* Mrs. Hazlitt was getting into & towering

' ‘came rattling : down®a: narrow hy-road,
. and.an old lady, ‘

SALLY CAVANAGH

.and Father 0'Gorman spoke of paying a

-man ; *‘and thut reminds me— when wiil

_know I keep my wine'till I have a friend

and- her Bibles and tracts. I spoke to

good of her. Yet, as she gives some-
" thing in chn.nt_y, T dq_n’b like to fall out
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THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC CMRONIOLE

A

Or, The Untenanted Graves, -
A TALE OF TIPPERARY.

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER TII- Continued.

“Bless me,” says Matt Hazlitt, lookin,
aurprised and innocent, “I believe
bolted the gate.” Mrs. Hazlitt’s vexa-
tion blew over on seeing Brian; and
alter saying something about spreading
green rushes under his feet, she went on
totell him that if he happened to be
five minutes sooner he'd see_something
worth luoking at; and Mre. Hazlitt be-
came quite eloquen: upon s theme
which, of course, had no interest what-
ever for Mr, Brizn: Purcell.

“Shut up, woman!” says Matt, “and
don’t bother us about her.”

“Shut up, yourself, and let no one tell
me that that young lady is either proud
or haughty she is not.”

“And wno says ste is ?’ !

“Who says she ie ? Every one says she
is, and every one says a confounded lie.””

passion, when Brian stopd up to go, re
marking that he was on his way to Sally
Cavanagh’s.

“Ah, poor Sally!” said Mrs. Hazlitt,
instantly changing her tone; “there’s
her dresser there—pewter, and china,
and all ; and Saint Putrick baptizing the
king of Leinater, or Ulster, or Munster.
which? pasted on the side of it. f'd
like to know”—turning to her husbaud
—"I'd like tu know what Mr.Sterhens’ll
say to that if he takes notice of it. You
hung the sieve over it the Jast time he
was here.”

“Don’t yocu mind what Mr. Stephens
or any one else says. Therz’s no harm
in the picture, and I’m able to prove it
from the Bible if be says anything about
it

“We bLought tlie dresser, aud a few
other things, Mr. Purcell, from puor
Connor when he was preparing to go;
ard bare enough the poor fellow was ob-
liged to go, I'm afeard. Oh! may Gud
belp the poor people of this country—
what’s to become of them #' Brian saw
the tears sturt into Mrs. Hazlitt’s eyes,
and the sight did not make the clasp of
l\)\iu hand less warm as he bade her guod-
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CHAPTER VIII.

“Why, Brian, is it turning to the poet-
ry you are again ?”

These words in the mellow tones of
Father Q'Gorman’s voice roused Brian
from a deep reverie as he leant against
a rock, under the woud, on the moun-
tain road.

Father O'Gorman made a great mouth-
ful of the “poet-three,” which he render-
ed inthe richest brogue. ‘‘“Wooing the
Nire,” he continued reining in his horse,
and holding out his hand to Brian :

* *Tu Tityre, lentus iInumbra,
Formosam resonare doces Amaryllida sylvas.’

“So you have got rid of the little
minx at last 7 The little minx was nur
little friend Fanny, and it was plain her
uncle cannected Brinn Yurcell’s gloomy
looks with the fact to which he alluded.
It wae plain, too, that the connection
was not disagreeable, for the good man's
gray eyes twinkled with pleasure while
hespoke. Brian told him of the letter his
sister had from Fanny that morning,

long promised visit to his brother in
Dublin, as soon as the “atatiuns were
over,” but, on learning that Brian should
be in Dublin about some law business
in a month or two, it was agreed that
they should go together.

“And knock the deuce ont of a dozen
ortwa of Ned’s claret,” sey Father O°Gor-

you come and iry some of the last hamper
he sent me? 1 haven't unpacked it yvet.
Father Shanahan is o teetotaler, and you

to share it with.” )

“Here she is*again!” he exclaimed,
suddenly turning round in the saddle,
and looking up the mountain.

* Whalt, sir?” asked Brian in'surprise.

