THE CATHOLIC RECORD

SEPTEMBER 20, 1890

Te One In Paradise.
est everywhere,
Tb& i':?.‘??.? f::l:u:n lo. :’?ﬂ"ﬁl 4 shone,
W.hl’l %o':r? :5:: oi'l:?'ouono | Alone!"”

it would’st come back again
o‘"l:g.-lll E:; tender words and -nn‘-‘
1 that thou would’st come back again
And bring the Joy of vanished days !

0, gentle soul—my fond and sweet—
hom all the long hoars I lament ;
Whoso heart for me did ever beat,
Who made life wear for me content !

How oft ] speak thy name, and wait
To hear thee answer back L0 me
With the old voice sff ctionate
and unforgotien meiody !

How ofL 1 reach thy hand to take,
And feel it press s0 warmly mine,

As when, for me, 1ife held no ache,
But wore, indeed, a charm divine !

And all s o'er : the pleasant walks,
The evening houra [ read Lo tnee

From some oholce book, the happy talks,
The * goud-night " kiss for thee and me.

The hopes we shared of tender gnod
To come 10 us with each day's sun ;
Our mingled tears of gratitude
For plessings dear L0 both, as one.

Yer, all 18 0’er—no loved response
Oihrlnld. ordv:loo. or w:ut 1 wm:ld.
ve, fe=]1, and know again as once,

Lll mi:w'. yeot God—yet, God is good

And worketh 1o all things and what
Is for the best for each and all,

Tuough we can understand it not,
The while our tears in sorrow fall.

8o gent'e Heart! mysweet and fond,
Jhn dwellest now beyond my ken,
In fadeless Jands, in renlms beyond
KEurth’s woe-washed strand, Isay **Amen.”

To all thy peace the tenderest

The new-fourd good which met thee there ;
The wondrous largest, God’s own best,

All thine in that serener air.

Yes, glory he to God on high,

That thou hast won the crown ere me;
It was thy due, rejoice will I,

While in my hoart’s deep memory

Thou #halt remain continually
A living soul, the mighty sum
Of all that's dear on sarth 10 me,
W here all else hath growun coid and dumb.

o, after all, I'm comforted

With peace which nothing can remove ;
That shall sustain e tiil I'm led

To thee—at Jast—where all is Love.

—George Newell Lovejoy, Boston Transcript.

KNOCKNAGOW

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

CHAPTER LV,

BILLY HEFFERNAN MAKES DR. KIELY A
PRESENT, ‘A8 A FRIEND OF PHIL
LAHY'S,”

Msat Donoven was right. Maurlce
Kearuey's kitchen next morning seemed
1o have been turned into s hoepital for
curables, Bat Dr. Kiely was an early
rlser, and bad eent awsy most of the
patients, with prayers and blessings on
thelr lips, before the family had assewbled
in the breakiastroom, Ooe poor man
was 80 lil it was neceessary to carry bim
futo the cut-house Where the workmen
elept, and lay him upon one of the beds.
After examining him, the doctor glanced
round theepariment. There were several
rude bedsteads, aud two or three wisps of
straw upon the ground, with something
in the ¢hape of bedclothes flang in & heap
upon them, A bit of broken looking
glace stuck to the wall attracted his atten-
tion, aud on golng towards It he eaw that
the wail above and below avd on elther
slde of it was plastered with tallow, with
bits of burat wick stuck in {t—proof pos
{tive that & candlestick was an unknowsn
Juxury to Mr, Kearney's workmen once
they retired to their dormitory,

*“1 wonder they don’t burn down the
house,” muttered the doc'or.

As many pelra of brogues as ever were
seen in a kish at a fair, were ecattered
about in sll directlons, some new and
some old, some patched and some ripped
and broken beyond ali hope uf mending ;
while not a few were grey or greem with
the mould of time. More palzs of dicty
stockings were flang about, too, than
would be agreeable either to the visual or
olfactory orgaus of moet peopla, A few
suits of clothes hung frum pegs over a
corn bin at the farthest end of the room
—the giit buttons and drab silk ribbons
at the kuees of Jim Dunn's Sanday
breeches looklng so intemsely new and
brilllant that people were tempted to
come close to them and feel them with
thelr fingers, as something very rare and
carlous, And the skin of the fat sheop—
the leg of which Dr. Kiely pralsed so
highly at dinner the day before—dangled
from a beam over his head ; that being a
safe and convenient place to keep it from
the dogs. All this and more the docior
took in at a glance ; and, feellng the alr
of the place heavy aad unwholesome, he

olnted to the window, which was at the
Eack, oppotite the door, and ordered Tom
Mabher to open it.

Tom Maherlooked very much surprised,
and felt all round the sash, thereby dis-
turbing a whole leglon of splders—mak-
g them run wildly over the walls and
the windows—and carrying away divers
layers of cobweba upon his fingers,

“ Begor, elr,” eald Tom Maher, as he
tried to shake the cobwebs from his hand,
which they covered like an old glove, ** it
don’t open, I remember now wan uv
the hing2s was broke, an’ 'twas nalled up,
88 the horses was althered Into the new
gtabla.”

% What has the new stable to do with
this place 1 the doctor asked,

“Sare this was the culd stable, sr,”
Tom answered. *“Aun’ when the new wan
was built we came to eleep here,”

“Yes, I sce,” returned the doctor.
¢“Horees, of course, require to be better
Jodged than men! Who sleeps on that
heap in the eorner 1"

“Waitletoes, siz.”

