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The Ould Plaid Shawl,

Not far from ould -KTnn. in the merry
ﬁcﬁ%‘;dgzlﬁc merrily, there
As ltcmu.;“ out ."lll',. sky above an angel
A ttle Irish Callin in an ould stawl.

1 courteously sainted her—"God save you,

” .
“Godm-’::o 'y‘gl:.l '|ndly.‘||r." said she and

passed me by
o1t ".‘l‘l{hl:l' m:lrlt slong with her, a eaptive
Inngron:; \ the corner of her ould plaid
shawl.

I've heard of highway robbers that with pls-
tols and with kuives

Made htr‘onhlln. tnlrllol-lll "y:oul them up
¥ Ioney or their

But thin khc')ll' e that handed ot my heart

and all
Toa :?mplo little Cailin in an ould plaid
shawl.

Oh! some men sigh for riches, and some men
dive for

we,
And u{mr on nmo.ry'l pages hope to win &
orjous name ;
My Jlnl'blr"o noluuﬂbmoul, and my wishes
are small—
Yon mllhl: wug.thom all together in an
ould plaldshawi.

I'll seek her all through Galways, and I'll
her all through Clare,
I'l1 search ta; tale or tidings of my traveler
ere,
For ;‘.’2‘3’& mind I'll never find until my

1 call
mtol'mlo Irish Cailin in her ould plaid
shawl.

KNOCKNAGOW

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

CHAPTER L1V,—CoNTINUED,

The dinner was equal to anything that
Mzes, Kearney had ever seen in “ her own
father’s houss.”” Itimparted an epicurean
pout to Dr. Kiely’s under lip, and threw
a sort cf “dim religious light” over the
eplrits of the whole company, which
checked everything approaching to levity
till the dishes were removed, Grace's
largh was hushed, and even the brilliancy
of ber eyes toned down, In fact, ber face
merely reflected her father’s and she even
unconsclously imitated his movements,
untll after a graceful flourlsh of the hand
ehe leant back in her chair and attempted
to etick her thumb in an imaginary walet
cont—which reminded ber that she was
not eix feet high and the finest gentleman
in sll the wozld, But then she was his
dsughter, and maintained her dignified
deportment accordingly.

Dr. Klely bad the gift of drawing
people out; and the true polltenees to
exerclse it fwpartially, Mr. Lowe ac-
quitted himeelf so entirely to his own eat-
isfaction that his prejudice agalnst his new
acquaintance vaunished liked mist before
the sun, A question or two about bhls
professioral studies gave Richard an op-
portunlty of alrivg a whole vocabulary of
hard worde, which quite frightened his
mother—ao stupendous, ehe thought, must
be bls learning. Even Me Bob Lloyd
talked so well that Graco was impreesed
with quite a high opinfon of his good
eence ; and wondered why he looked so
seldomn towards her elde cf the table,
Hoagh alone was left In the background ;
aud she thought it to bad that her pape
should treat him ss 18 he were a mere
boor, But she soon noticed that Hugh
and her papa exchanged looks now and
then, and seemed to understand each other
very well ; which was quite a “ mystery
to ker, but juet then sbe could not tura
her mind to uaravelling 1t,

Bat Mr, Lloyd soon took to sighing so
deeply, and with so melancholy an ex-
preesion of face, that Mre, Kearney be
cama qulte distressed—’twas so like her
poor nacla Dan after the marrisge of his
first love, for whose sake he remained all
bis life a bachelor, and took to writlng
poetry and playing the fiddle.- Mr, Lloyd,
she thought, muuet sarely have been crossed
in love, aud her heart melted in com-
paseion for him, She thanked goodmess
she had never made anyone unhappy in
that way, Though, to be sure, thelr
nelghbour, Mr, Sweeny, who was ** rolling
in riches,” fell in love with her when she

was only niueteen, and cffered to marr
her * without a penny.” And thoug{
her father thought 1t would be a most
fortunate match for her, and even her
uncle Dan said she ought not to be too
hasty In refusing, and poor Mr. Sweeny
was “ 80 fond of her;” still she couldn’t
bear the thought of marrying him—on
sccount of his nose. Not that the mose,
though eomewhat long, was by any means
an ugly note, Bat it was a cold nose !
That’s what did the mischief, Mz,
Sweeny arrived unexpectedly at Ballydun.-
more one winter’s night—it was the night
after Twelfth Night, for all the world—
and the light happening to ba blown out
in the hall, Mer, Sweeny, in an evil hour
for himself, attempted to kies her, and the
contact of bis nose with her glowing cheek,
sent a cold shiver to her heart, and
quenched the Inciplent combustion that
was beginning to take p'ace there, from
the mingling of her own goodnature with
her uncle Dan’s approval; and which
would inevitably have burst into a flame,
were It not for that unlucky fcicle of &
nose, It wasall in vain that she trled to
reason with herself that the coldness of the
nose was merely accldental, and the resalt
of the co!d raln aud sleet, which the east
wicd hed been blowing straight in Mr,
Sweeny’s face elnce he had left his own
house, Uchappily reason 1s a mere bel:
lows without a valve in such cases. No
matter how hard you work with It, it
won’t help in the least to get up a blsze,
And in spite of all ehe cmﬁd do, the rosy-
cheeked Miss O'Carroll of Ballydunmore
found herself elnglog involuntarily twenty
times a day :

