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Coming Back,

hat our beloved dead
s hettd ek The sl mil ploce,
il w ’
oAn:I.:h:l would find no weloome face.

1 cannot tell what it might be
In other homes ; but this I know,
y lost darling come Lo me,
That she would never find it so.
ornt m‘ the flowers have come and gone,
Or’mmu the winter winds have blown,
The while her peaceful reat went on,
And 1 have learned (o live alone ;

ve slowly learned from day to day
B?n all Ilra,- 1saks 1o bear my pari ; ’
Bnt whether grave or whether gay,
I hide my memory in my heart.

Fond, faithful love has b'est my way,
And friends are round me true and tried,

They have their place ; but her's Lo-day
Is'empty as the day she died,

How would I spring with bated breath,
And joy too deep for word or sign,

To take my darling home from death,
And onoce again to call her mine.

I dare not dream the blissful dream,
It fills my heart with wild unrest;
Where yonder co!d. white marbles gleam,
She stlll must slumber ; God knows bess.

But this I know, that thore who say
Our best beloved would find no place,
Huve never hungered. every day.
Through yeurs acd years, for one dear
face.

—The San Francisco News Lelter.

KNOCKNAGOW

‘OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER LIII —CoNTINUED,

“ Come, boys,” sald Mat, “ up wud the
ball »

The ball was thrown up, and there was
some gocd play, ard running, with a
friendly fall or two ; but it was only a few
goale “ for fun ” there was little or no ex-
citment, and the * bigh gates,” and * bell-
and-beaven,” and * thread-the-needle ”
were resumed, the players merely runniog
away llke a flock of frightened sheep
whenever the bali came bounding in
among them,

¢ Mat,” sald Phil Laby, when two or
three gouls had been hurled, “I thivk you
wight send for the eledge

“Well, sure I'm agreeable at any time,”
replied Mat, “but ’twouldn’t do to send
for it until the captaln proposes id first:
you know ’twas he sent the challenge.”

“ Well, Donovan,” said Captaln I'zench,
“are we golng to have the eledge? I
cau't atzy much longer.”

# Uv cooree, slr, s8 you came to havea
throw we wouldn’t like to dleappoint
vou,” returned Mat. “I'll send down to
Jack Delany's for the sledge. Barney!”
he shouted, ss Wattletoes was passing hot-
foot after a young g!rl, who was evidently
bent upon leading him a lorg chase,

“You lost, Mat,” ea!d Barney, es he
stopped and wheeled round, with a grin of
fniense enjryment lighting up his face.

“ How is that, Barney 1" Mat asked.

“Oh, if you wor wud me at the high.
gates,” returned Barney, ¢ you'd get your
belly-full uv kisees.”

“All right, Barney,” r¢jrined Mat,
“Bat I want you torun down to the forge
for the sledge, as the captain ’d like to
have a throw before he goes,”

¢ Begob, an’ 1 will 80,” exclaimed Bar-
ney, becomlng seddenly quite serious, on
findiog himself entrusted with eo impor-
tant a commlssion.

“Take up that ball,” eald Pall Lahy, in
a tone that quite frightened Jackey Ryan ;
for it reminaed him of the blshop’s “Oome
down out of that window,” the day that
he, Jackey, and two other asplring youths
climbed to one of the high windows in
Kilthubbar chapel, to hear His Giace’s eer-
mon In comfort, and, as Jackey said, with-
out having the life *scroodged’” out of
them, * An’ Brummagem,” added Pall,
“do you folly Waitletoes, for fear he
wight bring the wrong wan.”

“I think I'll go down to the forge
sfiher ’em,” sald Bllly Heffornan, ‘as
they’ll be apt to box about id, an’ delay
ye too long.”” But Billy Heffernan’s real
motive was to tell Norah Lahy that Tom
Cuddehy had “dleappcinted,” a8 it oc-
curred to him that Norah might think the

Kunocknagow boys were besten because
there was no cheerlng.

Barney soon appeared with the eledge
upon his shoulder, and Mat Donovan,
afier balancing It tn his hand, laid it at
Uaptain I'rench’s feet.

T'ho esptaln etrlpped with the look of a
man sure to win, and handed his coat and
vest to his servant, A murmur, partly of
edmiration and partly of anxiety for the
result of the contest, aroee from the crowd
of men, womar, and children around as
he bared his arms; for compared with
thera Mat Donovan’s appeared almost
slight and atteouated,

I never eaw the like of hlm,” some one
was beard to exclaim in a low, solemn
tone, but which was dfstinctly audible in
the dead silence

ile tock the heavy sledge, and, placlng
his foot to the mark, swang 1t backwards
and forwards twice, and then wheellng
repldly full round, brought his foot to
the mark egelp, and, flylog from his erm
catapult, the sledgo ealled
h the alv and fell at a dlstance that
secined to startle many of the epectators,

[t was then brouy bt back and handed to
Mat Donovan, who took it with a qulet
smlle that somewhat re#sured his friends,
Mat threw the eledge con'e three feet be-
yond the captaia’s mark, and many of
those around drew a long brenth of rellef ;
buf ihere was no spplauce,

But the captaln’s next throw was fully
8iX feet beyond Mat Donovan'e ; and sev
eral of bis father’s tenants and wotaloers
eried, ¢ More power, captain !"

