the morn.
ing of Ned Brophy’s wedding. Then, a
la the Dean of St. Patrick’s, he wrote the
words, * Only a girl's halr,” and, folding
it up carefully, placed it fn his pockst-
book, aud returned home without think.
ing egain of the o'd rebel and his fasciuat
ing granddaughter, who, st that moment,
was just sfier beirg made mieerable by a
good-natured frlend, who bad walked
vhree mtles for the scle purpose of telling
her that she was * in & show ” on accouut
of the dregcon’s visit,

Poor Mrs. Kearney wae eo nervous and
depressed that day that she left even the
dloner to Mary’s eole superintendence.
Bat Mrs, Kearpey always wished to have
a natural and rational resson for her sighs
ard tears, whenever she felt disposed or
constralned to ludulge in them, And on
this occasien the cause of her trouble was
ber favourite ecn, who was a * very soft
boy,” and, llke her poor Uncle Dan, re-
quired egg flip very often to set him all
right of & morning ; and to think that he
hadn’t & soul to look after him in ¢ that
Dublin,” was enough to break ber heart,
Honest Maurice, who, ltke the Vicar of
Wakefield, found pleasure in happy
human faces, ru-hed in desperation into
the pantry, and cutting several substantial
slices from the remalns of that glorions
leg of mutton which Dr, Klely praised so
bighly, placed them in a small basket with
as much bread »s there was room for, and,
walkipg off to the kiin field, peremptorily
ordered Mat Donovan to let the horses
rest, and ¢ elt down and eat that ’—derlv.
ing much comfort aud peace of mind from
Mat's performance as he dut!fully obeyed
the Ibjunction and set to work 1o a very
bueiress-llke manner.

Mary tock her elster’s letter and read,
for the twentleth time: “ Gretta H——

has just retarned from Parls, Arthur
0'Coanor is ordained. She saw him in
his vestments, and eays he 1a the hand-
somest priest she ever saw.”

% Thank goodness,” thought Mary, * no
tongue can ever wound me agaln on that
ecore.”

“What is the matter with you, Mary ?”
Eille acked.

“Why so?”

“]f you saw yourself!
were Anat Hannah,”

% Oh, my goodness,” exclalmed Msry, in
affccted alarm, *“ Am I a faded old maid
already ?”

“ Well, you had her look,” returned
Ellle. “And Aunt Hanna was cressed In
love.”

% And do you suppoee that I, too, bave
been croesed in love 17

“ Well, I was thinking how Grace used
to be at you about Mr. Lowe.”

“1 am very sorry after Mz, Lowe,” re-
turned Mary. * Are not you.”

“ Not much, It Is Grace I am sorry
after.”

“You’'ll have Grace wiih you in the
convent,”

“ But will I be let brlng my goldfinch 7"

“ Oh, I fear that would not ba allowed.”

¢ Well, I'll glve him back to Tommy
Lahy to keep for me till I come home,
1’d be afrald you would not take care of
him.”

“Qh, yes, I'll take care of him, And
don’t you know Tommy will be scon
golng to America? Hlas uncle Is very rich,
and his mother says Tommy will be a
great man yet.”

“QOb, I'm sorry Tommy Lahy ls going
to Amerlca,” sald Elite. ** And what will
hls poor mother and Norah do 1”

“That’s true,” returned Mary, "It
will be a sore trial to them ; but it wlll be
for hls gocd, and they will make the sacrl-
fice.”

But Mary could not help smiling, when
sbe remembered that the very climax of
Honor’s Lahy’s trouble seemed to be the
thought that Tommy would surely take
to climbling to the top of * them masts,”
which, she understood, were standing in
the middle of the ehip, and would of
course be a perpetusl temptation to him,
“The best chance he’d have,” Honor
added, “ would be to stay at the top of 1t
always, an’ keep quite, an’ not to be pelt.
{u’ himself down—the Lord save us !—like
a bag from the top loft of the mlll, takin’
the sight uv your eyes from you, an’
brivgin’ your heart Into your mouth.”
And as the comparatively reassuring pic
ture presented itself of Tommy keeping
quiet on the top of the maln mast while
crossing the Atlantlc, Honor brightened
up and sald ““she’d trust all to the mercy
of God.” Mary emiled as she thought of
this. Then she began to think of Norah ;
and Ellte would look In her face In valn
for the slightest resemblance to Aunt
Hannab, who was crossed in love,

CHAPTER LVIL
THE WHITE JACKET

The Sunday afternoons were growing
longer and longer, and Mat Donovan’s
vieits to the little house under the hiil

