. Sanday. He, sccordingly, went round
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CHAPTER XX.

\
MR. PEARSON 8 IDEA OF CONSCIENCE
{OM REILLY 8 SECRET —A RECONCILIA-
LION-—MIKE SHERIDAN'S MARRIAGE,
o the course of the next week, Henry |
Blake happened tw bear that there was
w be @ grand celebravion of sume kind
in St. Peter’s Ohurch, ca tho lollowing

amongst his friends and made up a party
“ for St. Peter's.”’ The Thomsons and
the Pearsons uad long beeu anxious LO
near the Bishop preach, and here was
a golden opportuuity, for the Bishop
was to preach at High Mass and then
there was one of Mozart's Grand Massos
to be sung., Altogether it was to be a
great occasion, so the Thomsons and
Pearsons were all to go under the gaid-
ance oi Mr. Henry T. Blake, who en-
gaged to flnd cumfortanle seats for
them,

Sunday came, and our party sob out
in good time for St. Peter’s, so as to be
in for the opening ceremonies, a8 Heory
sald, Zsch Thomson and his sister
were located in Tim Flanagan's pew, to
the great annoyance oi iilie, who sat
next them. ** They were really a cause
of dist ¢ L Kilie nsed to say,
 with their talking and pointing, and
asking questions about ev erything they
saw, just as if they were in a theatre.
1 hope Henry Blake will never ask us

ant friends. It he does, I am deter-
mined to go to an early Mass Lhat day,
30 as to avoid them.”

They were all very attentive during |
the sermon, but when it was over, and
the music had again commenced, great
was Bllie's distress and vexation to see
Zach turn his back to tho altar so as to
faco the music. Others of the party |
dld the same, but Heary, as usual, took
the matter very coolly. Reclining with
graceful negligence iv & corner of the
pew, his attention was divided between
watohing the effect of the music on his
companions, and pointing out to their
observation the various movements
going on in the Sanctuary. When Mass
was over, they all walked down the aisle
together, talking in an audible voice of

|
l
|
for seats again, for any of Lis Protest- ; cap fitted him too well for his self-com-
|
l
|
|
|
|

many eminent men, whose conscience
tells then from day to day what the
old Quaker said to his son, by way of a
parting advice : ‘Make money, Oba-
diah—honestly, if thee can—but be sure
thee make it.'"’

“ You may laugh as you will, gentle-
men,” said Pearson, testily, ** but I
say again, that all religion is founded
on counscience. Conscience is the
divine law written on the table of the
heart."

* Why, my dear sir,"’ said Edward,
¢ that is just what you told us before,
though in different words. Conscience
is, according to yon, the divipe law—
the law and the Gospel—and the di-
vine law is—conscience. Some other
time I shall be happy to renew this
interesting subject, but, for the pres-
ent, we part here. Henry, could you
wot furnish Mr. Pearson, at your
leisure, with some useful hints on con-
sciense ? For instance, it would be in-
teresting to examine what manner of
eonscience poor Hugh Dillon had, and
how he came by it. I fear the Common
Schools, and your favorite system of
mixed education ‘ could a tale unfold '
regarding the peculiar bent of many a
ccnseience. (Good morning, ladies and
geatlemen {"' So he took the old
gentleman's arm and walked away, with
2 bow and a smile leaving the others to
think and say what they pleased about
himsolf and his peculiar opinions.
Mr. Pearson was by no means sorry to
get rid of so close a reasoner, and
Henry was nettied by his cousin’s part-
ing words. Perhaps he felt that the

placency, which was usually wonder
fully easy and comfortable. Thomson and
the ladies were all amused, and had no
particular feeling except that of good-
humored satisfaction at Pearson’s dis-
comfiture.

“ A queer sort of conscience he must
have himself I’ said Pearson, pettishly,
as ho took a seat in an easy-chair in
Heury's drawing: room.

¢ Of whom do you speak, pa ?" in-
quired Jane.

“ Why, of that young Flanagan, to
be sure. His conscience won't allow
him to eat meat on Kriday, and it
makes him kneel to a fellow-man to ask
pardon for his sins. Now, [ have not
the slightest doubt but he prays to the
Virgin, and all the other old Saints

what they had seen and heard. The

leave the Church in such disedifying
company.

