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CHAPTER XXX.
NED BROPAY S WEDDING

When Mr Lowe fourd timse/f knee.
deepin froshetraw, after jumplrg from the
glgin Ned Brophy’s yaid, he looked abont
bim with » slight sense of bewlderment
Thaeledrive f rthe first two miles bad been
pleassnt enoughb, but when they tarned
off the bigh roud into & narrow “boreen,”
Mr. Lowe ¢xpected every moment to be
flang over the fence, agsinst which the
wheel almos: rubbed as they jolted along,

“Have we much farther to go?’ he
ssked, clutchivg the side of the gig, as Lhe
wheel at Hugh’s side sank loto the deepest
slongh they ned met yet.

+QOuly & conple of fields,” Hugh replied.
“We'll ba in view of the house after
passing the next turn.”

The couple of fields scemed five miles
long at a moderate calculation to Mr,
Lowe, and it was not tilihe found himself
on bis lege in the straw he felt eatiefied
they had really arrived at thelr journey’s
end Ashs grs:d about him he had a
confaced coneciousness of the twang of
fiddles, miugled with the hum of many
wolces and the clatter of many feet, on
the one hand, aad a combination of odors,
in which turf smoke and ronst goose pre
dominsted, on the other, The muslc
came from the barp, and the odors from
an out offic at the opposite elde of the

ard, which was converted into a kitchen
{or the ocossfon—and there belng no
chimuey, & plentiful supply of smoke was
the natural coneequence.

Hugh ehouted for eome one to come
and take care of hls bozes ; and a workman
rashed from the bara, creating conslder-
able confusion amorg a crowd of beggars
at the door—for whom the fun at that
slde scemed to poesess more attraction
than thecuiinary preparations aand eavory
odors at the other.

M:. Hugh Kearnoy’s srrival was soon
made known to the people of the house ;
asd Mat Dinovan, as “best man” and
master of tha coremonies, was &t tke door
to receive and welcome him.,

¢]4 this tae doctor you have wad you 1”
Mat asked. “‘Begor, I'm glad we bave
him, as I was afeard there’d be no wan to
talk to the ladles ”

“This {s Mz Lowe,” replled Hugh.

Mat weaz evidently dlssppolnted ; for
he had the bighest opinlon of the dcctor’s
powers ln the matter of “dizcoorsin’ thy
ladies.”

Oa enterlng tha kitchen, where
preparations for dinner were also

roceeding on & large scale, Ned

tophy's mother welcomed them with a
courteey, and her danghter took their
hate and overcoats to one of the two bed
rooms coff vhe kitchen, Mat Donovan
opened the parloar door, and sbowed the
gentlemen in with a bow and a wave
of his hand that even the accomplished
Richard, whose absence he so much
regretted, might bave envied,

'‘Pwo !adlea who eat by the fire—cne In
& blue ball dress and pearl necklace, the
other in a plala black sllk, with only a
blue ribbon for ornament—:tood wup;
and Mr. Lows found himsell shaklog

famillar and effectionate menner, took
Hugh romewhnt by surprise ; for it hap-
pened that Mra, Nugent was & perfect
siranger to him,

“Thundher an’ turf, Mrs, Nuogent,”
exclalmed Mat Donovsn, “everythirg
Is ronsted an’ biled —an’ there’s open
war among the women, Wan says wan
thing an’ acother eays another thicg; an’
between ’em all everythleg ls three.na-
yhela,”

Mat put his arms round Mes, Nogent
aud lified her to her feet—na feat which
no man fn “the three psrishes” but bim.
self swould have attempted,

Mie Nugent steadled herself for a
moment, untying her apron and turning
the other slde onmwlth great deliberation,

“You kmow, Mr. Kearney,” ssid she,
“how a salt herring upsets me,”

Hagh felt slightly confused, and alto-
gother at a loss to undemstand why M:e,
Nugent should persist in assumiog that
he had o intimate a knowledge of her
constivation.

“Really, ma’am,” sald be, “I do not
koow. I believe thls is the first time I
ever had the pleasure of meeting yeu.”

“Well, if you don’t, your mother does,”
eald Mta, Nugeat, ae she stack o pin in
bher cap o little over her risht ear—for
whai purpose it would be difficult to say.

“She knows what dresslog a dinoer is,”
continued Mrs, Nagent, looking round on
the company, “for ahe was used to nothing
else in her own father’s house.”

Hugh felt thst this compliment to the
0'C.zrolls would bhave grestly gratifiuvd
his mother, and that ske would have quite
overlooked the essertion that she was
“used to nothing elee” but dressing din-
ners at Ballyduomore.