I though you

for & long time before, He saw Hugh
Kesrney's fisking rod, which he bad re-

paired for bim in ** first.ratestyle,” on the
wall with Pbil Morrie's own old rod, which
was never taken to pleces, and stretched
its tapering length nearly the whole cross
of the kitchen, with the wheel ltne wound
up till the koot on the end just toucbed
the ring ou the top of the rod, 8o that,

while Hagh Kearney was screwlng his rod
together and passing the line through the
rlogs, old Phil’s flies wounld be dropping
a8 natural as life on the currents and ed-
dles of the )ittle stream, and n shout from
bim would sometimes call Hugh away to
secure a good-efzed trout with bis landing:
net, Bat Hngh Ksearney'’s rod and land-
ing net over the old weaver’s loom never
gave Mat Donovan the slizbtest trouble,
We caunot eay es much, however, con-
cernivg the horse which he now sees
standing et Phil Moxnle's door. And
when the young man from the mountain
came out of the house and rode away, Mat
Donovan felt a elnking of the heart in,
spite of all he could do. And when he
walked in with his % God save all here !”
there was Bessy with that killing white
jacket, which he had not seen since the
night of Ned Brophy’s wedding, sittiog in
her graudfather’s arm chalr, and looking
very grand indeed, a3 she eaid without
rislog, and almost without turnlog her
head, “ How are you this evening ” The
white jacket, as Peg Brady afterwarde
told him, hsd beea teken from the box
whero it had lain for moaths, and bastily
put on, when Bessy caught sight of the
young man from the mountals turnlog in
at the gate ; in proof of which P:g pro

duced a lfttle bunch of lavender which
fell from the folds of the white jacket on
the flsor,

¢ [ think,” says Pag Brady, with that
sly look of hers, * you may take off your
jacket now.”

Bessy reddened and bit her lips; but
sald, carelassly, ¢ Well, I believe 8o’ and
walked luto her room-—looking hand-
somer than ever, Mat thought, when ehe
came back In her brown etuff dress. Then
old Phil stumped in, and Beeey took his
fishing rod sud leaped upon a chalr to
havg it in {ts usual place. And how
graceful she looked with her arms ralsed
as far as they could reach, for the hooks
upon which the rod rested were up near
the loft. Though the house was a one:
storey thatched house, there was a loft to
it, upon wkich, in days gone by, yarn and
pieces of flannel and frieze, and blenkets,
to a fabulous asmount, used to be stowed
awoy., Then Bessy jumped down again,
and, Jooking into the apgler's backet, eaid
that Mat should bring the trout to Miss
Kearnoy,

“You have two good red trout there,”
sald old Phil, *bat the rest are no great
thiogs, The river s not what id nsed to
be, any more than the people, Every-
thing s goin’ to the bad. Hugh lost the
finest trout I ree this many a day, tho last
day he was over, an’ all on account of not
takin’ bis tlme. You'd think ’twas an
elephaut he tad, he gave him sach a
dhrag—whin he had a right to give him
line an’ take blm ’scy., There’s no fear
at all uv Hagh, oo’y that when he don’t
be mindin’ himself, an’ 1s took eudden,
he’sapt to pull too herd an’ break his line.
An’ he deplads too much on the fur flles,
He thinks a hare’s-ear an’-yallow nd kill
the divil.”

Bessy lald the speckled trout iato her
owa basket, having fiest put In some of
the fresh green graes the old engler had

wrapped about them,

1 knov,” said she, “she’d like'to senld
s couple of them to Norah Lahy. And
bow {s she getting on, Mat 7"

“I’m afeared she’s stalin’ away un
koowast to the world,” Mas replied,
“She wes never 80 late In the year before
wudout sittin’ outside the doore. An’
though fine an’ soft this weak was, she
wne not sthroeg eanough to ventuze out,
Hopor tells me.”

“Ia id thrue for certaln,” old Phil
Morrls asked, “that Tom 1logsn 1s to be
put out ?”

¥ No miatake.” Mat answered ; ‘an’
'tls afther knockin’ the gocd out uv every
tenant on the property. The rent s riz
agaln on every wan uv ’em except Mis-
ther Kearney, aa’ his lalse is not up yet.
Au’ they all say, what chanco have they
when Tom Hogan is served.”