“That’s Barney.
not seen him,”

“He went to cee hls mother ylsterday,
glr, and didn’t come back yet.”

The doctor turced up the coverlng of
one of the bede, and stooplog down seemed
to smell the musty straw, He shook his
head, as he toock a last survery of the
“den,” as he called it, and walked out,
leaving T'om Maher to look after the poor
sick man,

Dz, Ktely etrode lato the parlour with-
out even bowing to the ladles, which
greatly astonlshed Mary, for the doctor
was usually a model of politeness.

%1 am really shocked,” he exclalmed,
turning to Maurlce Koarney, “to see the
way you treat your workmen and ser-
vants, It is dlsgraceful. If I had the
making of the laws I'd punish such con.
daot.”

Where Is he ? I have

Maurice Kearney opened his eyes and
rubbed his bhead l.l, it the dootog words
were ‘“m‘i bwn&uhndblo to him ;
while Mrs, Kearnoy lecked the very pio:
ture of smezement and consternation,
Mary, too, seemed quite frightened, not
80 much by the doctor’s words as by bis
look and the tone of his voice,

%My workmen never complsined of
their treatment,” sald Msurice Kearney,
when he had collected his wits, “They
are well fed, and I let them have their
own way except in the harvest, or when
we are in a burry to get down the seed.
Aud sbow me the man that pays better
wages, You're after belng told lles.”

“I'm after being told nothing,” returced
the doctor. *“I allude to what I have
scen with my own eyes. It is ehocking !
Seven or eight men huddled together in
one of your out-cflices, lyleg upon rotten
straw, and covered with old blankets and
quilts that I verily belleve were mnever
washed. The place looks as if it were
never swept out, and not as much as a
current of freeh alr to carry away its im

urities. I wonder how you have escaped
f.m and pestilence.”

Mrs. Kearney crossed herself at the
mentlon of the fever, and muttered that
'twas “their own hufl," as they could get
fresh otraw if they lked.

“You satonish me,” contioued tne
doctor. “It should be your buelness to
see to it, It would be better if you
turned them {nto your barn to sleep upon
the ground than leave them in such a
pasty den ss that.”

“Whatever you’d do for them,” rejoined
Mu.' Kearney, “they wouldn’t thank

ou.”
o I don’t think that is the fact,” the
docter replled. “But you should not
loock for thanks for slmply dolog your
duty. Have ycu never thought of this 1"
he asked, turning to Hugh,

“ Well, I have,” he replied, “ but I ree
#0 many things that require amendment,
I lefc this as 1 found it.”

“Ob, yes ; you would be a reformer on
a great scale, Bat it would be mnch
better to attend to small things and be
practical. It must have a bad effect mor-
ally as well ae physiceily, Let the poor
people sbout you feel that you respect
them, They may have their faulte; but
Heaven knows the wonder is that there 18
any good at all left in them.”

“ Wel,” eald Mrs, Keerney, who hegan
to show symptoms of sheddiog tears, 1’1l
get the place cleaned out and white-
washed, Avd I'll give them sheets and”
blankets, aud make one of the girls keep
it 1n proper order for the poor men; for
what time have they to attend to it after
thelr day’s work? I'm very much
obliged to yonu, docior, for calilng our
attention to it.”

“1 promised to see old Somerfield again
on my wsy home,” sald the doctor, some:
what mollified, as he glanced at his watch,
“8o0 1 thluk we bad better walk down
immediately after breakfast,” he added,
turning to Mary, “to see this poor girl
that yoa and Grace sre so Intercsted in.”

“ Ob, yes,” sald Grace, * we'll all go.
I'd like to bave cne more walk throngh
Knocknegow, and see poor Norah Laby
ogain,”

They found Norah sltting In her straw
chair a8 ueual, Dy, Kiely had seen her
cnce hefore, and he remembhered how
eervous end filghtened she was when be
placed the etethoscope to her chest. But
now the was quite cslm, and looked at
Mary and Grace with a emile while he
was listenlng to her breathing, A desper
sadpess fell upon her face for & moment
a5 sho fixed her eyes upon Grace; and
Grace knew that Norah Lahy felt that
she would never see her again In this
world, The doctor spoke kindly to her,
and snld he would send her medicine by
Me. Kearney’s man, which ke hoped
would do her good, and desired her
mother to keep up her epirits and have
everything about bher as cheerful as poe-
elble. Honor declared when he was gone
that he made her feel * twenty years
ounger ;’ and Norsh thought he ‘' made
er better,” and sald he was a good man,
Then Phil broke In with a full and true
accouat of the doctor's speech at the great
Repeal Meetlng, aud how he was the
finest-looking wman on the pletform,
dressed In the green-and-g»ld uniform of
the ’Elghty-two Ciub, All of which
Horor drank In with eager delight, feel-
ing confident that the man who made a
speech at a Repeal meeting in a green.
aud-gold uniform would surely care her
darling.

Bllly Heffornan emerged from his ante-
dlluvian domlclle, and, accosting Dr,
Kiely, ventured to present him with an
arcbmologleal treasure, in the shape of &
bronze bodkin found in his own turbary,

“ Will you sell {t1” the doctor asked
eagerly, * I'll buy it from you.”