“ You're too old and yeu're too cold,

And I won't have you, I won't have you,"
greatly to her own dlstrees. Anund after
those little snatches of melody she would
accuse herself of *ingratitude,” and the
valveless bellows would be brought into
requlsition, but to very little purpose.
Yet there was no knowing how it might
have ended, as Mrs, Kearney was wont to
eay with aeigh, if young Maurice Kearney,
of Ballinaclash, had not dropped in with
her uncle Dan on their way to the falr of
Limerick, and stopped for the night, It
waa rumoured at the time—but there was
no positive evidence of the fact—that a
similar proceeding to that of the night
after Twelfth Night took place on this
oceasion aleo ; but with a preclsely oppo-
site result. And the truth of this ramour
was strongly confirmed by Mrs. Kearney's
avowal afterwards that Maurlce’s impu-
dence ’l’n those days “ went beyond any.

thing.

ba od to be turned in that direction,
m&'::t with any reference either to the
olden ringlets or the wavy tresses of dark
own, with thelr accompaniments, that
bappened to be straight before bim, And
as Mr, Lloyd continued to get worse, Mrs.
Kearney felt quite nnhrpy, and eald to
herself that she did not * envy ber, who.
ever she was,” who could cause such soffer-
ing as that, particularly in the case of such
s “fige, gentlemanly-looking man” as

Mr. Lloyd.
Ouce In the drawing-room Grace eman-
clpated bersell from the spel! that so sub-

dued her durlog dinner, and instead of
reflecting the mellow light of the star of
her idolatry, sparkled and scintilated with
her own pecullar brightness. Even Mr,
Lloyd lom'«l her movements with a
plaintive emile ; as a mourner over a grave
might be startled into & momentary for-
getfulnees of bis sorrow by the flitting of
s bumming-bird, llke & winged gem,
smong the tombs, Mary was far more
animated than Mr. Lowe had ever seen
her before, Bat Eva was shy, and looked
o4 if she would hide herself behind the
golden ringlets — which made Hugh
whisper in Grace’s esr while he called her
attention to her slater :

" ing hair,
l'h"n,lnnn::l’l:" wtg?&d&uhtul alr,”
Whereupon Grace started up from her
seat with her hands upon her knees, and
then sat down again, as if she could
scarcely reeist flying across the room and
repeating the strangling process over

sgain,

The entrance of the Miss Hanlys in
thelr new flounced dresees created quite
a sensation, and even Grace ackmowl-
edged that Kathleen was gloriously hand-
some. In fact, the little improvised party
was as perfect in every detail as if it had
been planned and pondered over for
weeks and months before; and even Dr.
Kleiy, who was somewhat fastidious,
was charmed. And when Miss Rose
Hanly ran her fingers over the keys of the
plano, and the danclng commenced, it
would be difficult to say whether the
actual performers or the lookers-on were
most delighted — always excepting Mr.
Lory Hanly, whose ecstacy, in elther
capacity, like Maurice Kearney's lmpu-
dence when he went a-woolng to Baily-
dunmore, “ went beyond anything.”

When, bowever, the *“poetry of motion”
wae suspended, and poetry proper, in the
shape of Moore’s Melodier, introduced,
Dr. Kicly began to resume his sway over
the company, as he called Mr. Lowe’s
attention to the beautles of each song,
occaionally repeating a stapza in such a
mellow tone and measured cadence that
Mr. Lloyd called out at last, * Give it all
to us, doctor,” to the great amusemort
of every one, for these were the first
words uttered by Me, Lloyd slnce he tock
to sighing at the dinner-table. And
when Lory, who was concealed behind
the window curtalns—with only omne eye
vleible, which he kept steadlly fixed upon
Geace—blurted out with that *terrible
throat ” of his, * You took the words out
of my moutb, Mr. Lloyd; I was just
golog to ask hlm myself”—there was a
buret of laughter that broke the spell
under which the doctor was fast brioging
them like some powerfal necromancer,

Hugh thought how fortunate it was
that Miss Lloyd was not present, as the
voice from behind the curtain would lnevi-
tably have necessitated the barning of
feathers under her nose.

Grace suggested that Mr, Hanly himself
ought to favor them with a recitation ;
and, with the sgliity of a harlequin, Lory
sprang from bis hiding-place upon a
chalr—for, as he afterwards confessed he'd
do anythingshe'd ask hima., Mrs, Kearney
took advantage of the clap with which he
wes recelved to bolt out of the room,
with her two hands over her ears, as If
Lhe were flyirg from & shower of brick

ats.

Doctcr Klely complimented Lory upon
his rendering of “The Spanish Cham.-
plon,” and prophesied that Mr, Haunly
would one day be a great orator; by
which compliment Grace was as gratified
as Lory himself, Indeed, she knew his
appreclation of herself wasa proof that
Lol%‘lld something in bim.

" Well, Grace,” ssld her father, “are
we to have any more songs? It wounld
not be fair to trespase too much on Mies
Hanly, so I think you ought to sing that
beautiful little song of Edward Walsh’s
for ue.”