Mat Donovan, however, cleared the
beat meark agaln by three feet,

The captain now grasped the sledge,
¢!anching his teeth, and looking so fierce

lger.dike, his eyes i{lwbing from
knitted brows, that the women
of the crowd Involuntarily

£y
@ irox

at th
presed

back appalled, Witn every
musclo stialned to the utmost, he hurled
tho hy o from bl falling forward

138 3 aud as the lron plonghed
o sward far beyond Mat Dono-
‘ tk 7, the shout of the captain’s
partisans woe drowned by something like
acry of pain from the mejority of the
spectators, .

“ Begor, captain,” said Mat Donovan,
purveying his advereary with a look of

f lmiration, ** you’re good !”

Taking, iz place agsin at the stand, he
lald down the sledge, and, foldlag his
armg, fell into a deep thought. Many a

tear-dimmed oyo was fixed upon him, for
oll imegined that be was beaten,

“His beart’ll bresk,” Bemy Morrls
hesrd a girl near her murmur,

“ The captain is 8 good fellow,” thought
Mat Donovan ; * an’ I'd like to lave him
the Pa’omy—ﬂ I could do it honour:
able.”

He looked on the anxious faces around
bim ; be looked at Bessy Morrls; but
otill it was updecided. Some one struck
the big drum a single blow, as If by accl-
dent, and, turning round quickly, the
thatched zoofs of the hamlet canght hls
eys. And, strange to my, those old mud
walls and thatched roofs roused bim as
nothing else could. His bresst heaved, as,
with glistening eyes, and that soft platu.
tive smile of hls, be uttered the words,
% For the credit of the little village !” in &
tone of the deepest tenderness. Then,
grasping the aledge in his right hand, and
drawing himeelf ap to his full beight, he
measured the captain’s cast With his eye.
The muscles of his arms seemed to start
out ltke cords of steel as he wheeled
slowly round and ehot the ponderous
hsmmer through the alr,

His eyes dilated, ss, with quiverin,
nostrils, he watched ite flight, till it fe!
#0 far beyond the best mark that even he
bimeelf started with astonisbment, Then

s shout of exultation barst from the ex- | plied

cited throng; hands were convulsively
grasped, and hate sent flying into the alr ;
and in thelr wild joy they crushed around
bim and trled to lft {lm upon their
shoulders

“ 0O boys, boys,” he remonstrated, *be
'asy, Sare tisn’t the firet time ye see me
throw a sledge. Don’t do anything that
might offend the captaln afther comin’
bere among ue to show ye & little diver.
slon.”

This remonstrancs md the desired effsct,
and the people drew back and broke up
fnto grouva to discues the event more
calmly, DBat Mat's eve lighted up with
pride when he raw Mlss Kesrney upon
the fence with her bandkerchlef flattering
in the breeze above her bead, and Hugh
waving his bat by her elde. Even the
Jadfes in the pra:ion caught the enthuel-
asm and dieplayed their handkerchiefs;
while Grace ran to the doctor and got
him to I{ft her up In his arms in order
that ehe might have a better view.

“Donovan,” eald Captain French,
“your match is not in Europe, I was
never beaten hefore.”

“ Well, it took a Tipperary man to
beat you, captair,” returned Mat Dono-
vau,

“That’s eome consolation,” sald the
captain, “ I'm a Tipperary boy myself,
and I’'m glad youn reminded me of it.”

“ Mat,” eaid Blily Heffsrnaa, with tears
standing In his eges, * can you forglve
me?’

% For what, Blily 1’ asked Mat in sur-
prise,

“For m!sdoubtin’ you,” replled Billy
gulplog down his emotion.

“ How {s that 1" returned Mat.

* Whin 1 see you pausin’ an’ lookin’ so
quare,” sald Bllly Heffernan, turning
away to dash the tears from his face, I
sald to Phil Lahy that Kuocknsgow was
gune.”

“ Knocknagow 1s not gone, Billy,”
exclaimed Mat, ehaklng him vigorously
by the hand, *“ Kuocknsgow is not
gone,”

“ Knocknsgow 1s not gone,” repeated a
clear mellow volce behind them ; and on
looking round they eaw Father M'Mahon
close to them, mounted on his bay mare.

‘' Knocknogow is not gone,” Father
M'Mshon repeated, while his eye wandered
from one to another of the groups of
youths and maldens who had agaln
returned to their eports over the field.
“ But bow lorg cau it be sald that Knock-
nagow is not gone 1” he added dreamily,

The good priest was just after kneeling
by poor Mick Brlen, stretcked upon his
wisp of straw In the mleerable cabin;
end a8 he counted the houses that bad
been levelied along the way, his heart
eank within him, and he aeked himeelf
were the people he loved, and who loved
him {n their heert of hearts, doomed in.
deed to destruction ?

He rode back agaip, seeming tn have
forgotten the purpoee for whicu he had
turned luto the field. Bat seelng Barney
Brodherick making a short cut to the
forge, with the sledge ou his ehoulder,
Father M"Mehon called to him.

“ Oh, bloodan’ouns !"” muttered Barney,
“I'm goln’ to get It now or ever, for
losin’ Mass—God help me.”

“Barney,” sald the priest, “do vou
remember anything about a gun of Mz,
Kearney’s yon hid in a bush ?”

' Be cripes! your reverence,” returned
Barney with a start, “id wint out uv my
head till this blessed minute. The mas-
ther tould mo to biin’ id over to Mat to
merd the stock that Mr, Richard broke,
an’ the beagles chanced to be pasein’ hot
fat efther a hare, an’ [ thruet the gun
nto a brake uv bricra there above, an’
cut afther the hunt, Au’ God help me!
I never thought uv id, to carry id to Mat,
but I'!l go for {d now.”