“Did them fellows near you pull down
thelr own houses for a pound a plece, as
’tla sald they did 9

“They did then—exceptin’ Billy Hef
fernan ; an’ he towld Pender he wouldn’t
knock the cabin where his mother rocked
him in the cradle if a fifty-pound note
was lald in his hand. Billy has great sperit
though he hasn't much talk, They eay
Tom Hogan would get a thrifle uv money,
too, 1f he’d give up; but I don’t think
he’d take Maurlce Kearaey’s farm this
minute for his own little spot ; for, as he
says himeelf, hls heart {s stuck In id. An’
he’s goin’ on dhralain’ jast as If he was as
firm as the Rock uv Cashel ln 1d, They
must briog the cheriff any way, An’ I
won't plase ’em either to glve up my
garden, tili I must.”

% Are you golng to ba ejacted ?"? Beasy
asked, looklog alarmed.

““They can’t touch the house an’ hag-
gart,” returned Mat, *“1d bein’ & free-
hould, But they're takin’ the garden
from me to join Id to the big farm that’s
to be med out of Tom Hogan’s an’ the
other three. A man bas no chence In
Ireland, an’ I suppose I muat cross the
salt wather myse’f as well as anotker.”

“What hurry are you ln(” sald Beesy,
as he rose to go, * Sit down an’ tell us
all the news,"”

“1 was over lookln’ at a horse uv Tom
Cuddehy’s that got a hurt,” he replled,
“an’ just walked in on my way back.”

“ And how s Mrs. Caddehy going on {”

“Very well,” Mat replied, “An’ her
father is givin’ every penny of her fortune
to Tom, when he see him act so manly,
an’ get marrled, an’ pay the priest, an’ all,
widout sayla’ a word about money. An’
ould Paddy {s in wud 'em every night in
the year, they’re always so pleasant. An’
80 {a Ned Brophy. An’, falth, Ned can
go where he liker, the wife 1s so well able
to look to everything. An’so he walks
over to Tom's to have a talk wud the
nelghbours.”

‘s there any truth in the report about
Mies Kearney and young Mr. Kiely 1”

“1 don't ery there is. The rame talk
was about her an’ Mr, Lowe, an’ there
was nothin’ in 1d. Mr. Edmund s a fine
pleasant young fellow, an’ a right good
boy,” added Mat, emphatically. *I don’t
know a smarter fellow, to take him at

with asigh.

were more frequent than they had been

general exerclse, The masther made me put

two big rocks In the kilp-field to mark the
throw agalo Oaptsin Ffevch, su’ Eimand
has the puesta stalks sl thrampled thryin’
to put the sledge up to the ceptain’s
mark. An’' folth he's not far at all from
id. Bat sa for Miss Mary, I don't ssy
they bave auy motion av wan suother.
An’ so far as goin’ on goes, 1'd say ’tis
Miss Aune an’ blmse’f tglt’u pullta’ the
cosrd.”

“ Aud how is Nancy Hogan?” Besy
aeked.

# | nevor see her in betther spirits,” he
avewered, readily, *“Oa’y for frettin’
afther Jimmy an’tho way her father is
she'd ba ae pleasant as ever she wan,
b’lleve her ould sweetheart Tom Cary is
afiher her again.”

“He's & mane dog,” Phil Morris ex-
clalmed, “afther her father telitn’ bim a
tradesman was no match for his daughter.
Bad luck to hls impundence, the beggar !
the crawler, as Phil Lahy called bim. I'm
a tradesman, though ’tls little I do at my
trade now, an’ eorry I'm forid, An'l
suppose Lcould call myse'f & farmer be:
cauce I have a spot uv land, BatI call
myse’f & tradesman, becauso I'm proud
uv my trade. 1 gave her father”—turan-
fag to his granddsughter—* three hun-
dred pounds that I made at my trade.
Av’ if Tom Cary wents a wife let him
come for her, an’ he'll get her before a
farmer any day.”

% An’ would you glive her to a labourin’
man 1” inquired Peg Brady, who was
sitting on ibe settle, emelling the bunch
of lavender that fell from the folds of the
white jacket,

“No, [ wou'dn’t,” replied the old
weaver, turnlog sharply round, and
scowllvg at her. “ What businesy would
a labourin’ man have wud her ?”

P:g Bredy bent her head ard langhed,

“You ought not to be 8o hard sgalnst
Tom Hogan for bls prejudices,” Beesy
remarked, * for you have your prejudices
too.”

“But a tradesman Is as good s sny
mag,” returned old Phil,

“ And why should not a labouring man
be a8 good, if he is equally honest and in-
telligent 1’ Besey a‘ked.