Grace searched for her own musle book
—music and words copled by herself, as
she was wont to remark carelessly to her
new acquaintance—and Mr. Lloyd was
roused agaln when she came to the
words—

' My girl has ringlets rich and rare,

By Nature’s finger wove'’—
and evinced such admiration of her sing.
Ing, that Grace requested a song from Mr.
Lloyd bimself, And Mr, Lloyd complied
0 readily and acquitted himself so well
that the ladles all exchanged looks of
wonder. The song was “ Norah Crelus,”
and Grace saw plainly enough that ehe
was the lady of * the Lelmlug eye” and
“wit refined,” but which of the other
ladles was Mr. Lloyd’s “gentle, artless
Norah Crelns,” was not eo evident, as
they all sat close together at the opposite
slde of the room, and she could not be
sure for which of them the singers melt:
log glances were Intended.

“ That's an admirable song,” eald Dr.
Kiely ; “and I never heard It better aung
in my life,. In fact, I think most of
Moore’s songe are best sung by men,
The ladles don’t attend sufficlently to the
sentiment; they think only of the
muec.”

“That does not apply to Mlss Grace’s
singivg,” Mr. Lowe observed.

“Oh, you are thinkieg of the ‘cold-
hearted Saxonm,’” eald Mary, laughing,
“when she sang the ‘ Coulln’ for you the
other evening.”

“ What about the ‘ cold-hearted Saxon?”
Dz, Kiely asked.

“Mr. Lowe heard Mr, Flaherty play
the alr at a wedding,” returned Mary,
“and Grace sang Moore’s words to it for
him, and he says the bitter hatred she
threw into her look and volce, as she
fixed her eyes on himself at those words,
quite hl;htcnod bim,”

Lo“ Oh, "twas dreadful !” exclalmed Mr,
we,

Grace laughed, and ran off to Ellie and
Willle, who had induced Lory to joln

them at & game of fozfelts in & corner of

the room.

Rose Havly and Eva fell in too, snd
sfter & while Hugh and Me, Llo‘yd joined
in the game ; Mer. Lloyd “loved bis
love with an A becanse sbe wasan angel,”
but solemnly declared he could ficd no
zesson for hating her with an A, or any
other letter, ln”ulm.d forfelting bis
buckhorn bandled knife to nhmpth.s
such an impomibility, Bat he soon b
the satisfaction of seelng Hugh “get
down ” as well ss himeelf ; and before
long everyone had to pay a forfelt except
Grace, who volunteered to decree what
the owners of the *very fine things”
were “to do.” The relessing of the for-
foits created much merriment; but while
Lory was acquitting himeelf to admir-
ation in s boropipe, Mr, Lloyd pushed
bis chair close to Richard Kearney, who
was making the most of the golden hours
that were flying on angel’s wings over
him and Kathleen, and whispered ;

¢ Dick, what the devil am I to do1”

“Why 1” the doctor ssked,

“I never made a rbyme in my life,”
replied Mr, Lloyd.

% Ob, sny noosense will do,” returned
the doctor, turning sgain to Kathleen.

% But sense or nonsenve, ”’ rejoined Bob
Lloyd, ““ I can’t do it unless yon get me
out of it while they’re not minding ue,
Axd I'll do as much for you, Dick, ancther
time.”

“Well,” sald the doctor, rather crcmly,
“here is & rthyme for you :

‘The man that's rich may ride in stages—
Steger, weges, rages, cages—walt, let me
see.”’

Dz, Klely had just been talking of one
of his aristocraie patients wno bhad
travelled by slow etages from Dabiln in
oxder to be under his care ; and this sog-
gested the llne which Dr. Richard Kearney
repeated for his friend Bob Lloyd, But
to complete the couplet was not so easy.

% Well, Dick 7" sald Mr, Lloyd, holding
bis ear close to him,

‘**The man that's rich may ride in stages—
What's to come after that 1”

“ But the man that's poor "'—
the dcctor continued,

‘“ * But the man that’s poor’ ""—
repeated Bob Liloyd.

* Must walk, by jacus

added the doctor, impatiently,

* Say it all together for me, Dick,” smld
M:, Lloyd.

* The man that's rich may ride In stages,
But the man that’s poor must walk, by jacus,
Now, have you 1t ?”

“Walt a minute,” returned Bob, “Is
this it 1—

‘‘The man that’s rich may ride in stages,
But the man thst’s poor must walk, by
Jacus.’”

“That’s it, Remember it now, and
don’t bother us any more about it,”
rejolned the doctor, etrokiog his mous-
tache and throwing his arm on the back of
Kathleen’s chalr.

“Well, Mr, Lloyd, now for your
rhyme,” sald Grace, when Lory had fin-
ithed his hornpipe, and regalned poaes-
slon of his necktte, which Rose snatched
from him egain, and, after folding 1t care-
fully, chopped himn under the cbin, and
tied it on in that great bow.-knot wtish
Grace thought s> ridiculons,

“Stlenca for Mr. Lloyd’s impromptu,”
Dr. Klely called out ; and all eyes were at
one upon Mz, Lloyd, who hemmed, and
looked round upon his audience with a
confilent smile,

4 Silence!” Dz, Klely ropeated,

* The man that's rich—"

Mr. Lloyd began in a steady sonorous
volce, and suddenly becoming very seri-
ous :

‘' The man that's rich may ride in stages,
But the len'l'n that's poor—by jacus, he must
walk !'