*“Tis not where yeu put it,” returned
the vrlest. “’Tis In the equare bog hole
in Bllly Heffernan’s turbary, I was de-
slred to tell you ro, lest you ehould get
blamed ; but eay nothing about my tell.
ing vou,”

“The equare bog-hole,” muttered Bar-
ney, a3 the priest rode onm, * Sure the
divil & bottom the equare bog-hole have,
In the name uv the Lord I'll ex lave uv
tho masther to go see my mother, &n’
keep out uv havm’s way till Sathurday,
at any rate””  Aund Barney, dropplng the
sledge from bis shoulder on the fisld—
where it remained til Tom Maher broke
bi: ecythe agalnst it the next summer—
hurried off to ask leave to go eeo his
motker,

“1'm comin’ to ax you to glve me lave
to go home for a couple of day, sir,” eaid
Barney, with quite & broken.hearted look,

“ Home !” veturned his master, * what
business bave you bhome?”?

“ My mothor that’s ill dleposed, sir,”
replied Darvey sorrowfully,

“More d—n chame for her,” sald his
master,

“Good luck to you, slr,” exclalmed |

Barvey, brightertog up with extracrdin.
ary suddenuess and setting off for the
lttle cabin above Glounamuckadhos,
where he found his venerable parent In
excellent health and epirits,

“I wish we bad some place for a
dance,” remarked Mat Donovan, *to put
the glrls in good humour.”

“T'il glve you my barn for a dance,”

sald Tom Hogan proudly ; “the best bara
in the parkh,”

“More power, Tom,” excleimed a
dozen volees, * t'“ the music.”

Mat Donovan threw tha strap of the
big dram over bis head, and a succession
of loud bangs reminded Mr. Lowe of his
fright on Christmas morning, when he
thought s blunderbum had been dis-
charged through bis window, Bllly
Heffernan and the other musicians pro-
duced thelr fifes, and o loud cheer greeted
the announcement that they were to have
& dence in Tom Hogan's barn,

The sound of the drum seemed to rouse
Fatber M’Mabon from bis gloomy reverie,
ss be rode on throogh the village. “No;
they are not gene yet,” be thought, as he
stopped under the Luh twe— looking v
among the boughs, as if bhe wan
Tommy Laby to hold the bay msre, and
thought the top of the tree the most likel
place to fisd him—* let ue trust in God,
snd bope for the best.”

Honor Lahy appeared at the door with
a courtesy ; and verlly that wholesome,
honest, smiling face of hers seemed to say,
even more plainly than the big dram it.
self, that Knocksagow was safe and
sousd—a little old or ro ; but bhale and
hurg and kindly, withal,

“ Well, Mrs, Laby, how s she?”’

“ Floely, your reverence,”” Honor re

ed,
Father M'Mabon cast bis eyes up
through the boughs sgaln,

“He's gone wud the drum, slr,” mid
Honor.

“Oh, yes, that’s quite right, I'll jast
step in to see Norah,’’ returned Father
M’'Mahon, alighting and banging the rein
on an iron book In the beech-tree.

And how Homor Lahy’s face did light
up ae she courtesled aga'n! And how
peor Norah’s eyes beamed with plessnre
and thankfulnees ! After Inqulring how
the felt, aud hoping she would be better
when the fine weather came, he was going
away, when a long roll of the drum soft-
eved by distauce made bim pause,

“Dy yon feel sorry that you cannot
join them 1” he asked, looking pityingly
into the poor girl's pele face.

“Oh, no, ¢ir,” rhe replled—snd there
was gladners in her low, sweet tones,
*’'Tis just the eame me if I war with
them.”

“ Ay, then,” esdded her mother, * an’
she makes me go out to see which eide
uv the fisld the girls do be st, an’ then
ehe thinks she do be wud ’em from that
out.”

“ That’s right, that’s right,” sald Father
M’Mshon, hurrying out as {f the bay mare
were trylog to breek loose and run away.
And as he took the rein from the hook,
Father M’Mabon flourished his crlmeon
silk pocket-handkerchief end blew his
noee loudly,

Tarowing the rein over his arm, and
thrusting his thumbs in his walstcont,
Father M'Mahon then walked down the
hill, with his head ec bhigh, and looklag so
awfully proud that Jack Dslansy’s wife
muatched up the twins from the middle of
the road, selzing one by the small of the
back snd the cther by the lefi arm—
which, etrange to ssy, wes not dlslocated
that time—and @n with them into the
hounse, not even venturing to stop to pick
up the ‘‘ rattler ”” aud wooden * concreak ”’
which Brummsgem had brought for the
twine at the feir after winnlug one-and.
fourpeuvca at * trick-o’the loop’; Mre.
Delany belog fully persnaded that in his
then mood Father M'Mahon would think
pothing of crushing the twine—cne under
each foot ; and then turn ronnd and esk
her how dared she bring euch nulsances
lato the world, two at & tlme!