% Faith,” sald Mat Donovan, good-
humouredly, “’tla like the ‘Town in
Dapger? In the spellln’ bock, There’s
notbi'n' llke leatber wud the whole uv

»

“I"ll go home the short cut an’' glve
those to Miss Mary,” eald Mat Donovan,
when he and Bessy Morrls bad reached
the gate without exchanging a word.

“Tell her I'll call for the backet my-
self,” sald Besay.

Mat looked up at the old whitethorns,
which were now all in their glory, filling
the air with perfume, and, after another
interval of silence, held out his hxnd with
a emlle.

“@ood evenin’,” eald he, “Why don’t
you ever teke a walk down to eee my
mother? They all say 'iis too proud
you’re afther gettla’,”

¢ Mat,” returned Bessy, holding bhis
hsnd, acd fixing that ead Inquirlog lock
upon him, *are you really thinking of
Ameriea 1"

“Well, I am,” he repliad, * There’s
many ralsons for id. Bat I have nothin’
decided on yet.”

“You won't go without telllng me at
all events 1"

“Well, {f ITgo atall, I blleve I'll slip
away wudout takin’ my lave uvany wan.
"Twould bresk my heart.”

“1f you do go, you wor’t forget to
write to me, iIf you hear anything about
my father?”

“ Begor, Baeay,” hereplied, “I'd walk
from wau end uv America to the other if
I thought I could find your father for
you.”

“@Good evening,” eald she, with her
eyes fixed upon his face,

He opened the gate, and, bending down
ber head, with a smile and a slight blush,
sho passed v, and returned to the house
without looking back.

Pcg Brady was strolling along the road
with her hands clasped behind her back,
looking up at the clouds.

“ Are you goin’ down 1" Mat asked.

“No,” she replled. *“I1 on'y took a
walk out thinkin' I might meet some uv
the glrls goin’ the short cut to the dance.”

“ Peg,” sald Mat, after a pause, ‘ fa there
anything the matter wud Bessy? Ske
looks paler an’ thloner than ever I see
her lookln’ before,”

¢ Maybe she has raison,” returned Peg.

“ Rafean !” he repeated. ¢ For God's
sake what do you meane ?”

“Oyeh! You needn’t be so frightened.
Maybe ehe’s thinkin’ uv changln’ her con.
ditlon,”

4 0OY, Is that all ?” he asked, with a sigh
of rellef.

“Dld you hear her bachelor is afther
comin’ in for a legacy 1"

“Sare I did,” he replled, * He tould
me himee'f, He’s no man to be goin’ on
as he ls, when he knows she don’t like
bim.”

“Don’t be too sure of that,” returned
Peg Brady. * He’s not a eojer now ; he's
out uv the army altogether. An’ex Kit
Cumm'ns about the fistful uv goold he
pulled out uv his pocket t'other evenin’,
Falth, K1t has fine times while he’s lodgin’
wad her. The pan s never off uv the
fire, an’ he sends for a dczen uv porther
together.”

' He's a fool,” returned Mat,

% You don't know what id is to be fond
uv a girl, sald Peg.”

“ Well, maybe not,” rejained Mat, * bat
I'd tear the heart out nv my body before
I'd fret the girl I'd be fond uv, an’ makin’
ber the talk uv the counthry, as he’s
doin’.”

Peg Brady laughed, and, wheeling
round, continued her stroll back again
towards the house.

¢ Glve my love to Barney,” the called

out,

“All right” returned Mat, as he
jumped over the fence to make a short
cut to Maurice Kearney’s, He started on
seelng & man eftting, or rather lying,
behind tha fence. It was the dragoon.
However, he walked on without pretend-
ing to see him ; but his face flushed crim.
son, and, clenching his hand, he muttered:

“The dlvil a thing I'd rather be doin’
than whalln’ the mane dog. When he
knows she hates the sight uv him, what
right have he to be persecutin’ her this

wu%'l"

hen he reached the hill from which
Hugh Kearney watched Dz, Kiely’s car-
rlage as it disappeared in the distance,
Mat Donovan turned round to take
another look at the *Ilittle house under

in converation with & woman nesr the

te.
B Oh!” he exclaimed, after looklnr at
them for some time, “she hus & light.
coloured gownd on ber, 'Tis Peg Brady.”

