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The Last of the Light Brigade,
RUDYARD KIPLING,

There were thirty million English who
talked o{ Ill,lnb"l :llht.

were twen! roken
bed for the night ;
They I':::-E;?ol.lhu food nor money, they had

nelther service nor fl
re only shictiess solajers, the last of
Ty B Cighy Brigade. J

They felt l:u ml'o ‘w‘u flseling ; they knew
ot art was 3

That ?hnuh they were dying of famine, they
lived in deathless song.

They asked for a littie money, to keep the
wolf from the door :

And the thirty million Eoglish seut twenty
pounds sad four.

1a; their heads together that were

‘.l'humnd and lined and gray ;

Keoen were the Russian subres, but want was
keener than they ; - '

And an old troop uren.nl. muttered, * Let's
€0 to the man who writes

The thirgs on Bslaclava the kiddies at
school recite.”

Then 'on:. ;ntllx:m% band or colors, & regi-
e utrong
To 100k for ihe Master Singer who had
erowped them all in bissong ;
And, w-‘{ung alth:;r:;n,t:a order, by the
arden ga '
A de-'ol:u llfuo olusjer, the last of the Light
Brigade,
hey strove to stand to attention, to
¥ ¥ straignien the toil-bowed back, '
They urilled on an omgt.y stomuch, the loose
kuit files fell slack ;
With stooping of weary shoulders, in gar-
ments tattered and fiayea,
They shambled into his presence, the last of
the Light Brigade.

The old troop sergeant was spokesman, and
*‘ Beggin' your pardon,” he said

““You_ wrowe o' the Luh Bﬂ.uio, sir.
Here's all that isn't dead,

An’ i’sall come true what you wrote, sir, re-
gardin’ the mouth of hell ;

For we're all of us nigh to the workhouse,
an’ we thought we'd oall an’ tell.”

“ No, thank you, we don’t want food, sir;
but conldn’t you take an’ write

A sort of ‘to be continued’ and *‘see next
page’ o’ the fight *?

We thiuk that some one has blundered, an’
couldn’t you tell 'em how?

You wrote wo were heroes ouce, sir. Please
write we are starving now.”

The poor li‘tle army departed, limping and
leaa and forlorn.

And the heart of the Master Singer grew hot
with the * scorn of scorn !"

And he wrote for them wondrous verses that
swept the land llke a flame,

Till the fatted souls of the English were
scourged with the thing called Shame.

O thirty million English that babble of Eng-
land’s might,

Behold, there are twenty heroes who lack
their food to-night ;

Ourchildren’s children are lisping to ‘‘honor
the charge they muade,’

And we leave to the strests and the work-
house the charge of the Light Brigade.

— Pall Mall Gazette,

KNOCKNAGOW

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

CHAPTER LIII
THE HURLING IN THE KILN FIELD —CAP
TAIN FRENCH THROWS THE SLEDGE
AGAINST MAT THE THRASHER— BARNEY
IN TROUBLE—FATHER M'MAHON'S
% PROUD WALK,”

“ What a pity it 1s,” sald Mrs, Kearnay,
% that Mr. Lowe s not a Oatholle. ’Pon
my word he’s good enough to be one.

And it is often my uncle Dan sald the
same of his uncle.”

Grace, who sat with Me. Kearney on one
slde of the car, laughed as she turned
quickly round and looked at Mary, who
was with her mother on the other side.

They were returniog from last Mase,
and Mr. Lowe stood outslde the door to
hand the ladies cff the car.

“1 wonder Richard would be msking
ich & fool of himsell about that Kath.
leen Haunly,” continued Mrs, Kearney.
¢ ‘Walking by the side of thelr old ptew.
ton all the way from Kilthubber, instead
of driviog home with Hugh in the gig,
and leaving poor Me. Lowe by himeelf all
the morning.”

% Whero is Wattletoes ?”” Mr, Kearney
called out as he got off the car.

“Thls wes his day to be at first Maes,”
Mrs, Kearney observed, “and he ought
to be home an hour ago,”

“He wasn’t at firet Mass then,” raid
the dalrymald, whs ran out on hearing
her master’s volce, and who had a grudge
agalust Barney for a reason of her own.
* He spent hls mornin’ at Kit Cummine’s,
card playin’ wad the lads.”

Mrs, Kearney raised her hands in horror
aud amaz:ment at this damuoing proof of
Barney’'s wickedness. Running after
ballad sfogers, peep-shows, and Punches.
and Judys were mere venlal offences
compared with loslug Mase on Sanday ;
aod spending the time with “the lads”
deepened the offence to the darkeet hue
of guilt. A certain little club of frater-
nity, of whom one Andy Dooly (alias Avdy
Meeawe) was the leader and oracle, who
frequented Kit Cummins’s were univer.
sally known as * the lads "’ or ¢ the echool,”
and with them, we grleve to say, Barney
was tempted to spend the morning, sitting
upon a skillet playlug “scoobeen” upon
the bottom of Kit Cummins’s wash tub,
which was turned upside down for the

urpose. Baruey, however, was hurrying
oms early enough to escape detection,
couanting hls copperson the way, when, in
an evil hour, he espled Brummegsm (who,
owlng to early impresstons, could never
be pursuaded that anythiog more was
required to keep holy the Sabbath day
than washiug his face in the quarry, and
drylog 1t with his cap) placing a small
stone on the smooth part of theroad, and,
after moviog backwards half a dozen
yaids, plichleg & peony at it. Barney
pltehed a ponny at the “bob” too, It
requaired a critical eye to judge which was
the better pltch ; Brummagem, taking a
bit of iron hoop from his pocket, used it
as a rule, maklog it plain that his
penuy was the elghth of an lnch nearer
to the “bob.” This Barney admitted by
a nod of sesent in reply to a look
from Brummagem, The hopeful youth
then lald a half penny on the bit of hoop
sud held it towards Barney, who placed
auother baltpenny bestde it ; and Brum-
magem, after solemnly epitting upon
thowm for good luck, whirled both half-
pe. co luto the alr with a pecullar move-
went of the wrlst, They came down