“ Well | what do you think of that
sermon, Mr. Thomson ?"" said Hen
as they walked along together
leaving the church. ** The
preacties well—don't he 2"

** Yoy, he is considerable of a preach
er,”” said Thomson, with a sagacious
shake of the head ; ** bat I don't al-
together like his way ol talkiog. He
gobms 10 assume too much authority.
Now, il we bad a minister to stand up
aud talk in any such way—to tell us we
must do so and so—why, the fact is,
wo would send him about his business
We

before the week was o would
show him that we were the masters, |
oot he 2"’

Henry langhed, was about to
make some hum roply when

piy,
Bdward Flonazan and his fasher-in-law
ame np.  Margaret was not with them,
as sbe had been to an earlior Mass,

‘8o you were all abt St. Peter's,”’
ward with a smnile.
* Yes, and we were just talking

the sermon,”’ said Henry.

I'homson inds fault with the Bishop for |

speaking too much like & master."

“ And why mnot?" said Kdward,
qaickly. ** He is really our master
ur master in the scieuc
and we Catholies are proud to ackoow
edge our subj setion to such
it is by their veachings that we hope to
save our souls 2"

“ Talk of saviang soals,” Mr.
Pearsop. ** I can't forgivo your chureh
jor teaching that there is no salvation

of salvation,

said

beyond her pale. My belief is, that
salvation can be obtained in every
church, or even without a church, if

men are only faithiul to their duties as
Td!l()llill creatures. v

* And, pray, how are men to know
asked Kdward, at the

those duties 2"
qame time endeavoring to repress a
smile, ‘* What is to be our ruale or

guide ?''

“ Why, conscience, to be sure |-—-what
ther guide do we require 2"

“ It is hardly sullicient, my dear
sir 1" said Bdward, so gravely, that
)' Callaghan could not help laughing.

¢ Hardly saflicient 1"

Pearson, in undisguised amazement.
* Do you mean to tell me, young man,
that conscienco is not the inward moni-
sor ; the beacon, as il wore, that guides
1o the heavealy port 2 Do you Papists
elieve in conscienoce, or do you not 2"’

“ We do !"' said dward, calmly and
smphatically. ' But will you have the
goodness to tell me, in the first place,
what you mean by conseience il

* Why, the voice of God speaking
within us, teaching us to do good and
shun evil."

“ Hlow, then, does it happen that ity
dietates are not always the same ?
ilow is it that conscience forbids the
Jew to eat pork, and the Mahometan
to drink wine, yot permits the Chris-
vian to do both 2 The conscientious
Mabometan is bound to keep as many
wives as ho can manage to support ;
she Mormon conscience is equally ac-
sommodating ; while youar conscience
.nd mine allow but one wife. You, as
+ Baptist, conscientiously believe that
nfant Baptism is not necessary, while I,
as a Qatholic, beliove that it is essen-
sially and absolutely necessary. How
{0 you account for all these diserepan-
vies on the part of consciencs, if it be,
say, the unerring voice of

o vou
God "’
'ne others all laughe d, for P'earson

yery point

w5 0f consclenct

hat man had light

sive sermons, an

onough within himwelf to insare his | gradually retting over his bashfulness,
slvatton, 1 he atd bat follow its | ** 1I'm glad to find that you both think
evelations. | «n well of Alice, but, unfortunately,
How you like t'earsor . people are altogether opposed to
aaild his fr d Thon “ [ guess | tuo Byrnes, and, ol eourse,
ow've met your mateh tihis time ver think of marrying Alice withont
‘A slippery jade i3 that same conscl- | their consent. It scems ny father and
ence,’’ observed 0'Callaghan. ‘‘lece s | Mr. Byrno had a sort oif falling out

Flanagans staid behind, unwilling Ln1 Do you really think he does, Henry 2"’
|
|
Bishop |
|

masters., {

repeated Mr.

vere the only ¢ffec- | up by a pious, virtuous mother."’