‘1 won’tsell id, sir,” be auswered, I
don’t want anything for 1d.”

* Why, what uee can it be to you1”
the doctor aeked, looking quite disap-
polated. “Perhapa it {s worth more than
you think.”

“] knew you wor always on the look-
out for a thing uv that soart, elr; an’ I
made up my mind to glve 1d to you for
nothln’; as a—friend of Phll ilhy's,”
added Billy afier some hesitation.

Tae doctor locked Inqulringly at Mary ;

and, with her face balf turued away, lest
Billy ebould suspect she was talking about
him, Mary explained tho real state of the
case,
“Ha!"” said the doctor ; and he seemed
to fall into a reverle for a minute or two.
“I accept your present,” he sald at lset.
“I am very much obiiged to you, and
I’ll alwaye be glad to do whatever Is in
my power for you or your friends,”

“Thank’ee #fr,” eaid Bllly Heffornan,

1 never got & fee that gave me so
much pleasure,” eald the doctor, as they
walked on after Mr, Lowe and Grace,
who were a little in advance of them.

“I never saw anythlog like his affec.
tion for Norah,” returned Mary, *“It {s
wonderful,”

¢ The Irleh peasant {s & belng of sentl.
ment,” sald the doctor. *“The millions
of money they have sent from America to
thelr relations at home is a wonderful
proof of the strength of thelr domestic
affections.”

“Indeed, yes,” returned Mary. * Mrs,
Laby s just after telllng me that her
brother, who has often sent her money,
s now offering to bring out her son and
provide for him. In fact, I do not know
a slogle family about here who have not
got money from America.”

“I was sorry to see 80 many houses

pulled down aince I was here Inet,” the

|

doctor remarked. ¢ If it goes on Irelacd
is lost.”

“There were only two bouses pulled
down here,” sald Mary ; “and the people
gave up possestion voluntarily,”

“ Av for glviug up possession, they do
80 because they see no hope before them.
But I alinde to a place a couple of miles
further on,”

“Ob, that’s the place cleared by Ssm
Somerfield. He has mot a eingle tenant
now—nothing but eheep and cows,”

¢ What a comfortable, substantial little
farm-house that 1»,” said the doctor, stop
piog to admire it, * What a plty it 1e
that the people have not eecurity, to en-
sourage them to bulld such hounees as
that.’

¢ Everyonre remarks Tom Hogsn's
place,” returned Mary,

% And very little encoursgement Tom
Hogan got,” said Hugh, who had come to
meet them. “Hls rent {s up to two
pounds an scre now ; aud if all I hear be
true he must quit,”

“Does he owe much rent ?”

% Not a shilling. But those three farms
lower down are about to be given up by
the teuants, who say they may as well go
first as last. The three are to be jolned
into one,and as Tom Hogan’s runs bo-
tween two of them, I fear he {e doomed.”

“Is l,f part of Sir Garrett Butler's pro-

port} U

“Itis. Notwithstanding all we hesrd
of his kindnees of heart and his almplicity,
things go on juet ia the old way since he
came in for the property, He leaves it
all to the agent ; and, so long as he sends
him whatever money he requires, Sir
Garrett eeoms not to care for his tensnts
or trouble his head about them, We sre
very awkwardly circumstanced ourselves,
He refuses to renew my father's lease
upoa some frivolous pretext or other. It
18 hard to esy how it may end. Qonceal it
as we wili,” Hogh added, clenching his
hand, “1t {s serfdom. It 1s rumored now
thet the greater pa:t of the property must
be sold to pay off the old debss; and the
uscertsinty s borribie,”

Mary looked frightened, and, on observ-
iog it, Hugh changed the embject, “Is
not that,” he asked, *a model peassnt’s
cottage 1"

“Ob, yes; I know Mat Donovan's,”
replied Dz. Kiely.

“ Here is Mat himself comlog from the
forge with bis plough-irone,” ssid Mary,
“You, too, Mr. Lowe,” she sdded,* are
admiring Mat’s house,”

“Yes; Miss Grace {a drawing a pretty
pleture of love ln a cottage for me, But
why have not all the rest such neat bouses
as thia?”

“Ask Mat Donovan himself,” eald
Hugh,

“He deserves great credit,” Mr. Lowe
remnrked.

“I on’y kep’ {d as I fourd 14, slr,” sald
Mat. “’Twas my grandfather doneasll,”

“But why didn’t your nelghbours’
grandfathers do the ssme ?”

“Well, olr,” replled Mat, “T blieve
'twas all owln’ to the freebould.”

“How the freehould?” Dr,
asked

“ Well, you ees, elr,”” Mat commenced
In his comewhat ronndsbout way, and
leying down his plough-izons, “he was
comin’ home from the fatr of Kilthabber
—’twas the Michaelmas fa'r, "tla of’en I
heard blm tellln’ the story when I was n
little hoy—ridin’ 8 young couls belong-
in’ to Me, Kearney’s father, an’ happen-:
iog to meet my grandmother on the road
at the Crose uv Danmore, be axed her to
get up behind kbim, an’ he’d give her & lift
home, She wasa good looking lump uv
& girl at the time, but, but my grand.
father never had any motlon uv her,
an’ ’d soon think uv flyin’ as uv
gettin’ morrled, he bein’a wild soart
uv a youong fellow wadout house or howe,
or anything to throuble him, Anywayche
tucked up her closk an’got up on the
ditch, an’ com uv a bounce on the coult’s
back behind my grandfather; on’ mo
sooner was she settled on hils back, then
away wud the coult! An’eshehad on’ya
halther on him, the divil astop my graud-
father could stop him ; an' every wan
thought the two uv ’em would be kilt at
the turn near the quarry, as the wall
wasa’t bullt at that time,  But, whin my