“hende,” and Brummagem pocketed them
fo et cuce, and pitched egaln, So the
piciiig a:d tosslng went on with vary-
1.1 ¢k (1l Tom Maher announced to
B oy that the famlly were home from
M s “this honr,” end that the mistress
ha' + uno oo how Barney hed been en.
g ¥ 0 toog ne moralng.

. done for now or ever,”
exclauucd Ba.ney, And he began to de.
bate with bimeelf whether it was to bis

mothee’s eabin above Glounamuskedhes,
or to his relations near Ballydunmore, he
Mtl.b“ fly to escape Mrs, Kearney's

wrs
Bat the roll of the big dram reminded

to come off in the kilo-fleld that duB ond
of the sledge-throwing between Mat Dono-
van and Onruln French, and of the
“bigh gates”” snd ¢ bell-and-heaven ;”
aud, above all, of Peg Brady, whom Bar-
no{ pronounced to be “tuppence & pound
before any girl in the parish ”—and s kiss
from whom, he asured Tom Maher in
confidence, was “eating and drinking ;”
and Barney was & happy man once more |

“ Bnob. Tom,” he exclaimed, his oyes
glistening with delight, “there’ll be mo
show bat all the b'ys an’ girls we'll bave
fo the kilnfield today. Leok u
thowar's Bohervogga, The read be
wud ’em.”

“'Twill be & great getherin',” returned
Tom Msher.

“Do you think will Mat bate the cap-
tain 1” Barney msked, suxiously, “I'd
rather we'd .{on the hurlin’ than have
Mat bet at the sledge.”

% There's no danger, wud the help "uv
God,” Tom replied, “ though Phil Laby fe
unaisy. An’ the captain is & powerful
men, I mever see such a palr uv arme,
An’ Tom Doherty tells me he never
stopped practieln’ for the Inst week, But,
never you fear, but Mat’ll open his eye
for bim, An’ we’re purty sure uv the
barlin’, too, as we have Tom Doherty, I
never knew Tom to fail on & pint, He
says he'll d?lnd upon Mis Mary to get
his pardon for him from Father Oarroll,
as he had to stale away at the first light,
an he's afeard Father Carroll counldn’t fiad
my wan to serve Mass. An’ Miw Mary
promised, for she’s as anxious about the
burlin’ as any uv us.”

This was quite true ; and when Tom
Doborty told ber how, every evening,
when be went to water Father Carroll’s
horse to the welr, he was sure to see Cap-
tatn French in the Priest’s Walk, with his
coat off, throwiog a sledge * for the bare
life,” and that he'd glve “a twenty. pound
note” to beat Mat Donovan, Mary be-
came quite nervous lest the laurels were
st Iast about to be enatehed from Mat
Donovan’s brows, :

“What 4 it in that lotter,” Grace
asked, “that brings that happy look into

our eyes! This fs the third time you

ave read It within the past balt hour ;
and you always lcok so glad.”

Me, Lowe bad remarked, too, that he
bad pever seen her look so animated—
though it was the last day of bis stay !

“ Read it youreelf,” said Mary, offsring
ber the letter—which was from her slster
Anune,

“1 read It before, and counldn’t see any-
thing to account for your delight. It
scarcely can be this plece of news about
Arthur O'Connor.”

But it was the plece of news about
Arthur O'Connor, And every time Mary
read it she felt (or fancled ehe felt) a great
load taken off her heart, and sald to her-
self that “now sbe could write to him,”
and explain why she was not at the win.
dow that enowy Christmas Eve when he
waited 80 long and so patiently for her.

“I'm eo glad,” sald Grace, * that Rlchard
and Mr. Lowe are to leave the sameday
Iam golog myself. Itis quite a eolnci-
dence,”

“ Aud why are you so glad 1"

“Oh, I have & plan,”

 What fe 1t 1"

“Well, I'll get papa to ask them to
spend the evening with us ; and we’ll have
Minnfe Delany and the ‘Brehon’ aund
‘ Shamrock ' and a few others, and I think
it will be very pleasant.”

“I suppose Eva will take them by
storm.”

“Well, I rather think not. She re-
quires time in spite of her beauty and
her golden rimglets, You are far more
striklog.”

% Aud does no thought of me enter into
your plaa ?"

‘Didn’t you say there was no use
thinking you would come ?” Grace asked
in surprise.

“Yes; but does it not ocenr to you that
I'll be very lonely when you are all
gone 1"

lgl'n-.e waa eilent for & minute, and thea
sald:
¢ Mary, I am the lncarnation of selfish-
ness, That is the eseential difference be-
tween you and me—I think of mvaelf
firet, and you think of yourself last, You
wlll be dreadfally lonely without a sounl
with you, Acd now that I see it I'd
gladly etay if I could. But why did it
not occur to me before! Because I am
selfish—that’s the why.”