Lhis very city there are,to my knowledge, | long ago, when

that Papists make so much to-do about.

he added, with solemn anxiety depicted
on his face.

“ I'm quite sure of it,”’ said Heory,
laughing. ** You could never under-
stand the mysteries of Kdward Flana
gan's conscience it is a perfect laby-
| rinth, my dear sir, Ounly think of his
believing it a grievious, nay, I might
almost say, an unpardonable sin, to
miss Mass on Hunday. You couldn’t
get him to stay ountside the church-
| door five minutes before service com-
menced, on any conceivable account.
| No matter how interesting the subject
| on which he was conversing, the min-
ute he reaches the church door, in he
And as for entering a Protest-
{ ant place of worship, his conscience
| would denounce that in toto. Itis just
the same with the whole family of the
| Ilanagaus. They are a good sort of
| psople in their way, but so precise
| in their notions of religion, so exceed-
| ingly conscientious, if you will, that
*yuu cannot got one of them an inch
|

| goes.

| from the track."
| A little later in the afternoon, Mike
| Sheridan called at .Tim Flanagan's,
and, after some preliminary conversa-
tion, asked Tim, in a low voice, if
he couldn't have a word with him and
Mrs., Flanagan in private.

¢ Certainly, Mike!” said Tim,
standing up. ‘‘ Nelly dear,”” to his
wife, ** Mike wants to speak to us.
Come into the next room a minute."

“ Never mind, father,”” said Kllie,
with a mischievous swile, ‘‘ John and
1 will go instead. It is something
new,"” she added, glancing at Mike's
blushing face ; ** it is something new
for Mike Sheridan to have a secret.
You may be sure it is worth keep
ing. Is it not, Mike ?

But Mike did not choose to answer.

John coughed significantly as he fol-
lowed his sistor from the room. When
they were gone, Mike seemed ab a loss
how to begin his communication. Ile
walked to the window, sat down again,
looked here and there round the room,
in search of courage, but courage had

| forsaken him, and was not to be so
easily recovered. Tim and Nelly
ivhkel at each other and smiled.

ily nodded to her husband, as much

s wo say : ‘' Can’t you help him out
with it 7"’ whereupon Tim cleared his
throat with his hand to his mouth, and
took the initiative.
« 1 think I can partly guess what
yeu bave to say to us, Mike. Tom
Reiliy told us of a certain little mat-
ter that would all go on swimmingly,
| only for a certain little difficulty that
| stauds in the way. BEhl Mike, am
| I right or am I wrong  atd
|  The ice thus broken, Mike became
| quite resolute all of a sudden, and
| dashed into his subject with a sort of
llh\spur;\tiun. *“ You're quite right,
Mr. I'lanagan, that's just what brought
me here. As Tom has told you so
‘ much, it will save some trouble. Now
[
1
|
|

what do you think yourselves of Alice
Jyrne—you know herself and all be-
longing to her 2"
“ Yes, indoed, Mike, we know them
all—root and branch,’’ said Tim, ** for
they're from our own parish at home,
and we never knew anything but what
was good of them. They belong to the
real old stock "'
‘S0 Mrs. Reilly tells me,” said
Mike with a smile. *‘ She seems well
acquainted with the family-tree, and
thinks highly of it."”
“And as for Alice
gserved Mrs. Flanagan,

"

herself,"" ob-

make a good wife. One

“ Well now,” said Mike, who was

|

altogether made it up.

‘“ she's a nice
was rather dogmatical at times, and this | modest, sensible girl, and I'm sure will
was one on which he often
held forgh, insisting on it that the dic- | greatly in her favor, she was brought