“God bless us!” exclalmed Jack
Delany’s wife, as she stooped to pleck up
the ¢ rattler ” and * corncreak,” when the
priest had paesed, “did any one ever see a
men wud such a prond walk 7"

“‘ Mother,” seld Norah lahy, “I'm as
sure as I'm alive that I know two ealnts
who are still walking the earth,”

“ Who aro they 1” her mother asked,

“ Father M’Meahon and Miss Kearney,”
replied Norah,

“ Why, then, 1 know & saint,” thonght
the poor wemen, with & sorrowful shake
of her head, " I know a eaint, an’ she’s not
able to walk st 2ll.” And Honor Iaby
turned away her face and wept silently,

Great was Phil TUahy’s nsstonishment

when be heard that Tom Hogan had glven

hls barn for the dance even without belug
asked, Arnd,efter pondering over the ex-
traordinary clrcumstance for a minute or
two, Phil declazed that, “aftor that, we'd
get the Repeal of the Unlon.” He could
talk of nothlng, however, but Mat Dono-
van’s triumph, which he attributed in no
small degree to certaln “directions” which
he had glven Mat ; and even when Judy
Brophy’e new admirer beckoned tim es'de,
and wanted to know “ what part of &
woman was her contour,” Pril answered
ehortly that he never “'stadled them esub-
jects much ;" so that the young man, who
thought he had hit upon a new compli-
ment, went back to Judy’s elde no wiser
than he came, mutterlog, as he rubbed his
poll with a puzzled look, that he, % dldn’t
liks to venture the *contour,’ thongh he
was nearly sure ’twas all right;? and he
hed to go over the old compliment agaln ;
to which Judy Brophy listened wiih s
much delight asif she had not heard them
all fifty times before, Aund now it is only
fair to say that there was not 3 warmer
adwoirer—ihat ls, o warmer female admiver
—of Nancy Hegan’s beauty at the dance
that night than Judy Brophy; and In
protesting egelnat her brother’s bringlng
home a penalless brlde, perhaps Judy
Bropby dld no more than a gocd many
tolerably amiable young women might
have done uuder eimiiaz clreumatances.
Augd, furthermore, we feel bound to admit,
that were it not for thase two hundred
rovereigns out of Larry Clancy’a old sauce-
pan, that comewhat pedantle young man,
who i 80 assiduous In his attentions, would
not ba puzzling hie brains about her “ con-
tour,” 28 he ls at this mement,

Y Besay Morrle’s it tho only sad face I
can seo,” Grace remarked to Mary, as the
joyous crowd left the field, * [ wonder
what can have happened to her 1"

Mary beckoned to Besay as she was pass.
fog, and after saying something about the
slteratiog of a dress, asked carclessly what
was it Captain Frenck bad been saying to
her,

“Well, he was hambugging me about
that sergennt,” Bessy replied, with a look
of pain,

%0y, yes, yes,”’ returned Mary brighten-
ing up. “I understand. Good evening.
And tell Mat Donovan how delighted I
am at his victory.”

Norab L\l"ﬂ in ber straw chalr look-
ing fato the
& much pleasure from the dance in Tom
Hogan's barn #s if her foot were the fleet.
oot among them all, Butahe hoped. when
dance was over, that Bllly Heffernen
would come down and play ¢ Auld Lap
Syne " for her—or % loll“{hu lvely,” if
her mother put her veto upon * grievous
ould alr.”

CHAPTER LIV,

BOB LLOYD IN DANGBR —MAT DONOVAN'S
OPINION OF “ DEBAVING ” PROPLE * IN
THE WAY OF COURTSHIP.”

The last steaggler bad loft the field, and
burried on after the fifes and drums, The
Misw Hanlys bad shaken bands with Me,
Lowe and the doctor, and driven up the
bill, divappearing round the sngle of the
rosd like a vanisbing rainbow, or any-
thing else very bright and besatiful, from
the dootor’s gazs, Manriee Kenrney was
pointing out the wonderful staightness of
the new divch to Mr. Bob Lloyd, and tell.
fog him how Mat Donovan bad marked
out the line for it with bis plough. And
Mzr. Lioyd, stooping forward snd shuttin
one eye, had looked along the nmew dltcﬁ
between the ears of his grey hanter, srd
nid, “ Ay, falth.” Mr. Lowe had turned
into the avenue gete to overtake Mary
and Grace — when Grace, who looked
round t7 see whether the pony would
take it into his head to play ove of his
practical jokes and return to the gate
backwards, nttered an exclamation and
stood still, with sparkling eyes and flushed
cheek, ’I'Iun Grace ran forward a few
yords and stopped agsin; and then
retreated backwards, holding out ber hand
to feel for Mary, and keeping her cyes
fixed upon a carrisge that had jast topped
the hill and was coming elowly towards
them. Hasing fourd Mery withont the
help of ber eyes, the grasped her by the
arm, holding on as if some untesn force
were pulling her away, and panting llke s
otartied greyhound.  For a minute or so
the seemed uncertaln ss to the ocsupants
of the carriage; bat 2ll doubt was soon
removed, and, regardlees of consequences
or appearances, (irace sprang forward snd
flaw up the bill as if sho hed wings, The
old coachman, allowivg his solema face
to relax into s emlle, relned in his horses,
and In another iueiant Grace was iu the
carriage,

“It {8 Dr, Kiely,” exclaimad Mory, “It
is her father, And Mary looked o ¢x
clted, that a new idea got into Me, Lowe's
hend ; and when he saw a tall man of
noble presence allght from the carrisge
holding bis Ifttle daughter hy the hand,
Mr. Lowe felt sure that Dr, Kiely was the
rival he had most to dread, He remem.
bored how Mirs Kearney Fad describsd
bim as the *finest man ehe ever saw ;"
and he could see by her lock that she
almost worsbipped him,

%“Oh, he has Eva with bim,” she ex-
clalmed ageln, snd hurrled quickly back
to the gate, as Richard handed & graceful
girl with very lovg golden ringlets out of
the carriage,

When the greetings and {ntroductions
were over—and Dr. Kiely did not fail to
shake hands with Mr. Lloyd, whcm he
bad met before—the party all walked
through the lawn, the carriage going reund
to the back entrance ; but Maurlce Kear-
ney obeerved that Mrz. Bob L'oyd remained
ounteide the gate, as motionlees as any
equestrian statue,

“Come, Mr. Lloyd, and havs pot-lnck
with us,” esld Maurice Kearney, going
back and pulllog the gate open.