“You are too severe upon yoursslf,”
returned Mary. “But why do you say
I'll be ‘ without & soul?” Do Hugh, and
my father and mother, and Ellle and
Wilile, count for nothing? And that re-
minds me that I have left Ellle altogether
to her story-books and ber birds for some
time ; and you kuow she {s to be sent to
school when Anne come: home this
summer,”

‘“Oh, you'll be all right when Anne
comes home, She 18 eo biessed with ani-
mal spirits, I expect she’il go wild after
the jall like dlsclpline of that convent.
I'm sure she’ll bo as great a flirt as Beszy
Morris ”

“ Why do you suppose Bessy Morzls is
afllrt?”

* Well, that eoldier’s letter was pretty
strong clrcamstantial evidence ; and, be-
sides, I heard them discusslvg her character
in the kitchen laet night, when I was help-
ing your mamma with the pudding.”

* What did they say of her §”

‘' Barney sald she'd court a * baggart o’
sparrows ;' but the general opinion was
that she was ‘ & nice crack "—whatever that
means,”

“ A ‘crack ' 1s a person who dresses too
styllshly, But Besey’s taste 1880 exquisite,
it 1s impossibia to find fault with her in
that respect.”

“ Yes, that brown stuff dress is perfec-
tlon,” returned Grace, “I must get one
like it, And how Mat Donovan worships
her! But I suppose she would not have
him.”

¢ Oh, Mat s what might be called a
unlversal lover,” sald Mary, ¢ Ho has
quite a number of swecthearts,”

“Ah, but there’s something more than
that in Bessy’s case, But % caa herdly
reconclle muyself to the Idea of her becom-
log the wife of a Iabourer, Yet the little
house {s very pretty. The garden and the
beehives would do very well, But Besy

ought to bave a nicely furnished liitie
parlour, with white curtalns to the

bim of the great hurling mateh that was | and

window, and some books, and & bird in &
eage $o sing for her all day long.”
“Jike Norsh Laby's lionet” Mary

ded.

“ No,” rejoined Grace, * he ls too grave
0 or Bessy. Ellle’s goldfinch
would be more suitable, or a cansry.
But Mat himeelf would be for a thrash
that would awaken the Seven Sleepers.
Bessy, however, bas, I think, more ambit-
fous views than to be the mistress of that
little house,”

“I'd be sorry to think you are not mis:
taken,” retarned Mary, thoughtfully.
“ Mat fs jast the sort of man who wou
feel such a dissppointment deeply.
oan't help laughlug at myeelf,” she add
“I am so anxlous about the Lnrllnq, an
this trial of strength with Captain French.
I would not wish for anything that Mat
should be beaten, Aud yet of what con-
sequence ls it 1"

“The resson Is, you sympathize so
strongly with those around you,” Grace
%t‘nllorvod. “I bave omg notleed it.

ere, NOw, your eyes t up because
that bevy of girls crossin, thcplum are
showing thelr white teeth — and very
white teeth they have,'and very beantiful
sud luxuriaat bhair. But why do they all
prefer scrambling over the ditch to golng
through the gate a few yards lower down !
Ob, yes! Those youtbs will pull them
up, and I suppose they like that, There
goes the big drum and the fifes. And, my
foodnou ! what anumber of people ! 'Tis
ike a race,”

¢ Aud fs It not pleasant to see them all
80 hpp‘y 1" mid Mary, with sparkling
eyes, ‘But to my mind the prettiest
sight of all is that long line of children
joined hand in hand, sad winding round
sud round in that way,”

“You might call them & wreath of
rosebuds,” returned Grace. “Though that
play they are at is known by the un-
poetical pame of ‘thread the mneedle.’
You eee the two tallest hold up thelr
jolned hands like an arch, through which
the whole line rune, The * Brehon’ told
me there o & most poetical description
of the ssme game in an old Irish
manuscript, in which the king and queen
are at the head of the line of youthssnd
maldens, who glide under thetr msjesties’
arms to the musc of the barp, Bat I
hope it was not called ¢ thread the needle’
in those happy dsys. But mind the wide
circle of chlidren of larger growth at the
upver eod of the field,”

“That’s * high-gates,’ ” said Mary.

“ And behold Barney Broderick In fall
chage after some fair one of large dimen-
slons, who, I fancy, s too fat to hold out
long,” Geace continued. “ Yes, there ; he
has the prze captured already.”

“That le Bessy Morrls’s cousin, Peg
Brady,” eald Mary, laughing, “Barney is
& great admirer of her.”

“There go the next pair,” continued
Grace, ‘““Ha! she won't be caught so
easlly, She's as fleet as a deer.”

“I thik it is Nelly Donovan,” mid
Mary,

“So It 1s,” returned Grace. *There Is
something gazelle-llke about Nelly, I
often think what a huntress she wounld
make. She i{s llke one of Disna’s
nymphs, There, she has distanced her
pursuer, and ls now walking at her lelsure,
till he comes nearer, But he is trying to
get her Into the corner and catch ber as
she doubles back. What a happy, light-
hearted gitl Nelly is!”