thing is

to take a little drop, and they never
I know my
mother thinks well enough of Alice,
but she doesn't like to say against
my father. Now you know, Mr. Flana-
gan, it is not very hard to bring my
dear father to reason—his heart is so
good—so I just want you to put in
a word for me, He may speak a little
nard or so, at first, against the Byrnes,
but you know as well as I do that
he has no malice or wickedness
in him against any human being, and if
all fails you, you can bring him round
as once on the score of religion. He'll
not go beyond that. You may tell him,
t 0, that it would make me so happy if
he'd only give his consent, for 1'm sure
Alice Byrae is just the girl that would
suit me."”
“ Well ! and how does her pulse
beat ?'' asked Tim, slily. ‘‘ I hope
she has no dislike to the Sheridan’'s—
eh ! Mike 7"’
Mike reached over the table for his
bat, and the smile that brightened his
handsome features was more expressive
thau any words.
¢ Ohl as to that,” said he, twirling
his hat between his hands, ‘* as to that,
I must only take my chance. I'm will-
ing to try my luck with Alice.”
“ But why don't you get Father
Pdwer to talk to your father,” sa'd
Tim. ** I'll do what I can, and I have
great hopes of succeeding ; but you
know yourseli that one word from the
priest would do more than if any one
olse was preaching for a year to him."
1 know that well enough,”” replied
Mike; ** but if I can help it, T§don't
want to speak to Father Power about it
till I get my father's consent. I'm
leaving that for the last chance."’
¢ And why so, Mike ?"" said Mrs,
Flanagan,
' Why, because, ma'am I don't want
to let Father Power know anything
about the coolness — at least, if I can
help it. He might think ill of father,
on account of it, and I'd be sorry for
that, for he's a good, kind father as any
in New York.”'
“ God bless you, Mike,” said Mrs.
Flanagan, *‘ you were always a good
son, and your luck will be the better
for it.”
Tim said nothing, but he shook Mike's
hand so warmly at parting, that Mike
went away with the full consciousness
of his approbation.
Mike had hardly turned the corner of
the street when in came DNirs. Reilly,
brimful of the news. Mrs. Flanagan
would have persuaded her to take off
her bonnet and stay a while, but no !
she was on her way to Vespers, and
just came out a little before Tom to
step in and see how they all were.
“ Bat that's true, said Mrs. Reilly,
as if suddenly remembering something,
“ did you hear of the mateh that’s on
foot 2"’
“ What mateh ?'’ sald Tim, evasively.
“ Why, Mike Sheridan and Alice
Byrne. They say it's going to be, for
cer'ain. What are you laughing at,
itllie—you and John ?"’
“\We were thinking of poor Tom,”
said John ; *“isn’t it too bad that Mike
should cut him out, and ke the first in
the field 2"’
Mrs. Flanagan looked reproachfully
at the young people, but it was too
late. Mrs. Reilly’s dignity was al-
ready up in arms. ‘‘You're under a
great mistake, John,” said she, sharp-
ly; * Tom Reilly has no such notions
in his head. If every one thought as
little of marriage as he does, it might
be well for them—d’ye hear that now ?
And, another thing, John, if Tom Reilly
thought fit to look after Alice Byine, it
isn't Mike Sheridan she'd be taking,
though I have nothing to say to Mike—
he's a very good lad—in his own way."’
*“ Bat he isn't Tom Reilly, Sally
dear !"’ said Tim, with his usual smile.
“ You've just said it, Tim. I'll say
that for Tom Reilly—though I am his
mother, and by right shouldn’t say it—
that there's not many girls in New
York city good enough for him, No
body knows his goodness as well as I
do,” added the mother, with a flushed
cheek and a moistened eye.
The smiles were all banished in an
instant, and there was no irony, only
all sincerity in the general assurance
that Tom's virtues were known and ap-
preciated by all who knew him.
* Well, thank God for that same,’’
gaid the widow, earnestly. ‘' It would
ill become him to be anything else, for
God knows he has no bad blood in him
—not a drop. He had as decent a man
to his father as ever stepped in shoe
leather."’
“ And as to his mother,” said the
incorrigible Tim, ** we'll say nothing.
She's anything—but a decent woman!"
So saying he make his escape through
a neighboring door, leaving poor Mrs.
Reilly laughing heartily. Mrs. Flana-
gan had not yet recovered her former
cheerfulness, but she could not help
smiling.
“ Well ! just listen to what he says !
he couldn't live without his joke, I do
believe.”'
* Never mind him, Nelly dear!"”
said Mprs. Reilly, as she gathered her
shawl around her. ‘* I know him too
well to be offended at anything he says.
I'll be up to him one of these days, or
I'll lose a fall. Is any of you going to
Vespers 2"’
Yes, they were all going except Mrs.
Flanagan, so Mrs. Reilly thought she
would wait, as she knew Tom was gone
around the other way. When Tim
made his appearance, *‘ ready for the
road,”” as he said himself, he had on
the same waggish smile, and Mrs.
Reilly shook her fist at him with a
menacing air, but they walked off to-
gether as good friends as could be,
John and Ellie bringing up the rear.
In the evening when Mrs. Reilly and
Tom were seated at their comfortable
tea-table, the mother suddenly laid
down the cup she was raising to her
lips, and addressed her son who sat
opposite. Her words went straight
from her inmost heart, for Mrs. Reilly
was as guileless as a child, and never
practised equivocation.
“ Now, Tom, [ want o ask you one
question, and 1 know you'll tell me the
truth.”’
1 wouldn't wish to
thing else, mother. Bat