Mr. Lloyd rode ir like a man in & dream,
till he came to the hall door,

‘“ Take Mr. Lloyd’s horse to the stable,”
sald Mr, Kearney to Tom Maher, “Come
in, Mr. Lloyd,”

Grace never let go her father’s hand all
this time ; but she glanced at Era occa-
slonally as if ehe feared some harm might
happen to her, and thought the “poor
child " required looking after, Mary was
obliged to come down from her room to
remiod her of the necessity of prepariog
for dinner, and Grace returned with her ;
bat, insteed of taking off ber bennet, ehe
sat on a chair near the window, looklng
qulte bewildered.

“What on earth has come cver yotu,
Grace1” Mary asked. ¢ You have never
once cpened your lips since they arrived.”

To which Grece replied by rushing at
her sister, ard flinglng her arms rourd her
neck, KEra stooped down and geatly
submltted to a choking,

“You have lost your sences,” said Mary,
laughirg.

* Here now, Mary,” returned Grace, In
a bue!nees like manner, “elt down and
write a note, which [ will dictate,”

“To whom ?”” Mary asked.

“To Castleview. Papa likes a dance,
and I can’t cee that we can get on quite
well by ourselves, Sy ask them to spend
the evening.”

“ Very well,” retormed Mary ; “I sup
pese I'm to include Lory.”

“Yer, of course.”

“Who Is Lory?” Eva Inquired, as ehe
tried to re arrange her curle,

“0Oh, he's one cf my admlrers” Grace
replied,

v Shall I eay, by way of inducement,
that we have Mr, L'oyd 9"

“ Well, I think not. It would look as
If we regarded that fact as & great matter,
Il send Adonie with the note, exd he can
Jast mention Mr, Lloyd incldentally,
And, by-tha-by, don’t be too sure of Mr,
Lloyd. Hore is his man Joar in pursuit of
kim, and you know what Richard told us
about him,”

Mr Lloyd was soon seen, without his
hat, in the garden,

“ Well, Jer 7" eaid he,

‘“Aren’t we goin’ to the county Car-
low 1" returned Jer, * Afther gettin’ the
new traces for the tandem an’ all §”?

* Ay, faith,” replied his mastor,
morrow.”

“Well, eure you may as well come
away heme 80,” rejolned Jer,

“I'm staying for dinver with Mr, Kear-
noyv,” returned his master,

Jor looked st hlm In eilence for a
minute, “God belp you,” he muttered,
with a pltylug ehake of the head, “you
never had 2 stiva uv slnee, elnce you wor
the holghth o’ that,” And Jer held his
band two feet from the gronnd,

“No danger, Jer,” said Bob Lloyd,
walkiog back to the house with a good-
humoured smile,

“ No danger 1" Jer muttered to himself,
ae he glanced at Miss Kearney in the win-
dow. “How mild an’ icnocent she
looks, An’ she’s always quite an’ studdy,
an’ stays at home an’ keeps her mind to

“To.

]

gbt taef fire, and deriving | added

berse’f. Bat thim's the erous wans,”
Jeor, with & look of desp wisdom,
“an' 't the little cockers that's always
ruonin’ about ? thelr talls snd
givio’ tongue from mornin’ till night,
But id can’t be helped, an’ he can't say
that he wam't warned, st any rate.” And
Jeor returned to Mount Tempe fall of nd
forebodings, and almost regretting bis
promise to Tom Otway to go down to the
county Carlow to bave s look at his
cousin,
TO BB CONTINUED,

A PROTESTANT CLERGY-
MANS TRIBUTE.
—

THE REV. L, A. BANKS ON CARDINAL
NEWMAN AND JOHN BOYLE
O'REILLY.

The Rev, Louls Albert Bauks, pastor of
St. Jobn’s Methodist Eplscopal Church,
South Boston, took for the subject of his
Inet Sanday's discourse, which attracted
an immense congregation, * Cardinel New-
man snd Jobn m. O'Reilly—A Protes-
tant Tribute to Cathollc Geniune,” His
text was Hebrews, xi., 4. “ Through it he,
belng dead, yet speaketh,” Mr, Bank’s
discourse wis as follows :

This Szripture is from the roll call of
the heroes of faith ; a testimony to the
immortality of a great faith, It is an
illustration of the indestructible power
of a worthy belief when incarna ina
buman life, John Stuart Mill’s greatest
maxim was that “one man with a belief
is equal to a hundred men with only
interests”—a maxim which receives
new illustration and proof in the life of
every truly earnest man, A genuine
human life flaws on beyond its cosst.
As, far out at ees, off ghe mouth of a
great rivar, out of signt of land, the
sailor lifts from the vessel’s eide his
bucket of sweet, fresh water from the
midst of the erlt ocean, eo the lives we
study to day will eweeten the waters of
buman thought and feeling far out of
sight over the billows of the years, In
a eingle week the Roman Qatbolic com.
munion has been robbed by death of

TWO VERY NOTABLE FIGURES,
When I say robbed, [ speak after the man.
ner of men, for in truth death has mo
power of robbery, That which {a noblest
and best remaln as imperishable posseesion.