“ And a good girl, too,” returned Mary,
“I¢ is quite affecting to see herself and
poor Norah Lahy together ; one so strong
and healthy and the other so weak and
belpless, They love each other like sls-
ters. But surely that {s Nancy Hogan's
golden golden halr! I'm so glad to see
poor Nancy out among them again.”

“Yes ; and she is evidently not indiff-
erent to the conversatian of her compan.
lon,” Grace remarked.

“That ls her old admirer, Tom Carey
the carpenter,” returned Mary, “I am
really very glad.”

I thought you'd go In for dylng of a
broken heart In snch a caso1” sald Grace,

“No, not when a man proves un.
worthy,” Mary answered. *‘Aud Ned
Bropby acted very badly.”

“I'm trylog to fiud out Beesy Morrla
among them,” said Graee ; “but I don’t
think she is there. Perhaps she 1s too
grand! But look, there is Mr. Lloyd
riding backwards and forwards over the
new gltch ; and I suppose that is Oaptain
French with bim,”

Here we are reminded that we owe an
spology to the ‘“‘new ditch,”” When we
first had occasion to refer to this freak of
Maurice Kearney’s, we stated that it never
was and never would be of the erllghtest
use, But, in justice to the “new ditch,”
we feel bound to admit that it was the
best, and the * firmest,” and In every way
the most sultable ditch in the nelghbour.
hood for traluing a horse to *‘topplng,”
and was avalled of for that purpose by
professional and amateur tralners for miles
around. And few equestrians conld,
when paswsing the way, reslst the tempta-
tion of taklng a few jumps over the * new
ditch;” 8o that a strlp of the field at
elther slde of this admirable fence gener
ally presented the sppearance of a race-
course between the ropes after the last
heat for the * consolation stakes.,” Most
humbly do we beg the “new ditch’s”
pardon for asserting that it was of mno
earthly use,

“I think we ought to go out, and get
near them,” eald Grace. “I see the hurl
ers falling futo battle array, And there
are the Haulys on the road above the
grove, and Richard hclding the pony by
the head, lest he should set cff for home
backwards, as he sometimes does, by way
of a practical joke.,”

“I have no cbjection to & walk,” re.
turned Mary. “ But you never thought
yocu were not near enough till you saw
Captain French and Mr. Lloyd.”

“ Well, I have some slight curlosity in
that way,” rejolned Girace, putting ou her
bounet, “1 want to see what sort of
looking person he is.”

‘* Aud to be seen,” Mary added, laugh-
{ng.

“ Certalnly.”

%“Well, come then. I see Hugh and
Mr, Lowe are going, and we may as well
join them.”

But the time they reached the phmion
—tha cccupants of which bowed conde-
scendlog to them—the high-gates and
other games were suspended, and the chil:
dren and young glrls stcod upon the
fences round the field out of the way of
the hurlers, There was a bush, and an
eager, anxious look lu every face, s Mat

Donovan moved from the crowd towards

the middle of the fleld, fullowed by his

twenty ploked men. He pulled the ball
with some dificulty from ket, an:
throwing 1t with huzl, ::‘ the ﬂol::

took off his coat slowly, and with s quiet
mlle. The others n{lod off thelr 3-«-.
to:n; but some of them ware quite pale,
wi : thelr teeth chattered with exelte-
ment,

‘' What's delayin’ ye, boys 1 Mat called
out, seelng with surp that the hurlers
ot the other side were not takidg thelr

places.

The party whom he addremed made no
nrly, ut they whispered among them-
selves, and one or two got upon the “new
tll.l:h " and looked towards the Three Pop-

*In there anything wrong, boys 1” sald
Mat, aftor loaving his place at the head of
bis men, and mingling with the crowd,
from which ¢the farmers” had mot yet
separated.

“Tom s not here,” was the reply, slowly
and reluctantly given,

* Tom Cuddeby not here |” exclaimed
Mat Donovan, as if a thunderbolt had
fallen at his foet. “ Where Is he 1"

“ Wedon’t know,” was thereply. “We
thought he'd be here before us, Bat
wo're afther sendin’ for him,”

¢ Heore th:{ are,” crled the young men
on the ditech; and three swift-footed
youths were seen burrying down the hill,

“Is he comin’?” & dozen voices asked
together,

* He's not,” the foremost of the three
scouta replied, gasping for breath and dash-
ing the Ymplullon om bis fece,

“ Well, i I hadn't the sight uv my own
eyes,” Mat Donovan observed with the
deepest sorrow, “ I'd mever b'lieve Tom
was the man to do & mane act. Afther
givin’ me his hand an’ word on id 1"

“ He couldn’t help id,” sald one of the
messengers,

“ Maybe, ’tls to break a leg or an arm
he did ?” returned Mat, somewhat avxi-
owly. “For, if I'm not mistaken, no-
thin’ less 'd keep Tom from his post on
such an ocession as thie.”

‘ Well, no,” the youth replied, with a
vin. “But I don’t kuow but he might
e after injurin’ wan uv his ribs,”

“ How s0 !” Mat asked,

% Begor, beoause he’s afther gettin’ anew
wan,” was the reply. “Oald Paddy
Laughlan’s deughther is aether runnin’
away wad bim,”

“ Well, I'm not sorry to hear that,” sald
Mat. ¢ But wheu I tould him the field
was to be broke this week, he had a right
to ?ut id off for another time,”

‘! Mat,” sald Phil Laby, “ human nature
{s hbuman nature. Where is the man that
haen’t bis weskvewses ? So don’t be too
hard on Tom. Make it your own case.”