raudfather see that pullin’ the ould

alther was no use, he let him have his
own way, an’ Instead uv tryin’ to etop
him, laid into him wad a bazel stick he
happened to have in hishand, My grand-
father was always for a hazel stick, because,
as he sald, there was ne stick handler to
knock a man down if occaslon required 1d
wudout hurtin’ him ; au’, though he wasas
Tven for a fight a+ any mnn, my grand-
ather was ever an’ always for batin’ a
man wudout hurtin’ him, an’ till the day
uv his death no wan ever eee a bit uv lead
melted foto a stick uv his, or even a forl
uv any sccount on id. Thim was quare
times,” added Mat, shaking hls head,
“ whin people 'd whale at wan another
wudout rhyme or ralson at fair or mar-
ket.”

“ Well, but what about the runaway
horse 1" Dr. Klely asked ; for Mat seemed
logt In thought upon those extrasrdinary
times he hag referred to.

% Begor, slr,” he resnmed, “the horse
got exough nv id, and stopped uv his own
nccord at the beck gate, an’ my grand.
mother ellpped down fulr an’ asy, an’ went
home. Bat my poor grandfather was
done for,” edded Mat, sadly,

' How 1" the doctor asked.

“She took ench a hoult uv him, eir,
whon the horse madse off, he uever had an
acy mind sfther, till they wor married,”
returned Mat solemnly,

“Take care, Mr. Lowe,” said Dr, Kiely
laughlng, “how you veanture to take a
Tipperary girl on horseback behind you,
lest she should take such a hoult of you as
would rob you of your peace of mind.
But come to the freehold, Mat. Did he
get this house and garden with the wife 1"

% Neither uv 'em had house or home,
slr,” returned Mat. * An’there wasalough
uv wather between the two roads where
you cee the haggart there now, Suare
you see the quare shape uv 1id,
wide In the middle, an’ ‘narrow at each
end, An’ where the house an’ yard ls
was & soart uv a quarry, Somy grand
father bullt & cabin on the dbry part, an’
in coorse uv time he made a couple uv
dhralne, an’ began fillin’ up the lough wad
road stuff an’ bog mowld, an’ clay from
the quarry, an’' planted quicks about id,
till by degrees he turned id into a little
haggart, where he could have a few
hundred uv cabbage an’ a ridge or two uv

Klely

reates, At last the agent thought to Put
m under rent, but he refused ; an’ 1d

came out that the two estates loln«l at
the cross uv the road there, an’ no wan
could tell which uv the landlords the lttle
spot belovged to. 8o my grandfather was
let alone, An’ wan dsy a gentleman
happened to tell him that he had a free:
hould while grass Eov- or wather runs, in
spite uv law or landlord ; an’ he got so
proud an’ bad such courage that he never
stopped till he made the place what you
see id. An’ that's bow it was that the
freehould made Mat Donovan’s house an’
heggart what every wan says it ls, the
purt'est house an’ hu&g;rl in the county
’I‘l?porny. for a poor labourin’ man’s,”

"1t is & remarkable {llustration,” sald
the doctor, *‘of the saying, ‘Glve s man a
rock with recurity, and he'll turn it into a
goarden,’ It is & stricking argument In
favour of a Peasant Proprietary.”

“I often thought so,” sald Hugh.

“] hope we may live to see the day,
Mat,” Dr, Kiely observed, * when free-
holds will be more numerous than they
are in Ireland.”

“Bure you don’t think the E)qlhh
Parllsment would do that for ue, sir 1"

¢1'd rather have it done by an Irish
Parliament,” replied the doctor. ¢ Bat
it 1o getting late,” he added, looking at
his wetch, “and I must clli et Wood-
lands.”

The hour of parting came, all too soon,
Richard and Mr, Lowe had driven off in
the tax-cart. Dr. Kiely and Eva were
slready seatel ia the carrlage; while
Graco bad run back to comfort Ellle and
Wilife, who were sobbing violently upen
the stairs, Mre, Kearney wiped the tears
from ber cheeks; and though Mary
emiled, it was p’aln that tears were
threatening to enffase those mild blae
eyes, as Grace kissed Ellle, and told ber
somowhst reproachfully mnot to cry, for
diin’t ehe know they'd soon meet again
st the convent, Aud, in the meaatime,
waau’t she leaviog her the jay? But the
allution to the convent, however com-
fortlng to E'lle, had a precieely coutrary
eff:ct upon her brother, and charged bis
blabberiog luto a loud roar,

“Come, Grece,” seld her father, * we
have no time to lose.”

She had her foot upon the step, when
she stopped, looking quite sad, with her
lips compressed, and her eyes bent on the
ground. They were all surprized ; and
her father ssked what was the matter.
Bat Grace made no reply. Tornlzg
round she walked elowly to Hugh, who
wes etanding with folded arme bealde the
door, and beld out her hand to bim. She
had forgotten him. She had eald good-
bye, over and over, to everyone else, but
never thought of Hagh. And now he
locked ¢ her as if he did not know what
she meant.