“Aod bow are you to-night, Mles
Lloya 1" mssid Mrs, Nugeat. “I hope
your family aze well.”

‘Qaita well, thank you, Mrs, Nagent,”
replied the lady addressed, who was nor-
vously feellng ber pearls one by one, to
kaow {f any of them had come to grief in
consequence of her tumble.

“Oemo, Mrs Nugent,” said Mat Dono-
van, “an’set ’em to rights at the diskia’, in
the name o’ God ”?

“Yes, Met vhe Turzacher,” replled Mrs,
Nugent. *Lst me alozne for setting them
to righta,”

She moved with great digalty towards
the door ; but maklug s sudden and guite
vnexpected detour befero she reached it,
Mes, Nagent came plump up against Mr,
Heory L)iwe, who mechanlcally caught
her in his arms, as, ylelding to the
momentum, he staggered backwards,

“Hands off, young man, tlll youn’re
beter acqualinted,” exclaimed the fat cook,
in an offended tose, “I'm no sleh sort of
Indivigel,” she adled, as she shosk the
young gentleman from her, to bis utter
confusloa and dismay. Buat bafore he
could collect bls wits to protest he meant
no harm whatever, Mit Denovan took
the offended lady’s arm, and condacted
her to the kitchen, where her appearance,
a3 she stoocd with arms akimbo Ia the
middle of the floor, made Mrs, Brophy and
her servant glels fesl like delinqaents, so
awe-lnepiring was the glaxce the mighty
empress cast round her %omlnlono.

“Mat the Thrasher,” sa'd Mrs. Nagent,
“'will you—"

“Begob, there’s Futher Hannigan;I
must bs off,” exclaimed Mat, as he harrled
away without walting to know what Mce,

hands with the blue ball dress almost
befire he was awars of it.

“Don’t you remember Miss Lloyd 1”
Hugh was obliged to say; for it wae
palnfally evideas he did not at once recog-
nize her.

%04, I beg pardon,” sald he, “but really
the vlessure was s0 unexpected.”

Miss Lloyd was in filgets of ecstacy, and
called to her sister to introduce her.

M: Lows bowed agaln, and It was
pretty clear from tbe expresclon of his
eye that he thought the plain black dress
and tha blue ribbon a pleasanter sight
to look et than the blue gauzs aud pearl
necklace.

“8it down, slr,”” sald Mat Donovan,
placing a chalr In frout of the fire ‘Oc,
maybe,” he add«d, turning to Hugh,
%yon’d like to have a bout befire the
tables ara brought into the barn?”

#0Oh, no, wa'll walt till after dinner,”
said Hagh

“Vary wall, sir,” replled Mat. “Father
Hannigan 'll be here shortly, and I'll briog
bim la to have a talk wad ye before sap-
per is ready. I’m safeared thoa cook ls
afther takln’ a sup too much, an’ if the
1adles here doan’t show ’em what to do,
things ‘Il ba apt to go contealry.”

#Oh, you may command my eervices,”
gaid the vounger lady, with a laugh,

“Tnank’en, mies,” retarned Mat. ¢'Bat
ghe’s takin' a aleep, and maybe she'd be
all right after id ”

%Who Is the cock 1" Miss Lloyd asked,
eagorly, [a it Mra, Nugent §’

“'Tis, tolss,” replied Mat, “She was
up at the castle yestordsy, preparin’ the
blg daner, an’ she’s bata up intirely.”

“Qh, wns she at the castle? Where ls
she? I'd llke so much to aek her all
about it.”

“She’s gone lato ths little room there,
mlsy, to taka a stretch on tha bad.”

Miss Llogd was on the rack immedl-
ately. Even M- Lowe faded from her
mind and was lost In tha etream of that
big dioner at the castle,

Seizlog o candle from the table, Miss
Iloyd rashed into the llttle bedroom off
the parlour, Immediately aloud scream
wade them ell start to thelr fest, and fly
to her assictance, All was darkness {n
the bedroom till some cne brought a
canile ; and there was poor Mlss Lioyd,
blue ball dress, pearl necklace, acd all,
sprawling on the floor, and staring wildly
about her. The fat cook— who wa: a
very mountaia of & woman — was lylng
on the floor too, enorlog sonorously ;
snd it at once became apparent to the
astonished spectators that Mlss Lloyd had
tumb'ed over her.

Hugh Kearney stepped over tho fat
cook, and rcaching his hand to the fright
ened lady, ralsed her up,

%0 Mr, Kaarney,” she exclaimed, pant.
fog for breath, ‘“what have I fallen

over 1" i

“Over a mountain,” replied Hugh,
laylug his hand on the fat cock’s shoul.

der and shaklng her.