CHAPTER LVIL

A GREAT EVENT—TOMMY LAHY'S ACCOM:
PLISHMENTS—ARTHUR 0'CONNOR,

A great event has happened In Kvock-
nagow thia etill summer day. Nearly all
the men, and most c¢f the women, are out
in the meadowe mowlngand “saving " the
hay ; or cutting and *footlog” tuif in
tha bog. There lu a drowey silence over
the bawlet, only broken by tte rlug of the
blacksmith’s anvil, or the occaslonal sbrill
crowing of & cock, filllog the heart with
an oppressive eense cfs loneliness, If not
with forebodings of evil, Mrs. Donovaa
ia sltting at the foot of the cherry tree
watching her beea, She has had no less
than four ewarws withlu the past week,
every one of them so comsiderate and
accommodating as to lodge within the
bounda of the clipped hedge, not following
the example of the earliest swarms this
year, which swept away like a cloud over
Tom Hogans farm, never etopping till
they passed Attorney Hanly’sgrove, and to
the great delight of Miss Rore—who, in
common with all the world, looked upon
euch a visit as a sign of good luck—precipl-
tated themselves into a roee bush under
the drawipgroem window, And when
Nelly Donovan came up out of breath,
makivrg a frightful clatter, by means of
an cld kettle aud a poker—for Nelly was
keen of eye and swift of foot, and never
lost sight of the truaunts till they dipped
beyond the fir grove—Rose ran out to
show her where they were all in & lump
in the miidle of the rose tree. Joe
Ruesel wae despatched for the new hive,
which Mrs, Donovan bad already smeared
with boney on the inelde, avd fixed peeled
sally switches meross it to keep the new
combs from fslling down ; while Lory
brought & eleve from the barn #o place
under the blve when the baes were shaken
into it, and Rose produced a white table
cloth to wrap around it ; and Nelly Don.
ovan went home rejolclog with the swarm,
which ber mnther had given upéor lost,

And now Mrs Donovan sits under the
cherry-tree, watchiog ber fifth swarm,
havgiog like a great sheep’c-gray etocking
from the branch cof a currant-bush;
though when they broke away from the
parent hive, they whirled round and
round fn the wildest commotlon, as if
benceforth bent upon leadlog a life of
lawleseness and anarchy, but euddenly
changed their mindes and dropped fnto the
currant. bush, cluetering about thelr law-
ful queen, and showing every symptom
of ependipg their days in barmony and
{rdustry within the four hedges of Mat
Donovan’s little garden—of couree taking
frequent excurelons to the purple heather
on the bog, and to Maurlce Kearney’s
clover fiold, and to the yellow * bouchal.
anns ” that flourished eoabundantly upon
Mr. Bereeford Pender's farm, ard even
raleed their hends at the very threshsld of
cow-house and barn, to the great delight
of old Phil Morrls, who chuckled over
this pleceant prospect when he pald his
periodical visita to the three: poplar trees
on the bill,

Some children have what they call &
‘cobby  under the bedge at the rosd
elde. Bat the place belng qulte dry, and
the grass green and fresh, and no mud
within reach, a little has been dlspatched
for a saucepan of water to manufacture
dirt—withoutwhich erjoyment s out of
the question, The pool outstde Kit Cam
mins’ door {8 so dried up, that the pig, by
the hardest rootlng and rabblog and crush-
ing, has only been able to bear away a
elngle patch of an inky/composition about
a foot in diameter upon a prominent part
of bis person ; so the eaucepan had to be
filled from Kit’s wash.tub, the contents of
which Were the mast snitable for the pur-
pose Inteuded, next to the pool cutslde
the door, And the little girl, comiog back
with her eaucepan full, avnounced to her
companions the event which we have re
ferred to at the beginning of this chapter,
Nelly Donovan hesrd tke child's words,
and flinging down the bee-bive which che
was making ready for the reception of the
swarm in the currant bueh, ran cut upen
the road, and turning the corner of the
clipped hedge, looked down the hill. Aud
then Nelly Donovan flung up her arms as
high as ehe possibly could, and clapped her
hands above her head, Her mother rose
from her seat under the cheery-tree and
went out upon tke road, too, and, looking
down the hill, ralsed her hands, but not in
a wild way llke Nelly, while a smile
lighted up her sad face. Kit Cammins
stopped short ln the verv middle of an
oration, which she was dellverlog for
behoof of her next-door melghbour—to
whom she could address herself at any
moment through the thin partition, with.
ont Interruptiog her ordinary avocations,
The next door neighbor, not possessing the
gift of eloquence, uenally contented her-
celf, when the orator paused for breath,
with a “ Glr-r r.out, you bla'gnard!” ina
key more or lesa shrlll according to the
sharpness of the attack, and rlsing to a
shriek after a home-thrust more stinglng
than usual, Oa the present occasion ehe
was In the act of drawing a long breath
prenaratory to throwlng an extra amount
of defiznceinto the exarplratory responee,
when ehe raleed her head and looked about
her in complete and utter bewilderment,
Kit Cammins had stopped short in the
very mliddle of & scorching sentence, hav-
ing raference to the next-door nelghbour’s
grandmother, and there was a dead
sllence !