“ My beart is  broke with that woman,

Parson Btephens, but he. conld get no

with her.” .- e oo
‘ A‘ht._t.le--carriage,;\&,dmwn: by a mule;

‘who’ whipped the mule.

with considerable ‘ehergy, bowed stiftly:
o:the priestasa’she’ padised, aftersturning.
pio;the- main . road Id |- s

sister to Mr. Oliver Grindem, and his
senjor by some twenty vears. She had
spent her long life ip maiden meditation,
and now, in her seventy-fifth year, waa
not over-burdened with the milk of hu.
man kindoess. There was & warm corner
in her heart, however (we suppose there
is & warm corner in every heart}, which
glowed with real affection for her nephew.
Captain Dawson, whom we saw ride away
from Ballycorrig in a brown study upon
bis newly purchased hunter. The old
'ady had taken to proselytizing amoug
her brother’s wretched tenantry. or
rather the poor wretches who had been
deprived of their patches of ground, but
atill clung—the Lord knows how—to the
mountain side.

* She’s afterdisturbing that poor dying
woman now.” Father O'Gormun was
turmng up the by-rord, when he pulled
up his horse auddenly.

* Could you manage to give a few days’
work to Mick Dunphy 1” said he. “ His
wife is dying and his children starving,
and, as he says hifiself, he didn’t get a
stroke of work these six weeks.”

“I can give himwoik for the winter,”
said Brian, ‘-as lam just commencing
some draining.”

*That’s good news for poor Mick and
for the poor woman, too; and Father
(’Gorman was about putting spurs to
s horse to hurry with it to them when
he stopped again.

*“Come up yourself,” said he, ‘“and
hire him at once. "Twill cheer the poor
fellow's heart.”

They reached Mick Dunphy’s miser-
able cabin, and found four iamishing
children watching a pot which their
father had just placed over a few embers
on the hearth. The man was on his
knees, trying, with his breath, to kindle
the eeraws. He stood up and bade his
visitors welcome. They heurd a weak
voice ask:

“ Is that Father Paul ?”

*“ It is, Kitty, his reverence aud Mr.
Purcell.” :

* Come here, Mick, and stan’ near mae,”
She was obliged to gasp for breath alter
avery word.

* Father Paul,” said she, “'m going
to ask n dyin’ request of the husbund
that never gave me a bard word ora
black look since the first day I met him,
an’ I know he won’t refuse it.”

* YWhat is it, Kitty ? said her husband,

stooping low over her.
- * Mick Dunphy,”—raising herself upon
her elbow, she spoke in a firm voice that
surprised them all—“ [ waat you to pro-
mise e, in the presence of the priest of
God, that you'll never let achild of mine
into the poor-house.”

“ Never,” he exclaimed in a husky
voice, ‘a3 God is above me. Let'‘em
die first.”

She fell back upon her bed, with a
languid smile upon her face, and holding
her husband’s hand, she said : * I’ll die
alsy now, Mick. 1 was afraid yon wor
losing heart.”’

*Sure, here is Mr. Puarcell,” said
Father O'Gorman, “ who will give Mick
work for the winter.”

“Yes,” said Brian, seeing that poor
Mick thought the priest had invented a
little fiction to ease s wife’s mind.

“You may go to work to-morrow, if
you choose.”

“God is good!” exclaimed the dying

woman, as fervently as if a miracle had
been wrought in her behalf.

At this moment who should step into
the cabin but Mrs. Huzlitt. She laid a
little white bag on the floor, and tucked
up the skirt of her gown. *“ What's
this ' says she, going to the pot on the
fire, into which the children were anxi-
ously peering. “O lLord! O Lonl!”
Here Mra. Hazlitt took up the pot, car-
ried it outside the docr, and Hung the
contents—a few turnip tops and cabbage
stumps—into .the dung heap. Coming
back, she placed the pot on the fire
again, poured some clean water into i,
and opened the bag.

“ Now,” says she, nodding her head at
the children, * now for & good big pot of
stirabout.” There was not a face.there,
not even excepting the pallid face on

the miserable bed, but was lighted up.

with a smile, as Mrs. Hazlitt proceeded
with the stirabout making.

“0 Lordl Pm in for it,” exclaimed
Mrs. Hazlitt. “What'll I do?" She
looked about h&r as if she wished to hide
hereelf somewhere.