tell you any-
what is it 2"’

“ Did you and Alice Byrne ever keep
company, or did you not?

That's a

both of them

used

plain answer,”
was evidently uuprepared for such a

was well known amongst their young
friends that Alice had a high opinion of
Tom Reilly, and could have been easily
won had he chosen to woo. But Tom
wade the required sacrifice, and it made
his good mother happy, and drew down
the blessing of God, for God loves, and
promises to reward self-denial.

That same evening, Tim Flanagan
and his wife walked over, after tea, to
Dan Sheridan's, Mike and Annie were
speedily ordered out by Tim, who told
Mike to get up and take Annie out for
a walk. It was fine moonlight. ‘' But,
mind you don't be long,"” said their
mother.

*+ Oh | never fear, mother! we'll be
back in half an hour or so,’’ eried
Annio, well pleased to get a gligpse at
the bright moonlight sky. Mike nodded
to Tim as he passed, as much as to say .
“ 1 leave my cause in your bands.”
And Tim nodded in reply : *‘ I under-
stand you—go in peace !"’

When the young people were gone,
Tim went skillfully to work, beginning
at a safe distance from his real object,
and gradually bringing it into view.
Dan was at first very surly on it, and
said if Tim had nothing better to do
than praise up the Byrnes he might
stay at home. He didn’t owe them any
ill-will, but one of them should never
come into his family as long as he could
prevent it. ButTim wasably seconded
by Nelly, and finally, Mus. Sheridan
herself took their side of the question,
admitting that, after all, the Byrnes
were decent, respectable people, and,
good Catholies, and for her part, she
didn't see that Mike could do better.

¢ And, more than that,” said Tim,
“ it shows that Neddy Bryne is more
forgiving than you, Dan, for he says he
has no objection to the match, if you
can be brought round. Jndeed I have
good reason to know that he feels bad
enough about the same coolness. And
as for his daughter, why there isn't a
modester or a better girl anywhere
within my knowing. I tell you what,
Dan, even to say nothing of religion,
which, vou know, forbids us to keep

# It is, mother, and it shall have a
said Tom, though he

question. * We didn't exactly keep
company—that is '’—he hesitated.

* That is,”’ said his mother, taking
him up, * you didn't exactly go a
courting to Alice, but there was a sort
of a liking between you,—eh, Tom ?"’
Thus driven into a corner, Tom
turned sharp round and put the best
{ace he could on the matter. *** As for
Alice, mother, I can't say ;' the poor
fellow's voice quivered, for he could
say, if he liked, * but as for myself, I
can't deny that I once had a liking for
her."

+ And T suppose you have still," said
the mother, with more petulance than
she had ever before shown ; *‘ I see it
as plain as can be. I suppose if Alice
had consented, I'd have had a daughter-
in-law in on me before now, That's
my thanks for staying as [ am, and all
on your account, Tom, when I might
have had a comfortable home of my
own. It's just the way you ought to
serve me.,'’

Tom appeared greatly distressed.
ile pushed away his cup and saucer
from before him, drew his chair back
from the table, and appeared altogether
like one who wus wusing a desperate
effort. ‘¢ Mother," said he, ‘' you do
me wrong —indeed, you do ! T never
thonght of giving you a daughter-in-
law—upon my word, I did not."”