*Is she afther dhroppln’ In a fit1”
thought the next-door neighbor,

She ran to the door ; and there was Kit
Cummins looking down the hill, her face
radlant with pleasure, The next-door
nelghbor advanced a step or two Icto the
road, and immediately seemed to catch
the radiant look from Kit, who turned
round and began talklng to her in the
most affectlonate manner imeglnable ; and
both returned to thelr reapective domiclles
like turtles, The anvil was silent for a
moment,and Brummagem’s begrimed face
was seen at the forge door, shinlng with
delight and surprise, In fact, there was
at least one smillng face at every door of
the hamlet that had not a padlock upon it,
betokening that the inmates were all in
the meadows or at the bog.
malonlhlL\hy was o;t ! That’s what the

e glrl announced to he
undergthe hedge. Cr—

And Nelly Donovan ran out upon ihe

the hill,” and started on seelng the dragoon

road and clapped her hands; snd her

mother followed her; and Kit Cummins
aud her nelghbour forgst the fierce war
they were waging, and exchanged friendly
words of mutnal joy and thaokfulnees,;
snd Brummagem grinned ; and every face
from the cross to Mat Donovan’s was
lighted up with gladness: and Norsh,
sitting {n her straw chair under the bsech
tree, saw it all, and, bending down her
head, wept tears—happy tears—of grail-

tode.

God blees them, every one ! Whatever
be their faults, toe want of loving hearts
is not one of them.

TO BE CONTINUED,

CADILLAC.

STORY OF THE FOUNDER OF THE
SIATE OF MICHIGAN.

Michigan snd the country beyond the
Jake that bears tbat name hsd been ex.
plored ss early e 1624 by Nicolet, In
1642 Fathers Jogues aod Raymbault
planted the cross at Sault Ste. Marle ;
misslons were founded on Lake Superior,
Green Bay and Mackinac, and trading
houses followed, but there was no actual
settlement till 1701.

The attempt cf James 1L, to occupy for
Eungland sll the country eouth cof the
lakes, and the ware made by Willlam IIL
convinced the French government that a
settlement at the etrait between Lakes
Erle ard Huron wes necessary td secure
toe trade of the Indlans and retaln the
country discovered and explored by Mar-
quette, Jollet and La Salle.

The task of establlshing & post and
settlement was confided to Anthony de la
Mothe Oadillac. He was a vative of St
Nichelas de la Grave, in the province of
Gascony, born in 1658 He came to
Caneda in early menhocd and cobtatned a
knowledge of the Wast and experfence as
commeandant at the pest of Michillemack-
inac in 1694 end embodied the result of
his ohservations !u a report which attract.
ed attention. In 1700 be lald before the
French minlstry his plan for a settlement
at Detroit or the strait, with a hundred
soldiers and os many eettiers, Hls project
found favor, acd he returned to Canada
with a commlseion as governor of Detroit,
& grant of land and a requisition
on the governor.general of New France.
The firet party of settlers left , Three
Rlvers, Juue 5, 1701, in twenty-five

large bark canoes; they comprised
farmere, meckanics aud solders, Next in
command to Cadillac was Captain

Alphonse Tontl, brother of the brave
lieutenant of La Salle, Rev, Father
Conetantine del Halle, of the Recollect
reformn of the Franciscan order, accom.
pacied them to be the chaplain and priest
of the fort and settlement, and the Jesuit,
Father Vaillant de Gueells, to be the
missionary to Indians vear the new post,
A low eandy place on the chore of St,
Cirdr river was eelected for settlement,
and here the party landed July 21, 1701,
and, selectlog a camping place on high
ground, built Fort Pontchartraln of hewed
logs, Inzlosirg ebont an acre. Thie was
ths beglaning of Detroft and Michigan,
Within this enclosare on the 26 h tie
colonista began the election of the Caurch
of St. Aune