“ Good bye, Hugh,” eaid she.

“0Oh! good bye,” he replisd with a
start, takicg ber extended bhand. And
there was something in bls tone that made
Mary look at him with surprise. She
observed, however, that he laughed as ho
Jed Grace back to the carrlege, and
handed her in.

They are gone — Grace, Rlcbard, Mr,
Lowe, and all. And Msry does feal
lounely ; and feels, too, that she must try
hard to keep up her spirits, or they will
{nevitably bresk down. Well, that in.
telligence in her sister Anne’s letter has
removed one Indefinite nneesloess from
her heart at all events, The way ls clenz
before her now, aud not clouded by hope
—a hope from which the shrank as from
& oln, and strove to bauish from her heart ;
but which would, nevertheless, return
egain and again to dlsturb and trouble
her. Thank God ! that Is il over now,

“ How I should ke to be able to call
such noble old trees as those my own,”
Grace observed.

Eva sdmired the treee, too, and the un
dulating lawn, and the woods around,
but she could not eee what good 1t would
do her to be able to cell them her own,

“It must be that Mr, Kearney wss
right last night when he sald the old
gentlemsn would be out with his hounds
to-morrow or after, There is the horn
soundlng,” s2ld Mr, Lowe,

“Yes, I can see the pack, azd the hnnts
man mounted befcre the door, from where
I am,” returned Rlchard Kearney, who
had wa'ked on a little further than the
reet,

They wera in the avenae at Woodlands,
waltiug for Dr. Klely, who had walked on
to see his patient, leaving his carrlage at a
turn in the avenue not fa: from the house,
though not In view of it. Richard and
Mr. Lowe walked In from the road, and
were now chattiog with the ladies in the
carrlage,

1 wonder, If he be recovered, why papa
fs delaylog so long,” eald Grace, “Can
you see papa coming, Richard 1"

“No, ge’n not coming,” returned Rich-
ard. ‘' That’s something going on I can’t
make out. The doctor is standing with
teveral others near the hounds ; but I see
no one mounted but the hunteman,”

“I'll walk down and eee,” eald Mr.
Lowe. * And perhaps I ought to bld Mr,
Somerfield good-bye, after accepting of
bis hospitality,”

Dr. Klely was astonlshed to find his
patient in a chalr on the lawn, propped
up with plllows, His son, a tall, cadaver.
cus looklng man with grizzled hair and
beerd, stood on one elde of the chalr, and
& salntly looklng thongh somewhat epruce
youn% clergyman et the other, Two

raceful young ladles stood a little apart,

ooking very #ad and Interesting, but not
altogether oblivious of the handsome
young clergyman’s presence.

¢ Blow, Rody, blow,” muttered tho poor
old invalld, And the hora sounded, and
tha woods gave back the echo.

“0 esweet Woodlands, must I leave
you §” lexclaimed the old foxhunter in
tones of the deepest grief.

“You're golng to a better place,” sald
the clergyman, impresslively.

“Yolx! Tallyho!” crled the Invalld,
faintly. * Blow, Rody, blow.”

“ Don’t ax me, slr,” returned the bunta-
man, after putting the horn to his lips and
takiog it away sgain; “ my heartis ready
to buret.”

“0 sweet Woodlands, must I leave
you 1"” his master exclaimed again,

“My dear elr,” the clergyman repeated,
stoo{flng over him and placivg his gloved
band gently upon his shoulder—* my dear
olr, you are going to a better place,”

The invalid turned round and looked
earnestly into the young clergyman’s face,
aa if he had untll then been unconeclous
of his presence.

% You're golog to a better place ; trnat

me, you're going to & better place,” the
clergyman vepeated forvently,

“ A !” yeplied the old foxhunter, with
s sorzowful sheke of bis bead, snd looking
earnestly into the parson’s face—"ab !
G——, I doubt you 1"

The parson’s look of cousternation
brought a grim smile into the hard fea-
tures of Mr, Sam Bomerfield, ss he ad-
josted his father’s nightcap, which was dls-
placed by the effort to'turn round to look
at bis spiritual director,

The dying foxhunter seemed to drop
suddenly into & doze, from which a low,
fretful whine from ove of the hounds
caused him to awake with a start. * Poor
Bluebell ; poor Bluebell,” he murnnured,
The hound named wagged her tail, and
coming close to bim, looked wietfully lnto
bis face. The whole pack followed Blue-
bell, wavirg thelr taile, and with their
trustful eyes sppeazed to claim recogoi-
tlon, too, from thelr old master. But his
bead drooped, and he seemed falllng
seleep again, He roused himself, how-
ever, and gezed once more upon the fine
landscape before him, and again called
upon the buntsman to sound the horn.
The hunteman put it to bis lips, and bis
chest heaved as he labored for breath ; but
no sound awoke the echoes again,

“God koows I can’t, sir,” he crled at
Iast, bureting Into tears. The huntsman’s
emotion moved the two young ladies to
tears, and they came nesrer to their grand-
father’s chair, and looked spxiously into
ble face, Dr. Klely lald his fioger on the
old man’s wrist, and turned to whisper
something to bis son, who was still stand-
ing by the chair, But the doctor drew
back, an if the eye of a murderer were upon
bim. Mr, Ssm Somerfield’s face was ashy
pale and his lips livid, while a baleful
light glared from under hie shaggy brows,
wilch were dragged together 1n puckered
folds. His daughters, too, were terrified,
avd wondered what could have brought
that shocking exprossing into their fathor'’s
face., But gulded by his eyes they tarned
ronnd and saw that Mr. Low was standing
near them : then they undersiood that
tercible look.