And Mr, Lloyd resumed his tmiling
look agaiz, and gsz:d round upon the
compaoy as {f quite sure of thelr applause.
For a moment there was a dead silence,
Interrupted only by ome or two alight
coughs.  Pocket handkerchlefs were in
requleition, and there was some biting of
lips ; but Grace could not stand it, She
threw hereelf uron Hugh’s shoulder, and
screamed With laughter, which exploded
again and agaln, whenever she ventured
to glance at the poet, who contlnued to
look round upon the company with a
beaming smile of trlumph,

“Will you decide a very important
question, Dr. Kiely,” sald Mary, * which
these Iadles have been debating for some
time back 1"

“ What 1s 1t 1" he asked.

“They are talking about filrting,” re-
turned Mary, * Eva says it is a shocking
practice, that nothing could justify. Itis
nothiog lems in her opinion, than down-
right decelt. But Rose rays she likes it,
and can see no harm in the world in it.
"Tis quite fair, she thinks, to humbug the
gentlemen, and she has no objection to be
humbugged in return. She s just after
saying that if Eva’s notlons were acted
upon, not a soul would she have to pay
her a compliment from one end of the
year to another, but Mr, Johnny Wilson,
wh?,, it appears, is alwaye quite in earn-

“Well, and what is Miw Kathleen’s
opinion 1”

‘ Oh, she seems to think the gentlemen
should always be earnest, but the ladles
need not beso atall. Aud now I want
you to pronounce judgment on the case,”

“Ob, it is too eerloue, too important &
subject,” returned the doctor, ** to declde
upon without due dellberation, I think

“Poor old Mr. Summerfield Is very
bad,” exclaimed Mre. Kearney, who had
just entered the room. “They are after
sending for you, Mat Donovan says,”

“Indeed! Do they want me immedi.
ately 1"

* I don’t know,” replied Mrs. Kearney,
“ Il call tn Mat,"

* Well, Mat, what is this about old Mr,
Summerfield 1’ the doctor ssked, when
Mat was uehered in,

“1 was standin’ at Phil Morrls’s gate,
oir,”” Mat returned, “as I went home &

lece uv the way wud a couple uv glrls
tom the dance—a cousin of mine, an’—
another young woman ; an’ just as I was
afther biddin’ 'em good night at ould
Phil’s gate, I hear & horse comin’ pow-
dherin’ along the road, an’ when he come
up I knew ’twas Rody the hunteman, an’
called to him, an’ axed him where he was
goln' at that hour uv the night. ‘The
ould masther that’s afther gettin’a fit,’

says he, ‘an I'm goin’ for Docthor Kiely.’
¢ Begor thin,’ says I, ‘you'se turnin’ your

back to bim, for be's over at Misther
Kearney's! says [. ‘Do you tell me s’
sags Rody, ‘I'll go back ‘an’ tell Misther
Sam.’ 8o be wheeled round s’ gelloped
buck again ; an’' I sald to myse't I'd step
over be the short cut an’ tell you, fearin’
that vou might be iu bed,”

“Theok you, Mat; you have dome
quite right, I'suppose if I am zequired
at once he will be here soon,”

“He often got that fit before,” sald
Maarice Kearney. ¢ He'll be out with
the hounds to-morrow or after, as well as
ever. Sam wouldn't be s0 easily fright:
ened about him only that his life Is the
only bold he bas on the plsce. Do you
think Sir Garret will leave 1t to bim when
the old fellow drops 7

“I really don’t kpow,” replied Mr.

Lowe, to whom the question was ad-
dressed,
* Walt, Mat,” sald Dr, Klely, who liked
to draw Mat Denoven out whenever the
opportunity presented ftself, “I want to
have your opinion upon s subject those
Indles are dlscaming.”

“ What's that, sir 1" Mat asked, casting
one of bis “deludering ” looks croes the
room.

“Well, some of them say it is very
wrong for young men to be flsttering and
decelving young women ; while Miss Rose
Hanly says it is rather pleasant aud she
secs no harm in it.”

“In the way of coortship, sir?” Mat
fnquired,

“Yes, In the way of courtship,” replied
the doctor, laughing.

“ Begor, sir,” returned Mat, rubblog bis
chin contemplatively, *I b'lieve ’tis like
puttin’ the small whate in the bags,”

“ How s that?”

“Somethin’ that Father Hannlgan eald
to & friend uv mine, slr,” Mat replied.
“An’ faith he'll have a harder dish to
wash now wud Father M’M1hon, for he's
afther runnie’ awsy wud a wife, an’
Father M’Mahon e mighty bard agin’
that soart uv work,”

“1 suppose ’tls Tom Cuddshy  sald
M:. Kearncy,

**Tis, efr,” replied Mat. ** But there’s
every excuee for him, as she was an ould
sweetheart, an’ her match was made wud
a young back from the mountains that
she didu't care a straw about, though he's
wlikin’ twealy cows.”

“But what did Fatter Hanuigan say
abont putting small whest in the bags "
Dr, K'ely asked,

“’Tis what every man do, slr,” replled
Mat. “The small whate that runs
through the ecreen s put In the middle
uv the bag, a few fistfuls in each, an’ all
is pested off on the merchant, accordin’
to the semple. Bat the merchant knows
‘s there as well as the man that put id
in 1d.”