Feognized Father 0'Go

Bhe then seized the-
‘bag, apparently with the iptention of
throwing it under :the bed, but before
she. could do:so, Matt Hazlitt walked.
in the door. with his back stooped, and | .-
‘his; two hands under bis cnat tails. : He |
appeared considerably confused when he
- a0 and Bridn:

Purcell through the smoke. But when
his eyes rested upon his wife, Matt Haz-
‘litt started bolt upright with a jerk, and
down fell gomething soft but heavy from
under his coat tails. Brian at once re-
cognized the bundle which Matt dropped
out of the baok window among the
laurels. Mrs. Haslitt pounced on it im-
mediately.

. '"“Here's a hypocrite,” she began, open-
ing the knot with her teeth. < And my
new apron, too. Well, T knew the few
handfuls I'd give away couldn't empty
that chest so often. And T pledge you
my word, Mr. O'Gorman, that deceitful
man was forever scolding me about it.
And here was the work he was carrying
on all the time.”

Mrs. Hazlitt spread out the apron,
making the menl !ook ns big as poasible,
The detected culprit mmde several at-
tempts to tell her to “ shut up,” but his
discomfiture was too overwhelming.
Just then, Father O’Gorman, in obedi-
ence to a gesture of Mick Dnnphy’s,
who continued to hold his wifes hand,
moved softly to the side of the bed, and
knelt down. They all knelt down.” The
priest, after praying for a few ‘minutes,
stood up.

“God rest her soul!” said he. And
Matt Hazlitt, stanch Protestant though
he was, responded, * Amen.”

“Amen, amen? says Matt Hazlitt,
rizing from his knees, and giving a de-
flant glance at bis wife, who used to
hint suspicions of his orthodoxy some-
times. But when he saw her eye rest
on the little heap of meal, Matt’s coun-
tenance fell again, and he shrunk away,
completely crushed.

The winter day wus drawing near its
close, when Brian reached the little
white house &t the foot of the mountain,

* Oh, let them all be talking,
Ay littie boy will soon be walking;
Uh, fet. them all be talking,
My little boy wlil soon be walking.™
And s0 on, aver and over again, to the
air of * Nora Crena.”

It was Sally Cavuanagh, holding her
youngest child as high as her arms could
reach, and shnking him till the little fel-
low kicked ont his fat legs, and thumped
his nuse with his fist in the excess ol his
delight, while the other children ran
round, holding hands to “ketch him.”

“I'm glad to see you in such gocod
apirits, Sally,” said Brian,

She never looked round till she had
tossed the child into the cradle. She
kuelt vy the cradle for a moment, and
Brian henrd a sob or a two. Then Sally
Cuvanagh threw back her dark hair,
which had fallen down, and said, laugh-
ing through her tears:

“Spirits! Don’t you know, sir, I'm pay-
ing a woman in Curk sixpence n week to
fret for me ?’

Brinn told her that he had news of
Counnor since his arrival in Liverpool ;
and that he was able to pay for Neddy’s
passage. He thought it better to say
nothiog about the ring. This news was
a great comfort to poor Sally, who had
been very uneasy lest her husbhand
should be obliged tu leave the boy behind
him in Liverpool, to the ‘“man-catchers.”
When Brian asked some questions about
the landlord, she showed an evident
desire toavoid the subject, which rather
surprised him, _

On bearing the sound of a hom, Brian
hurried away, hoping to meet Captain
Duwson, and learn how the hunter did
his work. He thought, too, as the tran-

gain,” that he would ask Captunin Dawson
to take pot luck at Coolbawa.

We leave Sally Cavanagh to struggle
against her accumulation of trials; now
battling enexgetically with despair; now
wrapped in such & stupor of woe, that
the children were obliged to climb upon
her knees, and up the back of her chair,
and twine their arms round her neck, to
rouse her out of it. Sometimes Mr.
QOliver Grindem was heard approaching
the house. Then the backstick would
be put to the door, and refiring with her
children to the little room, Sully Cavan-
agh would not reply by a word to the
oft-repeated knock of the land)ord. When
the sound of his horse’s hoofs died away
in the distance, Sally would take her
infant in her arms-and hush it to sleep
with snatches of Connor's favorite song.
And flinging her apron over her head to
hide her face from her little ones, the
.poor woman’s over-charged heart. would

nd relief in & ficod of tears. But it is
not in human nature to bear up long
against suffering like this.
*TO BE CONTINUED,

"I was deaf for & year, cansed by, ca'.ﬁ.rrh in
the head.but was perfectly cured by: Hoop's
'Barsaparilia.” H. Hicrs, Rochester, N.Y.

gaction of the morning wna a “dry bar’

THIXGS IT IS WELL NOT TO DO.