70 BE CONTINUED,

“ANNIE LAURIE)”

THE RESULT OF A 8TRUGGLE FOR A
EOARDING S8CHOOL PRIZE,

CHAPIER L

She was the darllog of Broughton
Academy, sweet Madge Wilmer, with her
plquant face, great brown eyes, aud ¢hort
dark cnrls rucning eil cver her small
head. S:e bad always been epollt, belug
the only child of rich parenta who Idol'zed
her ; and the fourtesn vears of her young
life had glided by without the falntest
thadow ever crossipg them. Then at
Broughton Academy the girls all made a
pet of her, co it was not surprislog that
che should ba somewhat wilful and spolit.
The Academy was a very sslect and ex
pensive echool on the cutskirts of St
Louls, and ite echolars were mostly the
deughters of rich men,

Oue afteraoon, In early June, the girls
were all out on the wide, smooth play-
ground. Some were ewlnging, others
playing lawn tenuls, and others again
promenadivg, school-girl fashion, with
thelr arms ebout each other’s walsrs,
while the fresh, girlish volces rang out,
micgled with peals of merry langhter,

There was one girl, bowever, who tock
no part in any of the amusements, but
eat alone on one of the rustic benches,
with a book on her lap and her eyes bent
down upon it. She was a thin, pale-
faced girl, with far too weary and dis-
salisfied a look for her fifteen years.
The only thing bright or pretty about
her, for ehe was dressed both shabbily
and dingily, was her hair, of a bright
gold hue, aud plaited in oue thick braid
which fell below her waist. At a little
distance was a group of girls of whom
Madge Wilmer was the centre,

“1 can’t bear that girl,” said Laila
Sumner, a supercilious blende, with a
cold look at the quiet figure on the
bench ; *‘there’s something 8o sneaky
and eullen about her,”

1 don’t like her myself,” answered
Madge, * and there’s certainly nothing
attiactive about her, but I don’t think
she is exactly eneaky ; she is of a nerv.
ous, sensilive temperament, and you
know she is rather at a disadvantage
here, Perbaps under more favorable
circumstances she would sppear to a
better advantage,”

“ What a little moralizer it is 1" said
Ada Waters, one of the older girls,
laughing and patting Madge’s curly head,
while Leila Sumner spoke up rather
spitefully : * You needn’t take up for
her so, Madgie, for she is runnmng you
pretty hard for the vocal.-music priza.”

Madge flushed and tossed her curly
head,

“Let her, but she shan’t beat me;
my beart’s set on winning the prize, and
it will take something better than that
weak creature of a Loula Parks to carry
it oft from me,”

“Do you know what I overheard the
professor say to Mrs, Broughton the other
day ” lnterposed Ada Waters, ¢ Mra,
Broughton, who wants Madge to win the
prize, was atking the professor what he
thought about is. ¢ Why, Madge will
carry it off, of course’ he replled, * not
because ehe has a finer volee than Loula
Parks, for she has not—the latter has a
volce that, wlth proper cultlvation, would
mske her one of the famous singers of the
day—but because Madge has the confi-
dence and self-possession to do herself
justics, which the other glel, uafortu.
nately, entirely lacks’ Thoss were his
cxact words, Madgle, 80, you eee, yon are
pretty sure to get the prizs,”

Medge flushed crimson, and then pouted,
while the other glrls broke out Into lndlg-
nant exclamations, *Theidea !” “What
utter nonsense !” % They didn’t see a
thing in that Loula Park’s volce, while
Madge bad a lovely one!” They never
heard anything so absurd., Professor
must have been joking, or Ada had mls.
undt{;ntood him,”

‘*Very well, have it just a3 you please,
only hush,” crled Adas stopp{ng Ep Der
enxs,

“I can’t understand how her parents
can afford to send her here at all,” sard
Lells, “ for they aro quite poor, and there
is a crowd of children besides Loula,”

“Ibelleve it 1s & rich old uncle who
sends her,” sald another of the girls ; “my
pntn know him, and he eays he is very
rlch, but as queer as he can be, and some
thing of & miser. He muat be frightfully

mean, ot he would have glven the glel an

1fit when be sent her bere, and not let
::l‘nb.'l :lzm.lc: to the -eh:»ol, with her

by | shabby clothes. Paps says Mra, Parke will

not get any of bis money when be dies,
for ge bas left it all to bul{d some kind of
s queer place, and he 18 & crery old thing,
I belleve, But look, girls! you know the
old ssylog, ‘Talk of the, etc ;' there
comes Mrs, Parks now to pay Loulas
visit.”

They all looked ; a shabblly dressed
woman, with a tired, flll face, Waa cros-
{og the playground from the entrance:
gate. Louls bad arisen aud gone forward
to meet ber, and kised ber, and then the
two turned and went toward the house,
Some of the girls lm{hod, but Madge
curled her lip as she looked after the two
shabby figures, with the sunlight catching
the glrl's goiden bair ae it fllckered
tbrough the branches of the trees. The
words of the professor were rankling in
her mind. Madge was very proud of her
volce, sbout which she bad heen bighly
flattered, and though she and Louls Parks
were acknowledged to have the finest
volces in the school Madge had never for
an {ostant lnp?oud that her own was in-
ferlor to Loula's, and the profassor’s words
were a great blow to her pride. ¢ Batshe
shan’t Ehlve the prize, anyway,” the
thought, with s tbrill of trlamph.