And Mat happening to look towards the
little group on the roasd—for he had
noticed with pleasure that Miss Kearney
bad got upon the fence In her eagerness to
see the match begin— his eye oaught sight
of a figure on the fence at the other side
of the road, dearer to him than all the
world beelde, and he forgave Tom Oud.

deby.

% Will ye hurl wudout him 1" he asked.

“ We'd rather not,’”” was the reply.

“ Well, I'd rather not myse'f,” returned
Mat. “There'd beno satisfaction. Isup
pose we may as well put on our coats.”

“I think, Mat,” Phil Laby sunggested,
“you ought to make & promiscuous
match,”

“Do you mane ovet and hether 1” Mat
asked.

“1 do,” replied Phil, * Make a match,
you and Mister O’'Donnell, wudout any
regard to the two sldes.”

“Very well; I'm satiefied,” sald Mat,
whirling his hurly up In the alr, and eall-
ing out, “ Right or left for first call,”

¢ Left,” eried Mr. O'Donnell.

‘' You lost,” returned Mat, as the hurl
fell upon the field with the handle towards
theright. He ran his eye along the line
of burlers, and sald quletly,” “Come here,
Jemmy Hogan,”

Jemmy Hogan’s eyes flshed with pride
as he ndvanced and stood beside Mat
Donovan.

CGaptain French’s servant pointed to him,
and whispered something into his master’s
ear that made his eye flash almost as bright
es Jemmy Hogan’s, Captaln French was
a eoldler, and the son of a soldler, and, as
one by one the hurlers stepped forward us
thelr names were called, and pulled off
their coate, he thought what a ein and a
shame it wes that such splendid % ma-
terfal ” should be going to waste in that
way.

“ There 1s Bessy Morris and Judy Bro-
phy,” sald Nelly Donovan. *“I wondher
why don’t they come {nto the field 1”

“She tould me she wouldn’t come at
all,” returned Peg Brady, with something
like a scowl, “BatI m;pou Judy Bro-
Ehy,t,aUed in for her, and she came wud

er.

“I'll go call ’em over,” sald Nelly,
starting off at the top of her epeed. Now,
Billy Heffernan happeued to be standing
all alone not far from the corner of the
grove near which the ladles had taken
thelr places, and whether it was that
Nelly looked at him instead of looking
before her, or whatever else might be the
cause of her carclessness, her foot was
caught in a bramble, and she was ﬂnnﬁ
forward upon her face and hands wit
such violence that both Grace and Mary
uttered an exclamation and looked fright.
ened.

“0 Nelly, did you fall?” sald Billy
Hefferuan., ** Come here till I take you
u ."

% Well Bllly Heffernan {s a provokingly
ungallant young man,” Grace exclalmed
with her ringlog laugh,

Nelly Donovan, who was quickly on

her feet again, laughed too, and flinglng
back her dark halr and twlsting it into a
knot behind, came towards them more
slowly, and called to her frlends to come
into the field. Judy Brophy, who was
radlent with emiles—and well she might,
for slnce Ned’s marrlage she had no less
than three proposals—came down from
the fence, and crossing the road at a run,
cllmbed over the other, and was immedi.
ately shaking hands vigorously with Nelly
Donovan.,  Bessy Morrls seemed half
afrald to descend from the fence, which
wea unusually high, and Ksthleea Hanly’s
frown was even darker than Peg Brady's,
when she saw Hugh Kearney hand her
down as carefully as if Bessy Morrls were
a lady.
“Thauk you, slr,” sald Bewy; and
after returning Mary’s smile with a little
bow, she got over the other fence withont
Hugh’s assistance, pretending mnot to
notice that 1t was proffered,

Captain French's servant called bis
attention to Bessy Morris, and he immedi-
ately came towards ber and commenced
taiking to ber,

Mary Kearney seemed o on
0 bg this ; and ehe looked grave, if
not pained, when she saw Bemy’s face
was crimson and ber eyes cast down, while
the captain's white teeth glesmed— un-
x:r‘nﬂy Mary thought — through bis

“He ls s splendld-looking man,” sald
Grace,

“But what can he be saying to Bessy
Morrls 1" Mary asked.

% Ob, flattering her, of course,” replled
Grace. * And really I never lhonrht she
was 80 very bashfal, Bat ehe fs strikingly
—not handsome, but some way fascinating.
If I were Mis Isabells Lloyd I might be
jonlons.”

Mst Donovan felt himselt pulled by
the sleeve, and, on looking round, saw
Po, Brady by his side.

* Well, Peg, what's the matther 1"’ says
Mat Donovan,

She pointed to the captain and Bemy
Morris,

“Ob, ay, tls Besey,” he remarked. *I
didn’t kno' she was here till I see her on
the ditch & minate ago.”

Peg Brady kept her eyes fixed upon his
face, but she saw nothing there but a
smile of admiration and plessure, as he
watched them.

* Beesy always had a great respect for
you, Mat,” says Peg Brady.

“Well, I b'lleve she had,” says Mat
Donovan,

“ Asa friend,” returned Peg Brady.

‘' A & friend,” Mat Donovan repeated,
% What else 1”

“ Bat she’s not the same since the was
in Dablin,” sald Peg Brady. “I must
tell you somethin’ wan uv these days.
Mind the captain, how pleasant be fs.”