% Well,” eald the doctor, ¢ what has that
to do with decelving young women ‘by
way of courtehlp 2’

“Well, you see, slr Tom Cuddeby
scrupled id wan time, and tuck fd Into his
head that it wes a eln, an’ tould id to
Father Hannigan when he went to con-
fesslon, An’eure Father Hanaigan was
io a hoult, a2’ didnt know what to say,
for he knew the whole world used to put
the small whate In the bags, Bat for all,
he didn’t like to say t’was right, for fear
he might be excouragla’ fraud, as he eald,
Bat, oa the other band, if he sald "twas
wrong, he should tell Tom to mske resti-
tution for all the small whate he passed
off on the merchant all hls life. So he
was feirly puzzled, Baut, afther thinkin’
for a start, he eays to Tom : * Well, Tom,
sure enough there’s nothin’ like faizr an’
honest dealin’,’ ssye he, ‘An ’tls wrong
to desave any man, Tom—even & corn
merchant. But—do you your best an’ they'll
be up to you,’ says Father Hannigan, An’
begor, eir,” added Mat, with another
glance across the room, “I’m thinkin’ ’tis
the same way in regard to desavin’ the
young women. Do your best, and they’ll
be up to yon!"

Dz Kiely leant back in his chair, and
laugked loud and long. Every oue else
laughed, too, except Mr. Lioyd, who
looked quite loet in astonlshment, and
averred that “the divil a better thing than
that he ever heard in bis life,”

There wasa single knock at the hall:
door, and the old hunteman’s voice was
heard askivg for Dr, Kiely, Andin reply
to the doctor the hunteman eaid, with the
tears In his eyes, that the old master was
never 80 bad before, and that Mr. Sam
begged that Dz. Klely would not *losea
minute,”

The gentlemen all came out to the hall
to see the doctor cff, and, when the doctor
was off, the gentlemen walked into the
parlour as {f by preconcert, and each com-
menced brewicg a tumbler of whiskey
punch in silence, to which beverage Mr,
Lowe had become eo reconclled by this
time that he never drank wine, except a
little at dinver to please Mrs, Kearney,

‘“ Ah | Dick !” Bob Lloyd exclaimed, in
a heart broken tone,

* What's the matter 1" the doctor asked,
tasticg hls puoch, and adding snother
squecze of lemon,

“'They’re all fine glrls,” returned Mr.
Lloyd.  *“Your eslster is more like a
queen than & woman,”

“More like a queen than a woman §” the
doctor repeated. “Hugh, the decanter,”

“Ay, falth,” rejoined Mr, Lloyd.
“And Kathleen s a dezzler, and no mis-
take.”

The doctor swallowed the glass of punch
he bad just ladled out at a gulp, as if
drinking the dezzler’s health,

“ But,” contlnued Bob Lloyd with a
shake of his head that seemed to say that
wonders would never cease — “but the
little ore flogs all 1

“Falth, she does!” Lory blurted out,
holding his glass to his lips untssted, as he
stared at Mr. Lloyd, who wes standing
with his elbow on the chimney-plece.

Hugh looked up, too, with sarprise ; for
Mr. Lloyd had lﬁ the marks and tokens
of 8 man desperately in love, and Hugh
could scarcely imagine hov a mere child
could be the cause of so severe a fit—for
he as well as Lory thoughtihe * little one
that “flogged all,” could e no other than
Grace,

“ What little one?” b aeked,

Mcr. Lloyd replied b putting the tip of
his fore finger to his emple, and twisting
it round, and round, etting the hand down
lower and lower, till he could go no
farther without stppling.

““Oh,I eee,” add the doctor. * You
}nve, got entangld In Eva’s golden ring-

ets.”’

% There’s nhing I'd rather look at
than a nice of halr,” retarned Mr,

Lloyd, witr another deep aigh; which

was echoed from the opﬁalu side of the
fire-place, where Me, Henry Lowe sat
brooding over the thought that tbis was
the “ last night,” and wondering would
they bave another set of quadrilies, The
doctor, too, sighed heavily, and thought
what lovely arms Kathleen had—for the
%dszzler ” had the cruelty to comein ball
costume, Aund Lory Hanly, as he awal-
lowed hils rnneh, leoked all round at the
three sighlug swalns, and esid to himeelf
that he * wouldn’t ]et it go with any of
them, By which he meant that he was
himself as bad & case as the best of them,
In fact, Hugh seemed to be to only whole-
hearted individusl emong them, for
which we do not mean to {nsinuste fora
moment that he was at all to be envied,

Grace came io to atk the q‘enﬁnmon to
cometo the drawing-voom. They jamped
to thelr feet with extraordinary alscrity ;
but every one stopped to finish his punch,
standing, except Mr, Lowe, who left his
tumbler more than balf fnll on the chim.
ney plece. (It was emptied by Kit Cam-
miuos, in the kitchen, before it was entirely
cold—ane baving run up to try whether
Dr. Klely could do enytbing for the * Bar.
gundy in ber back ;” by which It {s to be
supposed Kit meant lumbago. And Mat
Donovan remarked that the doctor would
be wanted to cure every allment ever
known, * from a bone-lock to a galloping
consumption,” before he’d be let sit down
to bis breakfast next morning.)

“ Dick,” sald Bcd Lloyd, as they were
croesing the ball, *‘ stop & minute.”

¢ What’s the matter 1"’ the doctor seked.

“I'm a gone coon,” replied Mr. Lloyd.
%“Go ahend,” And he waved his hand
solemnly towards the deawing room door.

“ Why, aren’t you coming in yourzelf 1"
sald the doctor.