A little later she had occaslon to go Into
the house and to her room., As she
passed Loula’s room, the door of which
was sjar, ehe Involuntarily paused as the
soundjof low, bitter sobs fell upon her ears,

¢ Hush, my dearling,” M. Psrks was
saying ; “you may win it after all.”

“No, no, it {s impossible, mamma,”
sobbed Loula; * You can’t understand
how I feel with sll those cold, scornful,
unfriendly eyes fired upon me., None
of the girls llke me, you know ; [ haven’t
a siogle friend among them all; and I
can’t bave any confileuce In myeelf. It
1 eo d!ff:rent with Madge Wilmer ; they
all love her, snd are ready to think the
best of everytihing shedoes, Ob, mamma,
bow can I glve up the hope of my life?
I feel that it 1s lo me to be a great sicger,
and I could make money eo that you and
papa would not have to struggle so hard,
Do you think, mamma, that Uacle Jobn
will really do ae be eaid if 1 fall to wia the
prizs 2”

“I know that he wil', mv dear,” the
mother answered, saily, * You sce, he
never changes bis mind, and he hates any-
thing like fallure. He prowmlsed to send
ycu to Paristo have your volce cultivated,
on condition that you won the prizs for
vocal musle kere ; but he will not, I am
sure, darling, do eo if you fall.”

*“ And I ehall fall,” murmured the glrl,
with a fresh buarst of sobs,

Madge suddenly started as though she
had just awakened to the fact that she
was listenieg to what was not Intended
for her eare, aud, with crimson cheeks,
she stole away. DBut, for the rest of the
day, merry Madge was very thoughtfal
and silent, and, more than once, had
anyone looked closely into the brown
eyes, she would have scen tears in them,

CHAPTERI1IL

The exhlbition day of Broughton
Academy arrlved, snd the big hali was
crowded with the parents and frlends of
tho puplis, Amougthem wes Mrs, Parks,
fa her well worn black sllk and bonnet,
and beside her was a little, dried-up man,
with ehrewd, twlukllcg eves, and thin,
determined lps. Mces. Paiks was very
pale and very nervous, and her auxlous
eyes wandered first to her daughter, and
then to Madge Wilmer. Sach a contrast!
the former to pale and ead in her plaln,
white dress, with her long golden hair un.
bound and flowing round her like a cloud ;
and the latter, her pretty face all emiles
and bhapptuness, clad in datnty, lace-trimmed
white robes, with broad yellow sash and
ribbons, and a epray of red roses twined
in her short curls. Was it any wonder a

itter sigh broke from the mother’s lips
as she gazed ?

At length came the singlng trial, and
the two girle, Madge, etill smlling, and
Loula, white as death and trembling like
a leaf, ascended the platform,

Meadge was the first to elog, and as she
took her place by the grand plano, she
looked so bright and pretty as she stood
there that a murmur of admiration went
through the audlence. Ths profassor had
decided that, to glve the girls an eq ually
falr chance, they should both slng the
same song, and the sweet Scotch song,
' Aunnle Laurle,” had been chosen,

The opening bars were played, and
Madge began to sing and at gnc’e e'very-
body was staring, while the girls looked
at each other in horrified amazement.
What was the matter with the glel ?
Never had she sung so wretchedly ; she
was falrly murderlog the song. It wasa
relief to evarxbady when the last note
died away, and a very faint applause fol-
lowod, Madge, as she turned from the
plavo with crimson cheeks, felt ber eyes
fill with tears and her lips quiver for a
moment, but, as she turned and faced the
audlence, there was a emtile on her lips,

In the meantime L)ula had risen and
token her place at the plano, She felt
rather dezed, bat her heart was beating
quickly, and she had forgotten her fright
In the new hope that was thrilling her,
I\‘Iadge had falled ; she could win now,
She llatened to the openlng oords without
any nervousness whatever, and the next
moment her volce rang out cloar, sweet
and strong, as no one had evor heard it
be%ovre.

hen the last sweet, lingering not
dled away there was a burst o% entﬁualnf
tic npghuue, and there was no doubt as to
who had won the prizs, The glrls all
started in amszsment as Loula went down
the long hall to receive it. They could
hardly recognizs tholr ehy, pale school.
mate fn the girl with crimson cheeks and
sparkling eyes, who, with that cloud of
golden hair, was almost beautifal, There
was only iwo, however — the mother,
trembling with happiness, and bro won-eyed
Madge Wilmer — who could fathom the
happiness throbting in the glrl’s heart,
upA::d :hen l:iwgs all over Madge went

0 her, and, bend
B g " ing her curly head,

“I am very glad,” she eald, slmpl

The tears rushed at omce to pLglnh’l
eyes ; she put out her hand timidl y to
detasin Madge, and her lips parted ae
though she were about to speak ; but
Madge turaed quickly away, and in a few
moments had left the school, When she
was {u the carrlage which was to bear hez

——
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awsy, to the consternation of her parents,
the burst Into tears.