Bessy Morris turned away to seck Judy
Brophy—who was taken possession of by
one of her new admirers, and seemed quite
intoxicated by hishigh flown compliments
—when the word “sojer”” fell upon her
ear, and on looklng up she saw a group of
Pe%Bndy'l speclal cronies regarding her
with meaning looks, and whispering
smong themselvee, keeping thelr eyes
fized upon her all the time, It wac plain
they knew her secret ; and wherever she
turned she fancied she met looks of ens-
picion and malice. This was mere fancy ;
but, perbeps, it wes consclence made a
cowsrd of her. Sbe wished she had
remained at home, and a pang shot
throngh her heart at the thought of how
people would talk of her. She brightened
up as she passed Mat Donovan, for the
same honest emile #s ever met her scru-
tinlsiog glance, She could almcet have
thrown herself into his arms for shelter
from the poironed arrows which she fan-
cled were about being launched at her.

TO BE CONTINUED,

HEROIC MISSIONARIES,

THE CARDINAL SENDS TWENTY OF
THEM TO CENTRAL AFRICA.

Oa the Feast to S8, Peter and Paul, at
the Cathedral of Alglers, the solemn cere-
mony of the departure of the twenty
members of the Soclety of Algerian Mii-
sloners for Equatorial Africa was held.
The great church, decked for a high fosti-
val, was filled by thronged crowds who
oame to witness the function. The great
and little Seminaries of the Mislon, the
priests of nelghborlng parishes, and the
titular Canons formed a long cortegs in
attendance on Cardinal Lavigerle, who
gredded over the ceremony, After Bene.

fction the choir savg Gounod’s eplendid
Chant du Depart, during which the twenty
young Apostles, with Pere Gerboin at
their head, formed lnto a semi.circle be.
fore the altar. After the first verse of the
hymn wes finlshed Oerdinal Lavigerle
epoke to the travellers. They were going,
be told them, amidst the heat of rivairies,
peselons, and divisions of nations. They
were to range themselves on no elde iIn
the quarrel, for any political reacon ; falth
and humenity muet be thelr double
motive. ¢ Be filled with respect for
authority where it is established ; give all
equally the ald of your charity ; mingle
neither your ocaute nor your name in
human interests. I have wished, in send-
log you, that all pations who have
Interests in Aftrica should here be repre-

ted see g you not onl

Frenchmen, as is natural, since your wor
took root and grew up on the soil of
France ; I see here reB:uenhtlveu of Eag.
land, Germany, and Belgium—in a word
of all the powers, which at this moment
fight African civilization. . . . . Ask of
God (be concluded) to bless especially
those who are ahead of all others in this
work, namely, the common Father of all
Christlane—Leo XIII—and afier him—I
my it is a solemn homage to the truth—
Eoglaud, which was the first to take up
our crusede with enthusiasm, and which
has, at my prayer, sought and obtalned,
as has always been my detire, an assembly
of the gowan." At the end of thess
words the Cardinal advanced along the
foot of the aitar as far s the misslonariee,
where, stopping, he proceeded to kise their
feet. After the Oardinsl, the whole clergy
and congregation also came to kiss the
mieslonaries’ foet, and so the ceremony
ended, And the twenty misslonarics
went on thelr way to mid: Afrlca,

It Baved His Lifa,
GrrTLEMEN, — I can recommend Dr.
Fowler’s Extract of Wild Strawberry, for
it saved my life when I was about six
months old. We have used it in onr
family when required ever since, and it
never fails to cure all summer complaints,

I am now fourteen years of age,

Francrs Warsn, Dalkeith, Ont.

Mr. G. W. Macally, Pavilion Mountain,
B. C., writes: “ Dr, Thomas’ Eclectric
Oilis the best medicfne I ever used for
Rheumatism. Nearly every winter I am
laid up with Rheumatism, and have tried
nearly every kind of medicine without get-
ting any benefit, until I used Dr. Thomas’
Eclectric Oil, It has worked wonders for
me, and I want aaother supply for my
fiiends, &c.”

Miss Helen R+ Sinclair,
of Ninette, Man , writes that sbe has used
Burdock Blood Bitters for loss of appetite
and headache with the greatest benefit
and heartily recommends it, Her ex.
perience is shared by thousands, B, B. B,
i8 & specific for headache,

MILBURN'S ABOMATIC QUININE WiNE is
distinotly superior to auy other as an
appetising tonio and fortifier,

AMONG THE MAORIS,
BABIES DROWNED BY HEARTLESS
MOTHERS—NUNS AND MISSIONAR-
1ES TORTURED.