Though five diff rent fiags bave waved
sver the place, thongh twice besleged by
Iudians, taken by the English once from
the French and once from the Americane,
though once burned to the ground, the
Church of St Aune has eubsisted in a
succession of bulldings for nearly two
hundred years, Farmers and married
eoldiers took up lands near the fort, and
Oadfllac invited the O:itawas to remove
thelr villages from Mackinac to the St,
Clair river. He also invited the Mismis
to take up their abcde near Detroii.
The ueual poliey of those who founded
settlements had been to keep the Indians
from the immedlate neighborhood, aud it
Was a rach and, as events proved, a danger-
ous step to bring together a number of
tilbes not always in harmony,

Cadlliac, bowever, labored earnestly to
butld up his settlement mnear “ Fort
Pontchartraln on the stralt from Like
Erle,” a long title that became at last
slmply Detrolt, or the stralt. Iifs
impetuous and often unjust measures
1nvolved Cadlllac with the Indlan mis.
slonaries, aud with the Canada compapy to
whom the post was transferred. Some of
his acts were condemned, but he obtalned
in time a grant of the fort with adjacent
territory and exclusive jarisdiction, But
before thls was accomplished Indian
troubles occured in which Father Con-
stantine was killed.

Full of new energy he introduced
horned cattle, and Induced the settlezs to
plant wheat. He then attempted to
punish the Indlane concerned in the late
trouble, but the Miamis became bitter
enemies of the French, Had Cadillac
besn less gresping and unscrupulous he
might have effected much with the frfla.
ence he possessed, but he seemed fated to
ralee up enemfies,

In 1710 he was appcinted governor of
Loutetana, and left his Michigan colony
still in a feeble state, He ruled that
province for seven years, but did not
evince any of the qualitles of a great
governor. Returning to France in 1717
he obtalued a provincial appointment in
Gascony, For early services tn Canada
he obtatned in 1689 the grant of Mouat
Desert lsland, Me,, so that he linked his
nams with three states of the Ualom.
He dled in France, October 15, 1730.—
American Catholic News
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Facts and Figures,

Thousands of people have been cared
and thousands will be cured by the use
of Bm_‘d'ock Blood Bitters, the best remedy
for biliousness, dyspepsia, constipation,
bad blood, lost appetite, evc. Millions of
bottles have been sold and all have given
satisfaction,

Tuey NEver Fai—Mr. S, M, Boughner,
Langton, writes : ** For about two years I
was troubled with Inward Piles, but by
using Parmelee’s Pills, I was completely
cured, avd although four years have
elapsed since then they have not returned.”
Parmelee’s Pills are anti-bilious and &
s‘pecltlc.for the cure of Liver and Kidney
(,omplm_ntn, Dyspepsia, Costiveness, Head-
ache, Piles, eto., and will regulate the
secretions and remove all bilions matter.

A Severe Attack.

I nover felt bettor in my life than since

I used Burdock Blood Bitters, I had a

severe bilious attack, I could not eat for

days and was unatle to work. One bott'e
For bilious ills use B. B. B.

Jonx M. Ricrarps, Tara, Ont.

cured me,

Minard’s Liniment for Rheumatism.

\

| the thorns of chastity.

BEPIE)\BER 27, 1890,

The Dream of Life,

BY K. A. SULLIVAN,

Two cooing helnlsur
) , loving babes—
T:g 3llnl:uten‘ug toddlers kmali— 2
ymates ‘neath the coc
Of oak trees, grim and ta)l, Seling thate

Two puplls in the selfsax
2 me -
ﬁ"yl)m:)kuud malden faly— #0R001
ugut know they of ti a
I life, 8o fail ot l:nr:;. WEtanty sl

Two lovers In the eventide—

%;g Iivés now bleni in nut:.
Kraves upon the hiliside—

And thus the dream K068 on,

e ®

ST. ROSE OF LiMA,

A;i{:;\;tumu NARRATIVE OF TH
AMERIC KVE )
YZED, CAN EVER CANO)

In the vear 1556, and on the feast ¢
the boly Virgin Agnes of Montepnlelang
a child ceme Into the world at Lima
town In South America, Her pne;n
were of Spanleh origin. The child we
baptized on Pentecost, which the peopl
in those parts call the * Easter of Roses §
ond she received, efter her grendmothe
the name of Isabella or Elizabeth,

Oue dey, three months after the child'
blrth, her mother saw a lovely rose bend
Iog over the cradle of her Infant. At th!
sight the thought may have come to hei
that her child, too, might weli be a ros
which thould blosson into beauty befor
God and men, So ehe changed her pam
and from that day called her * Roga,”