If any one expresses surprise that I
should, ip th's public wey, pay my tribute
of respect and regard to the memory cf
these leaders of Catholiclem, my answer s
siuple, Whenever I have had resson
to diffsr frem the Romwan Catholic Church
or its represantatives on metters of public
importance, I have not hesitated to can.
didly express my convictions, I see no
reason why Ishould be less frank when 1
bsve sentiments of regard, Both Cardinal
Newman and Jobn Boyle O Rellly were
Catiolics, intense partisan Catbelles, you
might say ; on the other hacd, ] am a0 in-
tense a Mothodist Protestant, They were,
however, more than Catholica.  They
were strong, eympathetic, warm hearted,
menly men. They were great souled
human brothers, Before belug a Protes-
tant or o Methodist 1, too, aspire to be a
man aod a brother. It {son that platform
that I stand this momn'ng to psy my
brotherly tiibute,

CARDINAL NEWMAN
has come down o us as a heritage from
a former geperation, Ail the great men
of that race of Titans with whom he
wrestled more than two score years ago
have long eince paseed away, Mr, Glad
stone remaine as & single and brilliant
exception, Newmen was remarkable in
not only being great, but many.rided,
How rare it is to find & man who is at
once great as a theologian, a novelist, a
logician, & poet, and a universally-
acknowleged saint! Yet all this can
be truthfully eaid of Oardinal Newman,
If you were to burnup everything else,
he would live in bistory as a great
preacher and theological essayist, 1f all
tkat could be blotted out, he would re.
main as a novelist and the writer of, with
one or two exceptions, the purest Lng.
lish of his age. If that, too, could be
lost in oblivion, millions of eouls thread.
icg thewr way through the darkness of
human struggle would bold in their
tenderest thought his ¢ Lead, Kindly
Light,” and crown him a great poet ;

and if all these could perish,
the record of a stainless life
through fourscor® years and ten,

stretching & pure white llue across three
generations of hls fellows, breathing
throughout the fragrancs of Jesus Christ,
would remain to canorizs bim In the
heert of Christendom, without regard to
creed, as & pure white eaint, The true
greatnesi of Newman stands out in this—
that hls opponents, while still differing
from him in judgment, came to recognizs
his sincerty of purpose a.d the genuine-
nees of his Chrisilan character, Such a
man stands up above the narrow relations
of earth and time; he belongs to the
brotherhocd of the race
JOHN BOYLE O'REILLY

stands nearer to us. Ho is u representa-
tive of much that is paculiarly character.
istic of cur own age and time, His life is
a romsnce stronger than the wildest
dreams of fiction, At 13 a etudent in
school at Drogheda, Irelsnd; at 17 a
stencgrapher in England ; at 19 a private
goldier in the Irieh Hussers ; at 22 lying
in a durgeon in Dublin condemued to
death for treason against Great Britain
at 24 a nameless convict in & criminal
colony in Western Austraiia; at 25 in
Philadelphia without friends and with-
out money ; at 30 a euccessful journal.
istic and & promuing poet in Boston, and
at 35 the acknowledged leader of the
Irish cuuse in America, There nre some
phages of this brilliant, fascinating career
that are surely worthy of our study. All
the world knew what he did, e ex-
cited interest and commanded admira-
tion, and all men were his brethren,

In the first piace, as an edopted Amerl-
can citizen, O'Reilly fairly earned that
every true hearted Amerlean should speak
him fuirin death. Standloeg at Plymouth
Rock, an intense hot-blooded Ieteh (ath-
olle, it wes truly a groat soul that could
sny as ho did of our Piigrim Fathers :

Glva praise to others, early come or lale

¥or Jove and labor ¢n our ship or state ;
'}‘;u( this must siand above all fawe and zenl:
(I,Lu Lll’.l;;um Fatnors laid the ribs and keel,
Q their strong lives we base our 1y
™ heaith, v g
© mawu, the home, the town, the ¢ -
wealth ! ; ] e o
Unconsctous bullders? Yo, the conscious,

a
gt‘a)a(llgg‘llﬁlimpnltleult; if nature frown,
oathiess plle has grown from in
Immortal things have Go4 for aruhll‘::lt‘.m'”
And men are but thegranite He lays down,

O'Rellly is a splendid fllustzation of the
ncqullc’d opportunity Amerloa gives to
a young man who bas notbing but bis
hands, his bead and an houest heart with
which to push bis way, Ifa Welsh pan-
per boy, glven America’s feee o portunit
can compel the entire civilized world to
ye-echo the name of Henry M, Btanley,
or grant to an Irish emigrant, who st
twenty five Is uskoown, homeless
K’nnolul, : chance ”d l'n.::: .l:r

meelf the mame ap -
corded to John Boyle O'Rellly, then
there is inspiration for every homest-
bearted young soul in Ameries to take
coursge and 50 the best that is in bim,
O’Belﬁ , like Stanley, succeeded by bard
work—by doing promptly and with all
his migbt the duty at hand,

Auother element of O'Reilly’s success
was his positive convictions, He be.
lieved things with all his might. It is
the men who bathe their thoughts in
their own blood and drive them home to
the soul of other men with heart-beats
who are irresistable, .

A remarkable fact about O'Rellly was
that his sorrows in dungeon and penal
settlement, enough to have broken the
heart and hope of many & really strong
man, falled to sour or embitter bim.
These words of bis bave the true poetic
insight:

know
the clearest 11ght,
ﬁ".‘ﬁé'.'-‘ ’:O?C;gll.(:l:.;:l. o;u with lovﬁ. but
BOFTOW.