4 Ah, faith,” returned Mr. Lloyd. “Go
shead, Dick.” And they walked into the
drawing-room, like a pair of of lnnocent
lambs to the eleughter,

We could sit in & cormer of that old
room for another hour c¢r two, without
feeilog at ell tired, Bat we must ssy
good-night—acd all the more reluctantly,
because it may be many a long day before
we meet 80 many bappy bearts under
Maurice K2arney’s roof again.

T0 BE CONTINUED,
A MANLY TRIBUTE
PAID BY AN AMERICAN NAVAL

OFFICER 10 SAINTLY BISTERS OF
CHARITY.

THEY NURSED HIM To LIFE IN A REMOTE
CHINESE TOWN—THEIR DEVOTION TO
DUTY, AND THEIR BELF-ABNEGATION
PRAISED—THE GOOD WORK THEY ARE
DOING IN THE ORIENT—RELIGION IN
CHINA,

In every spot on earth where there ia
human euffering to slleviate, human eouls
to save, human anguleh to assuage, you
are llkely to ficd the zealous Cathollc
priest and the devoted Slster, In the
dense forests of Afclca, which are opening
up to civil'zation and Chrlstienlty ; in the
jungles of India ; under the bieak cliffs of
Moiokal ; in the crowded haunts of vice
and crime and squalor in the great centres
of populatlon, these egents of God will be
met. They are always workirg, always
trylog to do good to eome of Ged's crea
tures, There is uo thought of self in the
work., Their personal comiort or safety
fs a minor or secondary conelderation,
We find fresh proof of the self-sactifizing
spirit of the good Sleters of Charity in a
private letter wrltten by an Amerlcan
naval offize etationed a% the Aslatic coast,
It was published by tbe Baltimore Catho-
lic Mirror : % Oa January 19 I left Hankow
and Ilald up with a fever; next day
anchored at Kin-Kiang, and in the morn
ing I broke out with smallpox. Taree
hours later I was hustled ashore, Carrled
over the slde In my bed, I was too aick to
care very much ; yet it did eeem pretty
hard to leave the ship that way, with never
a soul to shake hands with me parting,
Kin-Klang is one of the smallest of the
river ports open to forelgners. There was
no Earopean hospital there, bat the Siaters
of Choarity, who run & emall Chinese hos-
pital and orphange, took me in. I was
glven a room in thelr own quarters, not
very palatial by the way, for the Sisters do
not live on thefat of theland, a1 you may
suppose ; in fact, thelr old ballding was so
rickety I used to Imegine from the shak
ing of my bed that it was tumbling down
every time any one walked acroes the
floor. Well, here I lay for three weeks on
the flat of my back, and durlng the time
that I had to wear a mask plastered down
over my face life was not altogether rosy.
BUT THE BISTERS DID EVERYTHING FOR

MB

I wish 1 had words to express my ap.
preclation of them, they are the moat
self-sacrificing gooplo 1 ever met; nor
would I have belisved such people ex.
Isted In our every-day world, but only
existed In times of war, or In cases of
natlonal calamity. Don’t think it is on
aceonnt of tholr kindness to me that I
go off in unbounded enthuslasm. The
tame smount of money would have
bought a hundred times the comforts
and attention in any large clty, bat it’s
what I know of the life they lead for
others, I am ashamed how little I
kaow of thete people. I have often
seen them in different parts of the world,
with thelr large caps (coronas), and if I
thought| at all it was with an {dea they
had a soft billet {n some way—either there
Was 50 many at a post the dutles must be
very light, or else after working hours
they had a delightfal nook to retire and
havea good time among themselves. How
dlﬂe_nnt is the reallty ! Their life Ia one of
continual siaving—you can’t call it labor,
48 no amount of money could buy such de.
votion for the good of others, There were
four of these Sisters of St. Vincent de
Paul. Sister Ryan, an Irish girl, was
the only one on the premises who couid
speak English, She had principally to
do with me, as I luckily came under
her department. I do believe I simost
fell in love with this womsa ; at any
rate, I never felt 80 jealous of any one’s
time as I did of bers, Why, I used to
lie awake for houra for fear she might
make one of her visits while I slept, and
I assure you it would have been a very
great catastrophe to me, as they were
angel.like in more ways than being few
and far between, I used to think it
hard that she could not spend more
of her time with me; but when I
8ot to understand the working of the
establishment I was heartily ashamed
of the amount of her valuable time I did

claim,

SHE HAD CHARGE OF THE HOSPITAL AND
DISPENSARY ;

the former bad fifty pstients, and to the
dispensary came hundreds of tbe poor
and needy daily for medicine and to bave
thelr sores bandsged. Oae Who
pever been in Chins can form no ides of
the dlseases and suffsring that go on here,
Another Blster has charge of the orphsn-
sge—about forty little boys. A third bas
tgo laundry, and the Shter Superior looks
out for the ‘!\lﬂdllﬂl and grounds, besides
ruoniog the kitchen, Esch one had more
than ehe could do s she wished it done,
snd they were on the jump all day long,
not only that, but they had to get up st
4 o'clock in the morning to find & little
time for prayers ; and, by the way, there
was nothig ostentatious about thelr
religlon ; they never forced that subject
on anyone. The Fathers wouid do the
preachivg. They were merely Slters
of Cbarity. Thelr charity was ex-
tended to all alike, the only requlsite
belog & need for belp. With all thelr
bardsbips they were the most cheerful
and pleasant people I've ever met ; al-
ways ready for s joke, knew the world
thoroughly, and bad no prudish, squeam-
fsh idems. They did mot reclaim the
wicked by ralslng their hande in holy
borror, Sister Ryan was the only ome I
got to know well, for my French was too
limited to enter into any discussions with
the others. These people are by no means
an uneducated class ; many, coming from
the higher walks of life, have known what
it s to live well, and