Roea was, by nature, a sweet and lovel
chlld, Always quiet and gentle, eho ws
never known to acteam or cry, even whe
she ley in the cradle ; and every one wh
looked at ber tock delight in' the litt]
child,

Her firet knowledge of Gad came to he
in & wonderful way, when she was jus
five years old. One day, when the wa
playing with her brother snd some othe
cbildren, her brother tquirted eom
muddy water, from the etreet, upon he
bair, Rosa was displeased at this, for ch
alweys, and in all thioge, llked to b

clean ; o, with a face full of trouble
she turned and welked away. Then th
brothgr went up to her, and, half in joke
balf in earnest, eald to her, like
preacher :

“ Little eister, why art thou so touch:
because I bave solled thy hair a little
Dost thou not know taat the beautifu
halr of & ma!den 1s a rope, with which th
devil captures the souls of yeung people
and drags thom down into helli Surel
God has no pleasure in that beautifs
hair of thine, In which thou takest
much delight !”

These words feil henvily upon Rosa’
heart. At the same {nstant the Hol
Spirit let His divine light stream into th
soul of the little child. For the fies
t!me, she knew what sln was, and wha
was meant by cffending Gid, Bhe wa
selzed with & horror of hell, about whic
her brother had espoken. At once, sk
began to pray earnestly, and kept on say
fog over and over agaln, sometimes t
herself, sometimes aloud, the eelf.sam
words: ‘Jesus, be praised ! Jesus, b
with me! Amen.”” Aund then she wen
her way, eought out a palr of eclesors, an
cut off her bair to the roots.

From that day forth, she sought to pu
aside whatever might attract attention t
her, or win for her the valn pralze of mer
But her mother was badly educated an
worldly minded, and she wanted to mak
her daughter, who had a very beautif.
face, more beantiful still, by tricking he
out in all kinds of finery, es children wil
do with thelr dells,

It heppened, once, that the mother an
Roea were in the company of other peopl
There was & table there, and on it lay
beautifal wreath of flowers. The mothe
withed to see how beautiful Roea wou!
look with the wreath upon her head, an
ordered her to putit on, The medes
chlld, who was afrald of valn pralse
begged to be excused. But It was of n
avall ; she had to obey. Then Roea pu
on the wreath, but In dolug so, sh
preseed a needle Into her head, which sh
had purposely hidden among the flowens

Another time, the mother wished Ros
to adorn herself with beautiful chains an
bracelets, and to crimp her hair, and pain
her face, so that her daughter’s fac
might be more striking, But Rosa tool
fright at this command, and begged he
mother to give her leave to go an
ask her confessor whether or not shi
might do it.

The mother granted her wish, an
Rosa hastened to her confessor. Whe:
the latter had heard of the matte
he went back with the girl to her mothe
and begged of her, in serious words, ro
to grieve her God-loving child, by incit
ing her to sintul pride, The mothe
took the words to heart, and left off, i
future, all such vanities,

With her mother’s leave, Rosa hence
forth always choose quite a plain, darl
garment for her drees, so that nobod
might notice her, and in order that he
beautiful form might be an occasion ¢
sin to no one. Sihe had a great horro
of sin ; all the people in the house knet
it, and they, therefore, took care to sa
nothing before little Rosa that was no
quite pure. When her brothers an
sisters would sometimes bring home
rude word or song, which they had hear
elsewhere, Rosa would begin to cry, ru
away to her mother, throw herself dow
hefore her, and complain to her, ami
her tears, that God was being oftended
Wherever she was, if anything sinful wa
done before her, 2nd she could not pre
vent it, she would cry aloud, and she
hot bitter tears,

She detested lylng so much that he
favorite saying was: “ Man may not li
either for the sake of heaven or earth ; fo
God ls truth,” And when she heard sor
story related that was not tlulte true, sh
would nterrupt and say, 1 beg your pa:
dop, but euch Is not the case;” or, *
think it did not happen in thet way.
The holy and spotless purity of her bod
and her soul she preserved with the ter
derest care. She kept her body unde
severe restraint, so that it could not reb
against her will, How can we wonde
then, that God toc, on His part, chowe
Himeelf most gractous to her? He too
her under His protection, in such a wa
yvhat ehe never felt even the least thougt
against holy purlty.

gT!ms, chn? gtood Rosa In the eyes
God, pure and stelnless, and full of swee
odor, like unto & white rose armed wit

|~ Sloce Obrist Himself has sald, ¢ Whor
ever keeps My commandments faithfulls
he it is who loves Me,” it will be neel