Plttaburg, Pa., June 10.—Rev, Father
Lawzence, & Fresch Oatholic misionary
of the Order of the Immaculate Concepe
tlon, has juet concluded a series of meet.
inge ot St, Philomena’s church, Pittaburg.
He ls now in New York whence he will
nil for France and repair to the mother
house of the Order. Father Lawreuce
has spent twenty three years as & misslon.
ary Mnong the Meorls in New Zealand,
and after hls retreat will return thither to
take up his work. He tells a most
remarkable story of his experience with
the Msorls,

“The people,” he says, “ exhibited some
of the worst forms of savagery. Toe kill.
iog of infant children was an ordinary
occurrence. Ibaveseen inhuman mothers
take thelr little ones to the water’s edge,
plunge them in until they died from suf-
fooation, and then rend the tiny, lifeless
bodies, limb from limb, We mimionaries,
although powerless to break up this prac:
tice, exerted ourselves to rescue as many of
the children as we could, with the ultim-
ate object of bring them into the Christian
fold when they reached mature years
The first time that I was foxtunate enoungh
to capture a mite of humanity in t!
mauuer, [ felt sorely perplexed as to how
1 was to take care of it. There was no
milk procurable, and I knew that solid
food wounld be uselees as sustenance for an
infant. I went lnto a rude charch which
bed been erected for our mission, and,
falllng on my knees, prayed to God to
send me an inepiration. As I left the
church the first object that met my gsze
was o ewe, her udder heavy with miik,
and to all appearance placed there by Pro-
vidence for the very purpose concerning
which I bad been ln such embarrassment.
Without more ado I placed my infant
charge in a position to absorb the needed
nourlehment, which it did with evident
gusto, Ibad the child and its strange fas.
ter-mother lodged iIn my own quarters,
end the dumb animal discharged its
maternal duty with a fidelity equal to that
of a human belng, sometimes even rapping
on the floor with ita feet when the baby
reeded attention, This was the beglnning
of a system which has eince developed,
until there are now over seven hundred
infants in the hande of the misslonaries in
New Zseland, whoee eustenance 1s derived
almost exclusively from the milk of ewes.

“1 bave been subjected to shocking
tortures. I have been strung up for ten
days by & cord attached to my hands,
which were tted behind my back ; my toe
nalls were torn off, aud—see these deep
grooves in my arms. they are the scars re-
maloing where the flesh was cut from the
wrist to the shoulder in strips nearly one
inch tbick.

* I have also been to China,” continued
Father Lawrence, in retponse to & quee-
tlon, “and I don’t want to go back, I
was one of & number of priests and nuns
engaged in misfonary work at Pekin.
We were arrested, thrown Into prieon,
snd arrangements made for our executlon.
One day the nune, twenty-four in num.
ber, were taken forth and thrown into
buge coppers filled with botling pltch. It
was a horrible death, and made an {mpres-
sion upon miad which time can mnot
eradicate. Oa_the followlug dmy the
other priests and myself were to meet the
snme fate. The suspense was terrible,
Our only solece was in prayer. Toward
evening on the vigll of our execution a
great commotion oceurred outslde the
the walle of our prison, There was a
messured tramp of feet, a clash of arms
and a murmur of volces which we be.
Heved to indicate the coming of the exe.
cutloners. The volces grew louder, and
wonder of wonders, the words that leli
upon our ears were in French language.
Then the prison doors were broken in, snd
we found ourselves in the embrace of a
detachment of soldiers, the vanguard of
& body of troops sent to protect French
citizens in China. Shortly sfter this
occurrence I left that country never to
return,”

Father Lawerence Is slxty years of age
and hes expended nearly all his private
fortane in New Zsaland mission work.
He was the guest here of Capt, J, J,
McGualre.

— P S

PROTESTANT TESTIMONY,

F E
(Fioeat Ryamautatybrmidont of the o
Assoolation 1n s‘t’.‘%.‘.l‘ﬁ?"“" o
*I am a Protestant and I presume most
of you are Protestants, but there fa no
blinking this fact: The Catholles are in
this country and in Ireland abead of us in
soclal purity. You can take a Protestant
family into London slum and put them
Into a dirty room on the right hand top of
the stalrs, and then put a Catholle family
on the other side of the stalrs, and you
will find after two, three or four years
half of the girls of the Protestant family
have gone to the bad and every member
of the Catholic family have retalned thelr
virtue. I was setonished when I went to
Ireland by tha contrast between that
country sud our own. 1 found the people
there living in miserable hovels, num-
bsys of them in places where no human
being should live, emall, dark, over.
crowded lairs, in which both 8eXes are
shamefully herded to, ether, I heard
ftoxp _Protestant an Catholic, from
Unionist and. Home Ruler alike that,
although they may be packed togethe;
as if in a stye, in Kerry and elsewhere
you will find they are the most virtuous
peasantry in the world, How is that 1
I tell you it is becauge the priests have
preached sedulously and Inculeated in
the coufessional and in families the
dut’es of parents to children and the
duty of young people to each other, In
this matter the result is, I say fraukly,
& moral miracle hefore which we Protes.

tants have reason to bo i
w our h
romimty : eads in

The Cheapest medicine in use i
Thomas’ Ecleotric 0il, becanse csomvla):y:
h‘tt.le of it is required to effect a oure,
For croup, diphtheria, and diseases of the
lungs and throat, whether used for bathin
the'ches_h or throat, for taking internally
orTxlr;\hu.lmg, it is & matchless compound,

© Buperiority of Mother Graves’
Exterminator is shown by its goo?l t‘a‘t,iz?b]:

on the children, Purch
ooy urchase a bottls and

Miuard’s Liniment for sale ererywhercy
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AUGUST, 30, 1890,

MAWKISH MODERN PHILAN-
THROPY,
London Universe, July 26,

The feast of thelr great countryman, St
Vincent de Paul, was celebrated with due
solemnity by the Marlst Fathers at the
Church of Notre Dame de France, Lalces
ter Sqnare, on Sunday. The High Mase
was 'unﬁ- by Father Qaerpillon, asslated
by two Fathers of the mleslon ; and the
Rigkt Rev. Dr. Pattorson, Bishop of
Emmaus, who was preseat, was attended
by Fathers Mijolls and Chasrier, Awmo
the comgregation was the president
several prominest mombess of the Scciety
of 8t. Vincent de Paul,