* Well, and how was it that people
got a talking about it i

“I'Il just tell you the plain trath,
mother, as you have heard something of
it, thongh I'd just as soon you had not.
There was a time when I took a great
notion of Alice Byrne, and I said to
mysell that I was sure you'd be well
pleased to have her for a daughter-in-
law, but when I came to turn the
matter over in my mind, I thought
you'd just as soon I didn't marry any
one, and that as we were 8O quiet and
80 happy now, it wouldn't be wise for
me to run the risk of disturbing that

peace. Let Alice be ever so good, and i
let me like her ever so well, I thought sp}fe B , ]
you had the first claim on me, 80 I Why, then, Tim, don't T know that

well enough ? And sure I huv'n't any
spite against Neddy Byrne, or any one
else, for God knows I'd be sorry to hear
of any harm happening to him or his,
but I don't want to have Mike marry
his daughter."

“ Well ! talk’'s cheap,’” said Tim,
gravely, ‘“‘but so long as you don't give
your consent to that, I tell you pat and
plain, there’s no use in your saying you
owe the Byrces no ill-will. Now, I see
plainly that it's only some foolish notion
that's in your head, and with God's
help we'll get it out of it before long.
Here I am now, and here’'s Nelly, and
there's Jenny, your own lawful wife, all
in favor of this mateh, so we'll not let
you budge out of that corner, till you
give your consent. Indeed, it's well
pleased you ought to be to sce Mike
making such a prudent choice. Kven
Father Power thinks a deal of Alice.
I know that myself.”

made up my mind that I'd try and get
over my foolish notions, and, with
God's help, I have succeeded. I prayed
for it early and late, mother, indeed I
did.

* Are you quito sure you've got over
those notions ?'' said his mother, en-
deavoring to conceal her emotion.

¢ Quite—quite sure, mother,” and
Tom raised his eyes to his mother's
face, as if inviting her to examine for
herself. * Haven't I been doing all 1
could for Mike Sheridan, and, thank
God, Alice herself is now well content
to have him.”

« Sp she wasn't always content 2"

“ 1 didn't say so, mother,” said Tom,
blushing faintly. ** It took some time
for her to know Mike, but now she
knows him, and is quite willing to
marry him if the old people on both
sides can be brought round.”

Mrs. Reilly said nothing. Her heart This last blow was a clincher
was full to overflowing, but she could | « eyt (“.“” 1" gaid i,,m 't I e 'l‘”"l.‘
not speak a word., She took out her | | l‘ﬂl‘l't,. ho!d. ot 2"‘; 'hmgn;'.l Oris
h tlxdlgorcl\ief, and slowly wiped away a against 80 many would never do. But,
tear from her cheek, then eleared her | ;oo 1y credit, Tim, only it's you and
throat and prepared to “rezzum_e her | N ly that in it, I wouldn't ',:i\‘;» in, for
ministry at the table. i Won't you | 1 pave no liking for the Byrnes. Still
have :_umther' cup nfl tea, Tom ?'' said and all, as you say Father Power thinks
she, alteralxttla.wlllle. er e well of the girl, and that Mike has
“T believe I will, mother,’’ said Tom, | ta1.an a liking to her, I'll not be the
anxious to prove that he had no linger- | \ho0ng of kcc’;ring it 'b:\ck. You may
ing rog‘r‘P,t for the sacr)ﬂ(?o he_ had | 0] Mike so when he comes in, and be
made. So he drew .‘"‘Ck h.” chair to | e you go ‘to-morrow and tell Neddy
the table, and received ‘,",‘th a smile Byrne that I didn't come ronnd with
the ¢ cup of warm tea ' from his| n¢ oood pressing. | don’t want him
uu).th(-rs hand. I.t was now DMrs, to think me so very soft as to forget
Reilly’s turn to be silent and thought | ;14 times all of a sudden. Now, mind
ful. “Tom spoke of many thivgs, but he | ;3 qo what 1 tell you."” Tim cheer-
could only get half conscious answers. | j,||y agsented. ’
At last, the meal was ended, and the Mike had hardly entered the room
tea-things being removed, Tom took up | when Tim called out: ** Mike, what i.-;
the History of the Bible which he bad | ¢ig [ hear ? Your father and mother,
b‘-’ﬁ" reading aloud. ., |it seems, want you to marry Alice
¢ Just wait a minute, Tom, dear,” | pyyne, and you won't consent, Isn't
said his mother, as she took a seat near | (yo wife good enough for your betters ?
him. * I have just been thinking, my | _ep Mike! answer me that now!"”
son, that it was very selﬁgh 05. me to M;ke was taken quite aback, and
try to keep you from marrying. knew not well how to take this sally;
“ Why, no, mother, it wasn’t selfish, | but, venturing, at last, to look towards
it was only very natural. I have been, | his father, he was speedily re assured,
and I'm sure am still, all the world to | for honest Dan was laughing in a guiet
you, and it was only natural that you | way peculiar to himself. His mother,
should wish to have no rival in my | too, was smiling, and held out her hand,
affection. Think no more about it, | which Mike was notslow to take. From
mother.”’ her he went to his father, who thrust
« 1'il tell you what, Tom,"" persisted | his hands in his breeches-pockets,
the mother, ** suppose I was to tell | though he still continued laughing.
Mike all—don't you think he’'d be “No, no, Mike, no shaking hands
willing to back out, when he'd find out | with me. Tim Flanagan says you're
that youand Alice had a notion of each | holding out against your mother and
other." me, and if she’s so ready to overlook