THEIR SACRIFICE IS THE GREATER,
They come here for life, learn the lan-
gusge, mingle with the people, and work
earuestly for their good—not as our mis.
slonarles who come but for a few years, or
till they have galued sufficlent wealth, and
only dwell in fine houses, and talk to a
people who desplse them.,

The forelgners bhere, of whom there are
about thirty or forty in Kin K'ang, were
very kird, and did everything they coald,
nearly everyone calling or sending to {a-
quire how I prospered, often sending me
ittle delicacles. These were all E:glish,
French or Russlan, The elght good Amer-
ican misslonarles, who lived In the finest
compound in the place, [ never saw, nor
did they ever make inquirles concerning
me, They were probably too busy writ-
iog up tke ‘lectures’ which they propose
to deliver upon thelr return to the Siates.
I can readily ece how difficult it must be
to compile those fignures on the number of
converts. The Chinaran s no fool if he
1s regged and dirty. They bavea religlon
ground into the bone; that {s not dis-
turbed by the Introduction of others.
They msy profess and do whatever they
llke. Thus Buddhism and other religlons
bave come lato the land ; the country is
filled with Buddbist temples and millions
of their priests live at the expense of the
government, yet that {3 not thelr religion,
They are perfectly willlng to profess any-
thing that will help them personally, and
st present Christianity fs offering the
bighest preminm,”— Boston Republic,

UNANSWERED PRAYERS.

The great dector of the Church, St.
Augustine, says that there are three kinds
of people who pray and are not heard,
and three ways In which they pray.
First those who pray in a bad state of
mind—that s, a state of mortal sln,
Man, after belng regeneratod by baptism,
should always have his eoul in a state of
purity, instead of which he very often has
it in a etate of eln. When we pray we
should elther be in a state of grace or in
one of heartfelt repentance,

Secondly : Those who pray in an unfit
manner—with heart full of distractions
aud a mind overwhelmed with the
turmolls and affalrs of this wicked world,
They may be on thelr knees, they may
bs i a temple of the Almighty, but their
hearts are not there. When this ls the
cnee they will not be heard, nelther will
God grant them thelr prayers,

Laatly : Those who ask for things whish
they should not, viz: things of the
world, or those which wonld be Injurlous
to them. God, who i3 all love, has created
man for everlasting glory, therefore
how {s it possible that He could grant nsa
petition which would only lead us to our
own confusion and Injury.

—_————

A PRIEST SAVES A TRAIN,

_Rev. C. F. Schilpp, of St Franels
Xavier's church, Parkersburg W, Va,
saved a passenger iraln from belng
wrecked last Tharsdsy night. The rev.
gentleman was coming up the Ohlo River
Rallroad to his home just as the north.
bound passenger train was due, When a
short distance below the clty the priest
found a cow which had just bsen struck
by the passenger train which had passed
but a few minutes before, lylog partiall
on the track, The cow was not dea 5
and In her struggles worked herself over
onto the ralls, Father Schilpp, knowing
the traln was due, ran back to a house
and got a small lantern, and, returning,
tried with all his power to remove the
anfmal, but could not, While working
desperately he heard the on-coming train
blow as it tarned the bend., The priest
then, with great presence of mind, ran
down the track and halled the traip
which he succseded In stopping jast as l;
got withia a few feet of ths crippled
animal,
Had the traln struck the cov at that
place 1t would have gone over & steep,
rocky bank and maay lives would have
been lost. The officers and yastengers,
when they learned the jarticuiars,
crowded about the reverend gentleman
and warmly thanked him for his braye
and thoughtfal act.

—— s

Heat and Cold

Are never-failing causes of disease. At
this season of the year nertalgia, tooth.
ache, and & host of similst diseases are
rampant. The great questim, then, is to
find the quickest, surest, axd most econo-
mical remedy. Polson’s Neviline exactly
fills these requirments, [t ig prompt,
eﬁioxeqt, and most econonical, for it ex.
geeds in power every knovn remedy, and
is a8 cheap as inferior artices. A 10 cent
sample bottle will give wery person

chance to test it, Lar, eoott.{ 5
i g es only 25

Use the safe pleasan/ and eff
worm killer, Mother Graps’ Worm !?xtt%ﬁ

minator; nothi 3
bottle and take t hoe, | U 8
Rinard’s Liniment curé Diphtheris,
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The Heart’s Christmas,

Give me a clasp of thy band, old love,
And a tender glance from thine eyes ;

‘We may not be merry to-night, old Jove—
We hiave loved long enough to be wise—
But the Joys of others, though rioging atar,

Shall shake all their bells for our ©ars ;
It 1n better to garner the light of a star
Than Lo blot itsone ray in our tears,

We know there nre dancers afoot, nld love,
Ab, thy fool wae the lightest of all,

And the small-st, nay tide (L not, old love.
We were 100lish enough at that fwall.

Where our steps were the enyy of many a

alr

Wh?lo our hearts beat a tumult of glee.
Can a violin sing on the jrosty atr

Without bringing that Ouristmas to me ?