His Lordship the Blshop of Emmaus,
preaching on bebalf of the patzonage work
of the soclety, dwelt on our responaibility
to God, which was founded on three great
conslderations which Christians and Catb.
olica should always have before their eyes
—first, that He created us ; secondly, that
He redeemed us; snd, thirdly, that we
owed to Him the sanctification of oursouls
by the indwelling of God’s holy spirit,
whereby each Chrlstlan became a temple
of God. Then we owed responaibility to
God for all the extrinse gifts given to us
—for our talents, the strength and energy
of our wlll, our opportunities, education,
and soforth, and for the gifts of fortune,
And, in addition to all these things, to
come to the matter on which he had to
addrees them that day, we owed responsi-
bility for those feelings of mercy and com-
pestlon which were eaated so deeply in
our nature that human soclety was com-
pacted and held together by them, and that
to Imsgine a soclety lacking those feclings
would be to imagine a forests of wild
beasts,

THE DWELLERS IN GREAT CITIES

had that brought before them more than
those who lived in the country. Oane
could rot live in a great city without bav-
ing the needs of his fellows forced upon
bis notice. Ins huge city like London
the contrasts between the rich and poor
was too obtrusive to escape the motice of
the most inobservant, trivisl, and foollsh
person, The question then aroee how that
unhappy condition of things was to be re-
lieved. Many thought that there wasa
anacea to be found for those woes of
umanity, but he was not of them—when
the sea was dried up and the sun ceased to
give light then, but not till then, might be
found the pbilosopher’s stone that could
do that. So long as human soclety ex-
isted, founded as it necessarily was on in
equality, there must remain those excessive
heights and depths; and any one that
ceme forward with & panacea, be it
STATE SOCIALISM
or leglalation which would regulate the
rice of things, and especlally the price of
abor, was convicted of belng more or lesws
a charlatan—eof belng at bust & fanatic, ez
at worst a kmave. No practical man
could believe in any panacea that would
act in & wholesale manner and change the
whole of soclety, What, then, was the
remedy? While there was no such
panaces, no such royal road for the rellef
of human distress and misery, they read
n the lives of the saints the only possible
remedy for those widespread woes and
rufferings of human nature, and were
tsught to eee in them opportunities for
attaining Christlan perfection, and, though
no definite remedy was prescribed, a prin.
clple was laid down which, if 1t were
only acted upon by the greater part of
mankind, would infallibly produce the
correction of most of thoee woes. Many
objected, and In perfect good faith, that
in spite of all that was said of
THR GOOD DONE BY CHARITY,
any one who tried to bring that princlple
of charity to bear found an enormous
difficulty in dolng eo. That was most
true, and he bad not lived for five and.
thirty yearaas a priest in London without
belng perfectly well aware that there were
few things in which it was more easy to
do barm and more difficult to do good
than In that matter of charity, Ou
clvilization was so complex, and the vice
and corruption of the artificlal soclety ic
which thev lived was so great as to make
it most d!fficult to satisfy themselves that
they were doing good when they gave
alms to a poor man, They knew per:.
fectly well that
THE HANDS STRETCHED OUT TO THEM IN
THE STREETS
were almost invariably the hands of thos
who came under the ban of the Apostl
St. Paul, who sald, “If a man will no
wotrk, pelther let him eat,” With hi
wonderful ssgacity that salnt saw at ¢
glance how that beautiful phenomena pre
sented by the primiuive Church, in whicl
all men were so penetiated with the lov
of God and of Jesus Christ that no on
called anything his own, was susceptibl
of great drawbacks and dangers, anc
therefore he lald down
THAT STERN DECREE, 80 UNLIKE THE MAW
KISH UTTERANCES OF MODERN PHIL-
ANTHROPISTS,
« If any man will not work, nelther le
him eat.” Acknowledge, then, that |
was most difficult to do any good to th
poor ; he gave them the clue to that difti
calty. Men of business, for Instance, ha
not time to ascertain the worthiness o
the objects who claimed thelr compassion
and hence the value of such institution
as that Soclety of St. Vincent de Paul fo
which he sppealed to thelr sympathie
that day. He would particularly meatio:
as worthy of every confidence and eup
port the patronage work of that soclety
That work consieted In
TAKING IN HAND THE YOUNG UNFRIENDE
LABORING BOYS.
and youths of London, in trying to knov
them with a certaln degree of intimacy, t
ascertain their moral and religlons con
ditlon, and to back them up in thei
endeavors to keep themeelves straight wit
God and soclety. He was present theda
before at the opening of a new instalmen
of that work at Soho—that work whic
had already instituted all over the worl
clubs or homes for unfriended and home
less boys, It was not possible to oonool\j
any reasonable objection to such a wor
as that. The care of those boys for th
purpose of keeping them In the good wa
was & work
ABSOLUTELY WITHOUT ANY DRAWBAC
WHATBVER,

It was one of unmixed good, and b
knew from his own experience how man
working men there were who owed ever)
thing to such & home as those he spok
of. They may not all be able to jol
actively in the work of the soclety, bo
they could give it thelr sympath
and support, He wurged them |