The sonoroms musle that procecdad
from the mountain suddenly ceased ; and
a second vigorous shako had the effect of
causing the fet cook to open her eyes,

() Mr. Kearney,” she excleimed plte-
ously, lookirg iato his face, “you know
what & weak constitution I bave,”

Phis address, uttored as it was in a!

Nugeut reqalred,
“God eave all here,” mid Father Han.
pigan, stamping his feet as he stepped
over the threshold. ‘*‘How are you Ms.
Brophy 1"
“You're welcome, alr,” was Mes,
ngh”' reply, as she opened the parlour
oor.
Father Hannigan had a hearly greeting
from every one, and Mr. L)we was par.
ticularly giad to see him,
‘I beg your psrdon, Miss Lloyd; but
we must put Mr. Flaberty in that corner.
Sit dowa there, Mr. Flaberty,” he con
tinued, laylng his hand on the arm of a
respectable looking man, who untll now
had been concealed behind the tall figure
of the priest,
The old man was dressed in a decent
eult of black, and a3 ho eat down in the
chair to which tha priest hed conducted
bim, Mr, Lowe was struck by the piacld
smile that glowed over his rourd, raddy
face. Ho woie a brown wig, curled all
round from the temples, whish he now
caught hold of ever each ear, to fasten it
on his head. He then commenced play-
ing with a buanch of seals attached to his
wa:ch ribboun, which hung from the fob in
bis emall clothes.
“‘Good nlght, Mlss Lloyd,” s»d he, with-
out turning towards her,
“God night, Mz Flaherty,” she replied.
“da!” he laughed, appeariog to look
stralght before him, though the lady was
on one side, aud rather behind bhim, “I
think this {s Miss Isabella I have beslde
me,” he sald after playlng agaln with the
banch of seals,

“Yes, Me, Flaherty, Itlsa long tlme
now elnce you pald us a vielt.”

He did not reply, as he was llstenicg,
with an anxious look, to the conversation
passing between Father Hannigan, Mr.
Lowe, and Hugh Kearney.

“This {s the Heglish gentleman ?” he
observed in & whizper, leaning his bead
towards the young lady who had jast
spoken to him,

“Yes ; hele Sir Garrett Butler’s nephew,”
she replied.

Mz, Lowe's curicsity to know something
of Mr. Flaherty was so strong that it
brought him to the slde of Ml Lloyd, at
the other ead of the room, She tossed
har flsunces about, and made way for hlm
in an ecstacy of delight.

“I am carlous to know,” he sald, “who
{s that old geatleman 1”

As he epoke hie curloeity was further
excited by ueeh\f a little boy come into
the room and place a green bag on the
old man’s knees,

“That's the celebrated Irlsh piper,”’ she
replled. “I am eurprieed to see him here.
I did not think he attended conniry wed-
dings.”

“I suppose,’’ said M, Lowe, “he goes
round smong the nobility and gentry, as
we are told the harpers used to do.”

¢He does,” she replied ; “acd he has a
beautiful little pony the countess gave
him, Bat I suppose he Is stopping at
present with the prieats, and Father Han.
nigan has brought him with bim ”

“I wieh he would begln to play,” said
Me. Lowe, And he was rather startled
when the old man immediately snaid :

%“Yes, I'll play & tune for you.”

‘Oh | thank you ; but I really did not

thick you could hear me.”

“Ha!” be replled, laugbing; “I can
hesr the grass growing,”

He pulled ont his watch, and after
opening the glass and lnmbllng with ft
for » moment, he sald ;

“Twenty minutes past nine.”

Me, Lowe, who looked at him {n sur-
price as he smlled end chuckled while
putting up his watch, caught a glimpse of
the old men's eyeballs, and saw that he
was blind,

¢Slt down near me here,” eaid Mr,
Fiaterty, *I kuew Sir Garrett and yonr
mother well I'il play one of poor Gar
rett's favourite tunes for you.”