The. trees " and ** caress " were our rhymes,
old love,
And our words flowed to many a tune,
Tho' they halteu when * bless” sought &
“yes,"” old love,
By the light of & horn-tipped monn ;
But l]l; ctnne from your cool, sWeet lips at
L1
Yer, I know they were aweet and conl,
He who warms not his heurt at the fires of
the past
Is not worthy of times of Yule,

Thy face was an angel’s that night, old love,
AS it dreamed at the window frame,

I saw it you know, from beneath, old love,
After parting, nay, where’s the shame ?
'Tis thus we turn back to our best delights,

And that was my golden time ;
It will sing for us ever on Christmas nights,
And call all the bells to chime,
=Joseph 1. C. Clarke.
— O —

A CHILD OF MARY,

AN EXAMPLE OF HEROISM AND
WOMANLY BWEETNESS IN HUM-
BLE LIFE.

By a Sodality Prefect.

Had I named tbe title “ An Illiterate
Child of Mary,” instead of the one em-
ployed above, you would think this a
strange character to glve a Sodallet, yet
it was true so for as worldly knowledge
goes, She was not a graduate of a sem-
nary or college, but the Christian virtues
and the duties of her religlon had been
well learned and were regularly practiced.
Forelgn langusges and the formstion of
her mother tongue msy have been mys.
terles, but tha loving, merciful words of
the Divine Heart she understood, and
endeavored to teach to others less {o-
formed. Iodeed,this Child of Mary could
not write her own name, nor did she know
the swestest meaning of the " E de M ,” g0
dear to the convent girl. But I will let
you judge if the title was ever bestowed on
a more worthy eoul,

At the tlme I met Mary —— she was a
member of the Sodality attached to one
of our clty churches, Oze would never
have taken & second glance at the slight
figure clad in shabby black as it passed out
of the church quietly, s0 accustomed are
we to thie meek and lowly class of God’s
poor, I for ome never suspected the
berolc qualities under the quiet garb.

On Sunday she was absent ; only her
coneultor knew it and wondered at the
cause, The next Sunday found her in the
usual place. After the Office she came
over to where I was seated and asked If
she might show me a book she would like
to eell. I was astoulshed ; but the wan
face, now cilmeon with endden coascious.
ness, stopped all uncharitable thoughts in
my mind.

*“I don't need the book, but I do need
the mofiey,” ehe eald, opening the hand-
kerchief and dleplaying her treasure, an
“Imitation of Chrizt,” worth about a dol-
lar azd & half. “The children gave it to
me about two yesrs ago. I know it's fool-
Ish, but 1 wouldu't f<el 8o bad if you had
it,”” she sald, looking at me with teszful
eyes,

yl have the reputation of being easlly
victlm!z:d by unworthy charity, but this
was a gennine necessity—'"' a proseing bill
that must ba paid” wae all the Information
I received, 1 bad §2 00 in my purze.
“ Would that puy the biil ' I acked,

Again the sweet face crimesoned,

“ It is too much—81,00 would do ;" and
it was all she woula take,

In the midst of my daily occapatlons I
could not forget Mary L——, aud anxious
Jy I awalted the comicg Sunday. Oa the
forenoon of that day, juei as the Litany
was started, 2 little girt in & diogy gray
thawl and z#phyr cap spprosched me and
asked for the Prefect. I told her I was
the person.

% Here are Mary L——"'"s dues,” she sald,
handing me 10 cents.  ** Aunt Mary counld
not come, becanee Mollle’s eick.” The
little one h!d her face in her shawl and
cried bitterly.

I soothed her as much as possible and
asked the cause of Mollie’s illness,

“She fell down the factory stairs and
the doctor says her spine is burt, Sae
can’t move, nor talk, nor do anything,
and we have to feed her with a spoon,”
she sobbed,

“ How old is Mollie, and did she work
in the factory 1"

¢ Yes, in the woolen mill with Aunt
Mary, and she was fourteen last Christ.

”

as,

Well, I went home with the little one;
with a few questions, and the child will-
ing to talk, 1 learned sometbing of Mary
L——"a herolc life. The children’s
mother, Mary’s+sister, died when Annle,
my little companion, was a baby; a
mooth after this sad occarrence their
father was killed on the rallroad, Six
months before this double misfortune
Mary had entered the movitlate of the
Slsters of Charity, Cheerfully ehe had
left her peaceful retreat to take up the
duties of a breadwinuner for the young
orphans.

*She s #0 good,” little Annle gravely
told me. “I belleve she’s & saint; she
cnly gets three dollars and a half a weck,
and spends every cent on us ; she never
thinks of herself ! When Moiile went to
work with her, she sent me to school at
the Sisters, ard I stald there all day until
they came for me, But now—"’

Further ivformation was interrupted
by a flood of cears and the fact that home
bad been reached. This was two very
emall rooms in a emall tenement hous ,
snd we fourd Mary bending over the
paralyzed child,

At my entrance a painful blush hast.
ened to her brow, She placed & wooden
chalr for me, saylog :

“]t 18 so kind of you to come. You
have g0 meany visits to make, Mollie,
poor child, cannot recover, but may
linger just the way you see her, for
many weeks; what worries me most is
she cannot speak a word to Father
Mailey, or even make & sign.”

I believe she feared my asking ques.
tions ; real charity is diffident about
asseruing itself, but, nevertheless, I
asked her if I might aid her in & financial
or any other way,