“ For God's sake, mother, don't| your undatiful conduct, I'm not. Keep
think of any such thing,” cried Tom, | your distance, my good fellow, unless
with unusual warmth. **I give you my | you can prove I'm in the wrong, and,
solemn word that Alice and myself | upon my credit, if you can, I'll let you
never exchanged words on the subject, | marry who you like."'
and since I can't have her myself, I'm “Now for it, Mike!"” said Tim,
well pleased for Mike to have her.”’ laughing. ‘‘Do you, or do you not,

¢ Still and all, Tom "’—

¢ | beg your pardon, my dear mother,
for interrupting you but the short and
long of it is, neither Alice Byrne nor
any one else shall ever divide my heart
with you, while God spares you to me.
I'm quite as happy now as I ever wish
to be in this world. So you see there's
no use talking any more about it. May
I go on now 2"’ he added, with a smile.

“ Well, I suppose so,’”" said his
mother, putting the lamp nearer to him
on the table ; ** I see I must give in.
* What can’'t be cured must be en-
dured,’ as my Uncle Brian used to say ;
the Lord have mercy on him. Ile died
young, Thomas dear, long before 1 was
marrvied, and a better son or a better
brother never broke bread. You put
me in nmind of him, Tom, very often,
especially when you look pleased and
happy as you do now.”

Tom might have returned the compli-
ment, for he thought he had never seen
his mother lock so happy. The light
from one face was reflected on the
other. Tom said nothing, however,
but quietly resumed his reading, won-
dering how he had got over his embar-
rassment so easily. Many a time, in
after years, did Tom refer to that mo
ment as the happiest of his life. And
well he might, for the recording avgel
marked it in lustrous characters in the
book of life. Tom had offered up en
the altar of filial love the dearest affec-
tions of his heart ; and, what was wore,
the prospect of success ; for, although

thereby show yourself a dutiful son, as
you have always been till now? Speak
now, Mike, or hereafter hold your
tongue.”

by his father, ‘‘and, I suppose, [ may

with greater pleasure.

to you, my good, kind friends.

night."”’
him. Accordingly, about ¢
sallied forth together.

going with you, Tim?'’ observed Dan,
as they jogged along side by side.

giving our enemies, and all such things

for the time to come. You kuow

bushes.”