Ar be nncovered his pipes thelr splen
dour quite took Mr Lowe by surptise,
The keys were of silver, aad the bs
covered with crimson velvet fringed vle
geld ; while the little bellows was quite
s work of art, so bosutifully wasit carved
aud ernamented with sliver and ivory.
Haviog tled an oval-shaped plecs of velvet
with a ribbon attached to each end above
his kuee, he adjusted bis instrument, and
after moving his arm, to which the bel.
lows was attached by s ribbon, till the
crimeon velvet bag was f{vtlated, he
touched the keys, and citebing up the
“chanter” quickly in both hands, began to
plsy. Mz Lowe, who wluind h'm
usrrowly, now saw the uso of the piece of
velvet tled round his leg, as the “chanter”
was ever aud anon preesed egatast it to
sseist In the production of certaln nctes
by preventing the escape of the alr
through the end of the tube,

The musician soon seemed to forget all
mere human councerns. He thiew back
his head, as if communirg with invisible
spirits in the alr above him ; or bentdown
over his instrument as if the epirits had
suddenly flown Into 1t, and he wanted to
catch thelr whisperings there, too,

The audience, to some extent, shared in
ths musiclan’s eestacy ; psrticulazly Father
Hannlgan, from whose eyes tears were
actually falling as the dailclous melody
ceased, and the old mau relsed his elght-
lews eyes, and llstened, as it were, for an
echo of hls stratns from the skies,

“On!” exclaimed Father Hennlgan,
turning awsy hls head, aud flourlehing
kie ’yellow Indian ellk pocke! bandker
chief, aa he effected to snecze before taking
the pinch of snuff be held between the
fingers of the other hand—‘*oh, there’s
sometbing wonderful in these old Irlsh
alre! There wns a ballad ia lest Satur
day’s Nation about that tune, that was
nesrly as moving as the tuns {tself, Did
vou read it 7" he asked, turning to Hugh
Kearney.

“Yee,” he replled. “Your frlend, D
Klely, Induced me to become a subscriber
to the Nation,”

“I don’t gat 1t myself,” returned Father
Hapnigan. “'Tis Father O'Nelll gets it,
and I suspect he hes & leaning towsrds
those Young Irelanders, and dabbles in
ﬁ(‘utr bimself. Bat I wish I had that

llad about the ‘Crolin,’ to read it for
Mr Fiaberty, If poetry as well as music
could be equeézed out of an Irish bag-
pipes, I'd sy that ballad came out of that
bag under his oxter.”

T) BE CONTINUED,

“DROWNING THE SHAM.
ROCK.”

L

“'Only for three months, Owen! Just
think what & littla while! Why, "twill
have sllpped away without you ever
notlcing it. Come now, child, don’t be
afrald. God will help you and meke
the water taste just as good as the poteen
Just make up your mind to it, and I
promise you that you’ll bless the day
that will have made a sober man of you
for the rest of your life!”

The speaker wae a kindly, white baired
priest who for years had been the pastor
of the Cathellcs I the buay little town of
M , neat Livezpool, and the person
whom he eddressed was a tall, handeome
fellow of about five and twenty, with
deep Irleh blue lsuﬁhlng eyes, brown
wavy hsir, and a well koit figure, which
toil and hard living. Iandeed, Owen
ss yet betraged mo elgn of exhausting
Lambert was #s fine a youog man as one
would w'sh to seo, and the few months
that had elapsed elnce he had left his
home amid the mountalns and lakes of
Connemara had not yet robbed him of
all the freshuees of color aud hiilllancy of
eye of his native country. To be sure,
both had faded somewhat; and to-day
partisularly there was an unusually de-
jected expression in his handeome face
es ho stood before the old priest, The
fast was, Owen had just been gatting a
lectare, which he keew was well deserved,
from Father Lanrence. Owen was the
hest of fellows—Indastrioue, honest, God
fearing, & model son, a kiad brother, a
true frlend. In bis home in the West he
was a general favorite, and the lamenta-
tlon bhad been ueiversal when circum-
stances had caneed bim to leave it for a
while for a good J>b that had been offared
bim In M——, There he had left &
mother who adored bim, and a bright-
eyed girl who had promised to be his wife,
aud a character of which any man might
be proud. For a while after he came to
M— hls good bablts stuck to him, and
he was the same steady, hard working fel-
low ssat home, Taen the moment of trial
ceume—the bad companions, the evil ex
ample, the ridicule and jeers of his com
rades, the overpowerlng temptation, the
sudden ylelding, aund then the cruel,
dreadful, unavoldable coneequences.