He makes even his dreary experiences
in Western Australia yield him some of
the sweetest honey of poesy. Sorrow
had made him tender and sympathetic
with all whose hearts were ead,
O'Reiliy’s pen and voice and purse
were always at the service of the poor and
the oppressed. No humble man ever
approached him with an unheard re.
quest. 1le had what used to be more
common in America taan it i3 to-day—
the power to be spleudidiy angry at lnjus.
tlceand oppression. Wae need to cultivate
that faculty lest it dle out in cur modern,
puree proud eoclety.

Of course, from their diffsrent stand-
polnts, 14 would be essy for me to criticlee
his couree iv meny waye, It {s hard for
those who stand ai widely different points
of cbservation to appreclate each other,
Differing from him as widely by education
and tralning and eurroundlogs es, per-
haps, any one elze in the city, I would
stand at the giave of Jobn Boyle O'Rellly
and eing bis own ‘song over the honest
trapper :

The trapper died—onr bero—and we grieved,

In every heart in camp the sorrow stirred.
‘'His soul was red!” the ladian cried,

bereaved;

“ A whiteman he!” the grimold Yaukee’s

word.

8o, brie’ and atrong, each mourner gave his
best—
How kiud he was, how brave, how keen to
track
And as we lald him by the pines to rest,
A Degro A:mke. with tears, ** His heari was
ack.”

S), with unfrelgned eympathy azd love,
I, a Protestant, with the charity with
which I myself hope to ba judged, would
say of my brother Cathollc, his heart was
Chrlatian,

SLAVERY OF THK PROTESTANT
PULPIT.

A Protestant clergyman of Denver,
writing to the Pitishurg Advocats, bewalls
the fact that, “ with a few noble excep-
tions, the (Protestant) pulplts no longer
cry sloud agaluet the sins of the day.”
In another place he exclaime, * The church
doee not reach the masses.”

The reacon of this deplorable state of
thivgs 1s thus accounted for by our
esteemed contemporery, the Buffalo Chiris.
tian Advocate :

“The reason why some pulpits no
loxger cry out agatust the elns of the day
{s becanse men of wealth, imbued with the
evlrit of the world, exert a controlling in-
fluaence {u the church. They want to ran
the ¢ffalrs of the church on the same low
moral plaue that they do their businees,”

This explatus why 8o much dllettantlsm
prevalls in the Protestant pulplt of to.
day. The poor clergyman is afrald of his
shadow, He dare not hearken to the
divlne voice, “Ory alond, spare not; lft
up thy voico liks a trumpet, aud show my
peovle thelr tranegreeeion, and the house
of Jacob thele ein,” If beshould attempt
this stalwart style of gospel In his pulpit
he wouldn’t get a chance to do it long.
He’d coun get the “ blue envelope ” from
those who ran the charch,

The vestry that geve the reverend
gentleman the “call ”” {s hls master ; and
should he chance to tread betlmes upon
the maste:’s toes he does s at his peril,
No marvel, therefore, that the poor man
with probably a famliy to support, should
feel hia way carefully, and content hiwm-
self, for the most part, with drapper little
esrays upon glitterlog generalities,— Buf.
falo Union and Times
el B e —

SOBRIETY,
————

The Catholic Total Abstlnencs Ualon
conventlen has closad 1ts labors 1 our
midst, and fis membsza have goue to their
homes, We, In our edltorial capacity,
wish to say & fow words to those young men
who have lefi callege or academy, and
who aro about to embark In some of the
puraulte usual to them, Ty all of them
wo can safoly say that succcess will not b
atiained If they become too much accus.
tomed to the hablt of drluking intoxieat-
ing I'anors.  Wa could reckon by the
ecore the ¢ad carcer of young mon who
had given promise of much usefulness to
thelr follow mer, snd who filled the
drankarde’ graves at an early perlod,

L:t’our vouog men reflect, The sue-
ces:ful man, in all avocations, are thoss of
sobrlety. To obtaln a eltuation you must
have a good record in this respect ; still
more 80, to rofaln the situation, As hab-
Iie to the detriment of sobrlety are snon
hrjncd. We can aseure them that the only
realiy ralo course is to glve up # the righs
of ing those beverdges, and become
total abataioers, The sacrifise s emall ;
the roward will be great, This souree
will secure to them, aj sl times, apa
under eil clrenmetances, tha full yae of
ﬂ;uh ressonlng facalties, Roazon was
Blven to us that a gocd uee n.ight
made thareof, I'he hard mluk.;f ps:{:
with hls reason too frequently. Doain so
how can he be & success, elther in [aw.
medicine, as a merchant, oy 1n any of :hc:
usual avoeations to which our youung men
aspire ! Young men, resolve to be ober
and nbltemloul.-Pittabuvg Catholie,
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e
Buffalo Union and Timss.

Mz, Gladstone delivered himself of some
very senslble talk to some High School
Rlrls, whom Mra, GHladstone had invited to
take Ice with her and her husband on the
fifty firet anolversary of the old couple’s
martiege. The girle surrounded the azed
statesman and aemauded a speech, He
responded and his reply wes fall of sage
philosophy, He cautloned his hearers
against any foollsh admiration for the
“talent ” and * execative abllity ” of s0.
called ¢ progremive women ” who seem to
think any position save that of the house.
hold 1s the proper ephere for thelr activity,
He warned his youthful auditors to vor{.
strive, attain ; to be briliant, useful and
successful, but to shun the public eye.
This we believe to be sternelly true, Oar
views on the womsn question have been
glven heretofore at length in these col-
umns ard we are delighted to find the
ideas of the great Liberal statesman so
exactly to colncide with the theorles
which we then advanced.