Never fail to keep an appointment.

Never delay in unswering letters or
returning booka.

Never tell long stories of which you
yonrself are theghero.

Never inconvenience people by com-
ing in Iate at church, theatre, lecture or
concert.

Never stop people whi are hurrving
along the street and detain them for ten
or twenly minutes.

Never call un people just at bedtime:,
or during dinner, or before they sre
down-stairs in the morning.

Never, when you see two people eun-
gaged in earnest talk, atep in and enter
upoa & miscellaneous conversation,

Never begin to talk nbemt “ this, that
and everything,” to one whi is trying to
rend the morning paper, or n book, or
anything else.

Never speak disrespectfully of vour
parents, nor of your sisters. People may
langh at yonr wit, but thev will despise
you for it.

Never talk when others are singing, or
doing anything else for your amusement,
and never the instant they have finished
begin to talk upon a different topic,

--
For Youny or 0Old.

Chitdren and sudulits are equally benefited
by Lhe use of Ur, Wond’'s Norway Pine Hyrupe,
the new nnd successful congh remedy. 1t stops
cotighe in one nlght and may berelied on as an
effectunl remudy for colde, asthma, bronchitis
n{u: Rimilar troubles. Price S5 and S oy drug-

BLR,
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“ My dear doctor,” exclaimed a lady,
who was @nlking with . man who had
been shipwrecked. * how did you feel
when you were Loating far away from
lund on Lthose boards ?” ** Wet, madam,”
replied the doctor ; * very wet.”

| ——
Qulury Cured. ¢

Gentleman,—Ts8 used to be troubled with
quinsy, having an attack every winter. About

tive years ago [ trled Hagyard's Yellow OIlf,

applying it inxide my throat with a (ather. It
quickly curexdd me and I have nat since been
troubled. I always koep it inthe houne, Mrs,
J. M. LEw1s, Qulley Ave., Toronto, Unt,

. - -

“My Dbushand is the dearest and
most consideiate man in the world.”
** How does he show it ** *“ He knows |
hate tobiceo-smoke in the house, and
80 he goes to the club every night after
supper and smokes there.”—Tit-Bits,

— e e
Glven Good Appetlite.

Gentlemen,—J think your valitable medicine
cannot be equalled, becanse of the Lenefit [ de-
rived from it. After suffering from hesdache
and lnss of appitite for nearly three years
trled B B.B. with great succeds. [ guve me

relle! at once, and I naw enjoy goad health.
MHS, MATTHEW SPrrovUL, Dungannon, Ont.
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—"1 ean’t help but rejoice on account
of your downful},” said the parched grass
to the rain.

VChronic
Coughs

Persons afflicted with these or
any throat or lung troubles
should resort to that

Most Excellen: Remedy,

Scott’s
Emulsion

of Pure Cod Liver Oil with
Hypophosphites of Lime and
Soda. No other preparation
effects such cures.

SOAUTION.Y—Bewaroof s slitutes,
Genuing proparad by Scott & Huwne,
Bellaville, Hold by all druggists.

300, sad §1 40,

ST. BONAVENTURE'S COLLEGE,

ST. JOIIN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND.
Under the careof the Irtah Christian Brother

This College sflords, aL. muoderate expense
excellent advantages to stndents.  The nea:th-
iness of ItR situntion, thu equipment of the
Schools, and the genweral furnishing ofthe es.
tablishment, leave noihing 1o be duslied for

-the comtort and lmpravement of the puplis. .

THRER CoUR#Es: Preparalory, Commerelal
and Matriculatlon (lhon on Untverslty.l

Trrems: Lay Puplis, $12, 315,atc,, per annum, .
accord! ng to olasy, Boarders—-$L60 per annum. -

Prospectuses and {urther particulars on ape

PEEOMC 5 L.SLATTERY.
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