Good Father Laurence hed made more
than one attempt to rescue poor Owen
from the horrible fate to which he was so
surely and quickly drifting, Allin vain,
however. The young man had of late
begun to avold him, and even to absent
himself from the chapel. At last rumors
reached the priest’s ears which determined
him to make & sapreme effort before it
should be too late. Oue evening, after a
long and tiresome day’s work, im made
his way to the house in the little back
street, whore hp knew that Owen lodged,
and, catching him just as he was golng to
joln & set of boon companions at the
nelghborlag public-house, he earnestly
appealed to him to save himself from ruin
and misery, and thera and then to take
the pledge. “You’ll never regret fit,
Owen, I promlse you, you never will, It
{s your one chance, and if you reject it,
it is all up with you, [ do belleve, Just
think what you're coming to, my boy—
you, as fine a young fellow asever stepped,
a mouth or two ago. And proud I was

example of what old Ireland could pro-
duce, carrylng your hesd so bigh, and not
afrald to look any man in the face, Bat
now, my poor fellow, just look woat
you’re coming to—what you've come to,
1ather—shaky aud pale snd besntted like
the rest of them, Just brutes ; that’s what
they are, aud you'll become ome too,
And it will be the death of your poor
mother, and of the lass who trusta acd
loves you, O, if elther of them saw you
8s you were last pight, rolling along the
ttreets, bringing shame and ?llnendh on
the old eountry, on the mother who bore
you, and, worse than all, on the hol
religlon you profess! Upon my word, (t
is enough to make ut, Patrick biwmself
weep for very shame,”
Owen's heart was touched, He was
sorry for the old priest, whose dim eyes
were really filled with tears, and he was
ashamed of and dlegusted with himeelf.
“I tell you what it is, Father Laurence,”
he said at last— “I’ll stay at bome to-night,
There! I have promised thoes chaps to
meet them, but not & foot will I go ; and
if they come here, I'll be in my bed, snd
pretend to be sick, Now, won’t that
sstiefy you, Father Laurence - I'llnot go
near the public house as lorg as I live.
Do you think I esre for the delnk? Not
a bit of it. It's only for the rake of
comradeship and doing liko the rest, But
U'll give it up to please you ; and I'll only
drink o glaes now and then, just to stand
& mate a treat, and because one must wet
one’s lips with something, Won't that do,
Father Laurence ” the young man con
cluded, with a cosxng alr, taking off his
coat, as though already beginning to pre-
pare for bed,
Father Lanrence was not, however, so
easlly taken in. Experience had taoght
bim how little such promises were to be
trusted,
“Shame om yon, Owen,” he eald, “to
try to put me off in that shabby fashion !
To plesse me, indeed! Is that your
motive? Why it’s God Almighty you
should be thinking of pleasing, and of
saving your body aud eoul from rain and
destruction. Notbing will eave you from
that accursed temptation but the pledge,
and it fs the pledge I have come to give
you. Pretend you’re elck, indeed, and
go and hide your head in the blanket?
Why not tell the truth—that you’re de.
termined to save yoursell while there’s
time, and to give ur thedrink altogether 1
O, Owen, Owen ! it jast shows you the
mischief that’s done already, and the
coward you're fast becoming, that you
should have to go to bed to hids yourself
from the danger, instead of facing it like
a brave fellow, and showing the sort of
stuff you're made of
This appeal produced a considerable
effect, but it was by no means conclurlve
Owen meade a stout reststance etill. To
take the pledye was a serlous matter. He
foresaw how he would be jsered and
scoffed at ; how all those with whom he
had of late assoclated would desplss and
laugh at bim, Even bis owa pride was
mortified and humbled by the suggestion.
Could he not take his glass like another?
He hated to think that he should be so
weak a¢ not to bs able to know when and
where to stop,
But Father Laurence was determined
that, in spite of himself, O »en should be
dragged away from the terrible abyss, and
the end of it all was that, before he left
the young man's room that evening, O wen
bad tsken the pledge for three montks,
recerviog to himeelf the right of “drown-
ing the shamrock” on Patrick’s Day.

1L,

Three months | 1t seemed ensy enough
to eay ; bat it was sarprisiog bow long th-z
appeared to get through, Owen, thon
he had made such a fues about it, had, in
reality, not serlously foeeseen much
difficnlty in glving up the drink for three
mohths, As to the depriva‘tion, he had
hardly thought about that; but he did
dread the loss of the boon compaaionship,
snd, far more than thls, the tannts and
eneers of the men with whom bhe worked,
aud who would despise bim for his sneak.
iness and want of pluck.