New York Catholic Review.

The labor troubles in Europe are light.
ened of some of thelr gloom by a cable.
gram from London which announces that
the Britlsh shipownere, representing a
eapltal of $400,000,000, have agreed in
conference to unite in a fight agalnst the
labor unlors. Perhaps we have bere the
materlals of a Brjtlsh-American consplracy
agalnet lawfal sssoclations of labor in
Britaln and Amerlca. Perhaps Mr.
Chauncey Depew has baen more than a
summer ambassador to Eagland. Yet all
this bother among the money-makers is
but furmishing strong arguments for labor
nnfons. Ina straggle capital suffars maat,
The laborer has learned one truth: that
it s pleasanter to starve in a strike than
to starve on low wages. The great capl-
talists taught them this truth,

Cleveland Universe.

Ounr eectarfan exchanges are maklng
amusing efforts to place Methodlsm first
In denominational statistics of church
membership. To do this they compute
Catholics by a rate of eo many church
members to the Catholic * population.”
That is nonserss. QOur church member
ehip includes the entire Catholic populs-
tlon, With sectarlans it s different.
Thelr youths are chicfly relegated to man-
bocd to joln or reject church membership,
as they plemse. Ours are from infancy
baptized mewmbers of the Charch,

Pittaburg Catholie.

It s worthy of being noted that, at the
grand celebration held by the Salvation
Army recently in London, there were rep.
resentatives from all the Protestant and
nearly all the pagan countrles of the
world ; but not an lrlshman, French Can-
adlan, Spaniard, Portuguese, or Itallan
was to be fourd In the ranks,

The misslonary field of Japan, to which
we allude fn another paragraph, {e just
now the arena within which the several
rival Protestant denominations are stelv.
ing for the mastery., The N. Y. Sun
appreciates the fan of the situation, and
thue deplcts ft: ¢ Tae poor Japauese
just now are being hauled this
way and that by ival religlous
schools, Miselonary Harrington writes
that the Baptlsts there ere preaching im.
mersion with might and main—the Pedo-
Baptlsts are introducing infant baptlsm;
the Unitarlans are belabozing orthdox
Christianity unmercifully ; the Universal-
iste, who have just arzived, are proclaim.
ing disbeiief in future punishment ; Sir
Edwin Arnold is on the ground to extol
the refining, elevating ivtiaence of Bud.
dhism ; and Caucasian agnostics are pok
ing fun at misslonaries in general ; all of
which la calculated to qualify the earnest
native secker after truth for an insane
asylum,”

A writer in one of the most prominent
Methodist organs of the country thinks
his Church has departed from the eim-
plicity of the days of its founders, He
says the Wesleyites of these States have
failen under the rule of & spiritual
despot, an ogre, a Pope ; and that this
abomination 1a the holy place is known
as " Genoral Conference,” ¢ King Cau-
cus,” he holds, has usurped the place of
the spirit in the councils of Methodism
and the whole body is permeated with
his cunning and hypocrisy, * The high-
est offices in the donomination have
become things of trade and barter and
the people are sold and bought like
sheep in the shambles. Zsal for religion
has given place to lust for power and
place, and all the best puipits and moat
of the sinecures are bestowed as rewards
for partisan service,” This is & strong
impeachment ; but the writer, as a
matter of course, has better opportuni.
ties of being acquainted with its truth
than we have, With him, we rather
fear there has been some serious back-
sliding,

N. Y. Freeman’s Journal,

% Promler Crispl has ordered a llst to
be made of all religlous houses in Rome,
with the view of confiscating those that

ble t fon under the law.”
are llable to -ng‘prm e expemle u
cabling this might have been spared, since
the Rgmln papers contalning the notice
arrived on Saturday last. It refers to the
Opera Pie, or charitable institutions, whose

—Cablegram of Tuesday.

roperty is being confiscated by the Slell
Fln gdnyntnur. What is very curlous, too,

is to observe how anxious Signor Orlspl 1s
to warn his underlings about supporedly
future attempts of the charitably inclined
to evade the law in some way in makiog
No evasion, he says, will pass;

every copper muat go into the hll‘;g:;

legacles.

maw of the bankrupt treasury.
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Criepl, clothed in rags, was once plnched
wltlfv'nnt, an Institution of the kind he

wars upon relleved him,
the charity. Little, if any, of the confis

He now repays

ted milllons will ever find their way to
:l:: poor, unless Millionaire Orlapl atill

considers himself poor.

Speaking for his fellow. Irish exiles, th
late John Boyle O'Rallly sang :

“ No treason wé brlnﬁ from Erin, nor bring
’

we :‘?nmoho{ u

ord we he

b .l‘:'nva ‘llzot dropped the hilt,
wreath we
g of thorns, not hays,

may be broken, but we
bear to Columbla is twisted

And the songs we sing are saddened by the

of desolate days,
But %%3“1':1'}:‘. wo bring‘Ior fresdom A&r

washed in the surge of tears

)
And we claim our right by & p:'tlxplo'l fight

out living & thonsand year!

ted from Boston that Mr.
Ji o{:n lsc'aly. .°:)'n-tuy'. successor as editor

of the

Pilot will undoubtedly be Mz,