CHAPTER III,

Some seven years later, a new sloger,
of whom wonderfal things were proph.
ecied, made her debat fn & concert hall in
Parls

She was a elender, pale faced young
Rirl, with a mass of bean iful golden hsde,
As she came on the stage, pretty, brown
eyed young lady, evidently American, In
the audlence, bent eagerly forward with
& smothered e¢xclemation, The mext
moment she drew a deep, long breath, as
the rich, wonderful voice of the young
Ih!ger echoed through the hall,

There was a breathless hush until the
last note ceared, and then thunders of
applause shook the bu'lding. In auswer
to it the young singer come forward to
slng again, As she stood fora moment,
frresolute, ehe hsppened to encounter
the gsze of the pair of brown eyes bent
esgerly upon her. A gaick change paesed
over her face, her blue eyes grew soft,
snd filled for 8 moment with tears ; then,
in & volce which trembled a littla at first,
the sung, as no one thers had ever heard
It eang before, the sweet song, * Anule
Lautle.”—Emma Howard Wight, in Bel-
ford's Magotine.

PERRY COUNTY, KENTUCKY.

Baltimore Mirror.

The social conditions prevailing in
Perry county, Kentucky, are strange as
they are interesting, A judge is holding
court there now under the protection of
two companies of State militie, having
previously made his will and cleared up
his worldly house as a precaution against
a 100 hasty summons. It is the firet
time court kas been held in Perry county
in two years. Over three nundred mur-
ders have been committed in the lsst
twenty years, and for these nine men
have been arrested, and orly cne con-
victed, The latter was released after a
brief term of imprisonment, There is
not a chureh or school of any kind in the
county, nor has any reiigious service been
held there for two years, Tae Philadel-
phia Ledger remarks that it such a place
should be found in the wilds of A'rica,
miseionaries would be sent out to it
immediately ; which is probably quite
true,

Perry county has a thorovgly and
eesentially American population. Taere
18 not a citizen ot foreign birth within 1ts
confines. The explanation of its present
deplorable chaotic social conditions can.
not, therefcre, be found in the evil influ-
ences which many prominent and
obscure non Cathoiic writers and moral-
ists unhesitatingly attribute to the intro
duction of foreign elements, The Perry
county people are the natural product of
what are frequently extolled as undiluted
Americanisma 8and unqualitied Protes-
tantism. They hate foreigners and have
a superstitious horror of Papists, Their
Jawlessness aud intellectusl and spiritual
poverty are the direct fruits of the mode
of life and traditions of their race,

We recommend these interesting facts
tc the consideration of thoee of our non
Catholic friends who publicly profeess to
believe that whatever spiritual darkness
and superstition exists in this country
are due to foreign and * Romish ” influ
ences,

Perry county has entirely escaped the
touch of both these elements, and yet
we assert without fear of contradiction
that nowhere else in tho land will be
found any class of Americans, * native ”’
or of immediats foreign extraction, wao
are quite as debused, morally, socially
snd 1ntellectually, #s the simon pure
Americau and *Protestant ” stock of this
region of the South-Wes:

As the esteemed Iecdgor observes,
should such a state of things be found
in tha wilds of Central Africa, the
brethren of the American Mission Board,
whose hesrts bleed for the berighted
heathen in remote lande, would iwmea.
diately dispatch a missionary expedition
to reclaim the wretches thus given
over to the worst forms of sav-
sgery, Why our owa savages
—more savage, because ot the vices
of civilization to which they cling, than
than the naked denizsns of the African
jungle—are sbandouned by their com
patriots and fellow Protestants ot the
missionary boards is a matter beyond
the comprehension of the ordinary in-
telligence. .

Would it not be more conmsistent,
more humane, more practical and pro-
fitable for those individuals and religious
journals who are forever bemoaning the
melancholy aepect in which the alieged
ignorance and superstition of the

Papists of Spain, Mexico and elsewhere
present themselves to the sanctified
gaze of the evangelized American orb,
to withdraw their solicitude from the
bappy and contented Catholic peoples of
other countries until something is accom-
plished in the way of regenerating the
worse than psgan savages of their own
race and at their very doors? If, as it
is confidently charged, the Spanish
peasants are ignorant, they are morsl, at
any rate, The Perry county fglk are no
less ignorant than immoral. The S?au-
ish peasants, nor any peasantry of Cath.
olic faith, have the utter dlsre_gard of all
moral and legal restrainis which charac:
terize the claes of American barbarians
to which the Perry county people belong,
It may be, as it eeems to be, very dis-
tressing to our critics to find the happy
Papists of foreign lands content to prac.
tice devotedly those religious customs
which are the result of sges of the faith,
but certainly the most critical of these

friends will scarcely have the hardibood

to pretend ihat this tenacity to time-
honored religious customs and traditions
is more reprebensible than the savage
disrespect for the sanctity of human life
which prevails among the American
heathen to whom we refer.

Perry county, Kentucky, 1s the place
for our native bigots to direct their atten-
tlon when they aro inspired to fudict the

Church with crimes agatnet the faith and

reason of the Christian world, It discloses

the loglcal and practical culmination,
uuder favorable conditione, of so-called

Protestant Christlanity.

he safe, pleasant, and effe‘ctual
wolzts: kitller, Mo!.’hel: Graves’ Worm Exter-
minator; nothing equals it, Procure &
bottle and take it home.
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