Not to taste a drop! Not tostand a
treat! Not to turn in of an evening to
the public for a emoke and a chat, and a
glasa of liquoz ! Jeer him and taunt him
they did, to their hearts’ content. Now
and then ho felt that it was too much,
and that he must either yleld or run
away sltogether, Bill Greenwood, a
hoge Welshman, who got drunk every
Saturday night as regularly as clockwork,
and spent the rest of the week in slowly
recoveriug himself, was among the worst
of his mates, and once even trled to force
Owen to drink,

So the three months weat on; and
Owen’s employers, eatisfied with his
steady conduct and Industry, began to
notice him, and gradually improved his
position. He was already beginning to
see the time when he could venture to
marry, and to offar & home to hls mother;
with Norah for his wife, and his mother
to keep them company. The notion of
liviog a few years in M—— became at
least tolerable, aud there was always the
chance of being able to return home, aud
of recoverlng possession of that ‘bit of
land” which had been his father’s, and
from which it had been 2o hard to part.
Owen often thought of that “bit of land”
with yearning etill, for, bleak and poor
and wild as it was, it had yet been the
home of his childhood, and to it his heart
was tied fast by many strings. The
times, howsver, had been during the last
few years too bad even for Owen’s etount
will and strong hande, and he had to let
it go.

IIL.

“The longest lane bas a turning,” and at
last it was the eve of St Patrick's Day.
That evening was a elogularly bleak and
wretched one, The March winds were
howling through the narrow ugly streets
of M——— with a cruel fierceness, and drifts
of snow, blackened by smoke and soot,
were heaped up here and there. Uwen
thought he had mever felt so cold and
wretched as when he was returnlng from
his work that evening., A queerand very
unusual feeling of weskness was upon
him, as he turned the corner of the lane
where he lodged, and as bis eye was caught
by the glare of the public house a few
steps off, where they were just beglunltg
to light the lamps, an almost irresistible
impulse came upon him to cross the street.
A glase, one single glass of spirits was all
that was necessary to set him right again

of you, aud used to polnt you out as an

and to restore his chilled ciroulation ! He

bad sctually reached the door, when be
recollected that till twclve o’clock that
night he could not with common honeaty
consider bimeelf free to estlafy this long-
ing for drink which had suddenly gripped
bim. Patrick's Day ! Yes, it would then
be Patrick’s Day, end he would “drown
the shamrack” in earnest.

He bad thought of golng down to the
cbapel after bis supper, and of preparing
himeelf in a Christian manner for the nex’
dey’s feast, But now tbe intentlon was
clean gone. He would jast wait quletly
at homa, locklng bimaclf in by way of
precaution, till he should hear the clock
strike twelve, and then he kuew a “pub-
llc” not far off, where they would atill be
opan, where he could have a good glass of
liquor that would make him b‘im-oll sgaln,
snd rid him of this intolerable longing.
Buat he wanted to be cheered and warmed
up a bit, and to glve bimself some little
indulgence in honor of the feast. How
cold and cheerless his little room looked
when be entered it! He hardly felt
equal to prepariog hls own supper, avd
the food was dlstasteful to bim He could
not eat it, he could not even look st it ;
ard with a dased, bewlldered sensation he
sank down cn his bed, Intending to west
quietly there for a few hours which must
elapse before the longed for bour struck,
when be would be free to give bimeell
that which would supply the place of food
to him,

But he could not rest. Presently he
started up again, and, clapplng bis bat on
his head, was out ia the open alr, strid.
ing with buriled steps down the linle
lane with & balf-fornied notion in bis
brain of buylpg the whiskey and brlcg
ing it home witn him. But once in tke
public bouse, the temptation was too
strong for blm ; the smell of the llquor was
overpowerlug, and in sn instanc he hai
put the glaes to bis lips ard swallowed a
dranght, O, how good it was! How it
ran like five through his velns, all at once
endowlog bim with a magle strength, and
making him feel able to defy the world !
The weaknesa and depression had all dis
sppeared, and as one glass had done him
so much gocd, anothez was tossed cff to
ccmplete the cure,

At that momeunt a familiar figure passed
the opea door, and Owen, recoyu!zing his
old enemy, Blll Greenwood, felt a
sudden desire to show himeself off to the
man wheea taunts etill rankled deeply in
bis bosom, and psrhaps to fiad an oppor.
tunl'y of makinz bim emart for them.
80 he followed Biil down tne sireet, and
overtakicg him, cffered to stand a treat
at the vearest public.  Bill, who eeemed
more sober than usval that evenirg, and
who, Owen obeerved with surprise, wore
a clean ehirt and a tolerably respeciable
coat, guvo a surly kiud of sesent, remark-
leg that be badn’t too much time to lose,
as he had to go to the siation to meet a
glrl whom he expected from Liverpool.
“An Irish girl, too,” he s2id with a grin,
“who 1s coming all the way over to marry
me, I guess youkn wouldn’t do as much
for you! But mine ls a brave lasle, aud
though she’s kept me walting a bit, she's
coming at last. Ye see it’s mot them
that's afraid to look a glass of good
whitkey in the fsce that the Irish
people like” he concluded, with a
contemptuous glance at his com.
pauion,  “They’re much too serneible
for that, and know well enough that it’s
only sneaks and eowards that won’t take
their drop and stand a feller a treat when
he meets h!m.”

Owen shrugged his shoulders at this
speech, feeling sirorg ia the thought that
he would stand Bill such a treat as wonld
go & long way to wards knocking him over
altogether. Blll, however, was disposed
to be prudent that evening, acd though,
a8 he said, Juet to oblige Owen, he tossed
off a glass, it was Owen himeelt who
drank the most on the occasion, and on
whom the lignor took mcst effect, Biil
eecemed hulf inclined to shake him cff es
he eet ont for the statlon, declaring that
the traln wes due in ten minutes. Owen,
however, he hardly knew why, unless
with tome notlon of picking a quarrel
with him, stuck to him like a leesh, plying
him with questlons concerniug the girl
who was coming all the way over from
Ireland to marry him. The Weishman
got angry at last, and with an oath told
Uwen to come along with him, and ece
for himeelf ‘‘as decent a girl as was to be
found in all Connaught, and with a palr
of blue eyes that just give a chap ‘the
equeaks all over’ to look at.” This asser-
tion for some mysterious reason riled
Owen considerably, The notion of a
rrett Irish gitl marrying a coarse brute

ike Bill wastoo much for him altcgether,
He swore that his Norah had bluer eyes
and was a comelier lass than any other in
sll Ireland, let alone Connaught, and that
Bill wasa llar if he sald the contrary.
Wherenpon Bill, growing furious, burst
out, “Your Norah | My Norah la the girl
that's worth a dozen of your'n! And
she’s a-showin’ on 1t too, by coming over
the sea to marry me Instead of siicking at
home, with her finger in her mouth, wait-
ing to ba fetched like a barrel of gocda!”
Iv.

They were at the station now, and at
the words “my Norah” coming from B!ll’s
coarse lips, Owen reeled as though he had
been atruck, and all the blood in his body
seemed to rueh to his brain, Like a tiger
he turned upon his ¢smpanion ; but at
that ipstant a traln rushed op to the plat-
form where the two men were standing,
aud Bill had dazted forward to a thhg
class curh{;e, from the window of which
a yoang girl was looking acxlously out.
Owen stocd transfixed, 1t was Norah,
his Noreh, with sweet red lips and esger,
laoghing eyes ; and in the flash of a eecond,
without ever even 80 much as sceivg him,
she was out of tho traln, and was caught
in Bill's embrace. At first Owen was
paralyeed at the spectacle ; but the next
moment & wild frenzy took possession of
him, and he had sprung upoa Bil), selzing
him by the collar, and then closing with
him in a desperate struggle, while Norah’s
shrill scream of horror and fright rang
through the statlon, It waea desperato
struggle. Bill seemed at first to get the
worst of it ; but hls great strength pree-
ently began to tell, In another inatant
Owen felt that he would be powerless,
Suddenly he reccllected his knifa that
was in his waletcoat pocket, which by a
dexterons movement of his hand he selzed,
What happened next? Owen did not
koow by what devil's trick he managed it
s0 promptly and cleverly ; but he had
plavged the knife into Blli's throat, and

gurgliog groan, acd was lylng belpless on
he platiorm,

: O,Pthe horrer of what followed ! Owen
only seemed to hear Norah's rcreams, end
to see Bill's white fice, with wide opened
starlng eyes looklug up at bim, At firet,
he did not know what it meent ; but pres.
ently he heard volces around him sayivg
that Bill was desd ; and be felt a strong
grip on klsarms, end he realized that they
were eartying him off to the station-
houeo, and that people were looklnf at
him with a strange sbrinking, and calling
him & murderer !

He, Owen Lambert, a murderer! It
was impossble—quite impowible. And
yot, his hands were all covered with blood,
and he knew well enough that the awful
expression he had seen of Blll's face meant
—could mean nothing elsa bat death,
And then the wretchednees of the night
that followed ; the long eleeplers hours,
durlog which his bewlldered senses seemed
slowly to recover themselves, ard the
nh{truth came bome to bim with a ter-
rible reality !

He could not deny his gullt, or diepute
the jastice of his punfshment, Aud what
s punisbment ! To dlea shamefuldeath ;
to be remembered with horror and loath-
ing; to be pursued to the very end by
Norah’s reoroachfu! eyes and his mother’s
curtes, Would ebe curse him? This
thought ssemed the crowning misery of
sll. He could besr everything else—the
shame, the ignominy, the terror of the
slowly but surely epproachli g end, which,
in some wonderful way, seemed alrendy
to be on bim,and that fearful death, from
which the bravest may well sbrink, to be
ifmminent, He eaw all the horrible pre-
parations—the cold, chill, raw moroing,
the ccaffold, the execationer, tho stony,

ale, pitlless faces of the spectators ; and
o knew tbat he deserved it all, for was
ho nota murderer ?

V.

As thia climax waa reached, O zen, with
a great boand of horror and despalr,
started to hls feet. Where was he?
Whence bad he come? What had hap-
pened ? Helooked around in chillamezs-
ment. There was no light save that of
the moon which poured through the
ehuttetless windows; bat the light was
euflislent to fill bim with the aesurance
that he was stauding ia hls owa rovm;
that his untasted supper was on the table
bzfore him. Ard hmk! What were the
sounds that at the moment reached his
ears, which seemed like heavenly wmusic,
but which were really nothing else bat the
town clock strikizg twelve ?

All at once Owen fell on his kaees in
middle of the room, with a wild laugh,
aud yet thanking God, It was a dream
—only & dream ! And he was free, and
Norah was stlll his own promlsed wife,
acd his mother wou!d not curse him ; and
even tho mad temptation that hed been
on bim a few hours ago had passed away,
and he no longer seemed to care for the
drink, He was hungry — hungry and
tired, (after all; acd baving hastily
swallowed a morsel or two, be turned Into
bed, and elept peacefally for the rest of
the night.

Need it be added that Owen did not
‘drown the shamrock” on that Patrick’s
Day,nor onany Patrick’s Day after? Next
mornicg he went ard told =il to Father
Lagrence—his mad temptaiion, and bis
terrible dream, The kind old priest
smiled and blessed him, and told him how
he had mi:sed him from the chapel the
previous evening, and had iatended that
very day to go after him, to see what he
was about. And while they were talking
a letter came to Owen, directed to the
care of Father Laurence ; a letter telling
bim that bis mother and Norah were well
and expectlog to hear soon from him, and
another great plece of mews, too. Old
Uncle Dan wes dead, atid had made Owen
bis belr!

And eo they marrled, and lived happy
ever after,

————— e

THE ARCHBISHOP OF DUBLIN
AND TEMPERANCS.

A few weeks egy, His Grace the Most
Rev. Dr. Walsh, laid the foundation stone
of & Temperance Hall, {n connection with
the Capuchin Chureh, Canrch strest, Dab-
lin, The hall is {ntended to be & Mamor-:
!al Hall of Father Mathew. Several
clergymen were present, includiog the
Capuchin Fathers, and many laymen of
position in the city. Ia reply to an
address presented to him, His Grace said :

I do not think there are many of our
fellow -citizone, though I dare say there
are some, who will be found to deny
that the work we are engaged in here
to day is an eminently good and useful
one, For my part [ can find but one
thing to find fault with or to criticise in
connection with the proceeding from
first to last, It is the paseags in your
addrees in which you ofter an expression
of your thanks to me for coming here
and for taking the part that I have
taken In the work of tha day. Why shounld
you think of thanking me for thts? The
work that we are engaged In, is It not my
work as well a3 yoars? There are no
doubt, as you esy In your address many
things that I have to do. The life of an
Archblshop of Dublln cannot at any time
be a life of idleness, Each day, as it
comes, brings 1t own plessure of work
to ba got through., Esch day as it
paseea from. us, must see mnny things,
important no doubt in themselves,
doubly {mportant in the eyes of thosa
who take a speclal interest In them,
neverthelees, of neceseity, pat a:lde and
left undone, But this work of yoursa—
rather, let me say, this work of ours—the
sdvancement of the cause of temparance
among our people, is, as I view it, the
work that has juet now the first of all
clalms upon me, It is the work of the
day and of the hour,

———

No medicine has had greater success In
checking con:umptlon, {n its early stages,
than Ayer's Cherry Pectoral. It stops
coughltg, soothes the throat and lunge,
and fnduces much-needed repose. Han.
dreds have testified to the remarkable
virtues of thls preparation.

Have you tried Holloway’s Corn Cuare ?
It has no equal for removing these trouble.
Bome excrescenses, as many have testified
who have tried it.

Bpxm BYMPTOMS OF WORMS are:—lever,
colic, variable appetite, restiessness, weak-

the Welihman had fallen back with a

ness and convulsions, The untailing rem-
edy is Dr. Low's WormSyrup,
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