“I know it very well,”’ said Ti
laughing, “and when [ got your m
sage this morning I guessed he had 1. 1

consent to marry Alice Byrne, and

T consent!” said Mike, sitting down

as well tell you, for you all suspect it
already, that 1 never obeyed a command
Many thanks
to you, my dear father and mother, and
I hope
in God you'll never have cause to re-
gret what you have done for me this

Next morning early, Dan Sheridan
sent Annfe to tell Tim Flanagan not to
go to Neddy Byrne's till he was with
o'clock,
he made his appearance, and the two

“1 suppose you're wondering at my

“To
tell you the truth, I was up seeing
Father Power thi. morning, and he got
a talking to me about charity, and for-

until I felt as if I wanted to go right off
and shake Neddy Byrne by the hand, A
and tell him we must be good friends
what
a way Fatber i'ower has with him; he
could a'most charm the birds ol the

you last night, Dan Sheridan ; bat, T
tell you candidly, I never t,h')ught.'su
much of youas | do this minute, [t
Neddy Byrne is the man | take him for

he'll be of the same opinion.” p
And such was really the case. Byrno
was a8 much surprised as pleased by
the truly Christian conduct of Dan
Sheridan, and the tears were in his
eyes as he took his offered hard, and
warmly shook it.

*“ 1 hardly expected this, Dan,” saic

he, ** for, to tell the trath, I'm afraid I
was more in fault than you were."

** Never mind, Neddy, never mind,"’
aid Dan; ‘‘whichever of us was in
fault, we're both sober men, now, and
we've kept it up far too long. As for
me, I can't take the same merit to
myself that you can, for it was Tim
Flanagan here and Father Power that
brought me round. God bless them
both! Let us be good friends for the
time to come, Where's Mrs. Byrne?
she used to be glad to see me., And
this pretty girl of yours that has
turned Mike's head ?"’

Both made their appearance on
Neddy's invitation ; Alice blushing like

a new-blown rose, and her wmother
smiling most graciously., On the fol-
lowing eveuning the Flanagans, the

Sheridans, and the Reilly's were all
entertained at Neddy Byrue's, and then
and there the wmatch was made up, to
the evideut satistaction of all concorned.
Kven Tom Rellly made such a show of
cheerfuluess that uno one could ever
suspect him of any liogering regrei for
what he was about to lose for ever
His pale cheek might have been a shad:
paler than usual as he asked Alice w
dance, and his mother, the only clos
observer of his actions, felt sorry that
she had permitted him to expose him
self to such a trial ; buat, after a while,
she saw, to her great relief, that Tom
was laughing and chatting with his
partner as gaily as though nothing lay
beneach the sparkling surface. Fdward
Flanagan and Margaret were there,
and Mr. O'Callagan was there, and, al-
together, it was a happy meeting.

A week from that day, Mike Sheri
dan and pretty Alice Byrne were mar-
ried by the Rev, Peter Sheridan, belors
the altar in St. Peter's Church, and
happier pair never received priestly
blessing. A nnmerous party of their
friends assisted at the holy sacrifice
offered up for the young couple by the
brother of the bridegroem, and many &
prayer went up to heaven for a bless-
ing on the union thus auspicionsly
formed. The weddicg was held at Dan
Sheridan's by a special stipulation,

TO BE CONTINUED.

ON THE FRONTIER
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There was always a crowd in waitis
when the stage-coach arrived in t
shabby little mining-camp of Singio
River. As a rule, the crowd assemblea
on the long, wide platform in front «
the post-oflice, which was also the stage
office, the hotel, the general store, an
the center from which radiated the
social life of the camp. Above the
post-office was a smail and dingy hal
lighted with dripping tallow candles
and such public amusement or ente
tainments as there were in Singing
River were given in this hall, Th
plattorm in front of the bailding was
the favorite *‘loafing-place’ of the
winers. The arrival of the stage-coac
was the connecting link between Sing
ing River and the great outside worlc
from which the little mining camp was
so far removed. 'The nearest railroa
station was one hundred miles distant
and there was no town within fiftes
miles any larger than Singing Kive:
which was but a hamlet of log cabins,
tents, and slab shanties far up the
mountain side above the little Sing
River in the rocky galch below. T
Singing River was a narrow and shal-
low stream ; but its crystal-clear
waters surged in foamy wavelets around
moss -covered boulders and went sing-
ing on so merrily that there was per-
petual music in even the darkest and
gloomiest parts of the gulch. But
there was ice over the river for seven
months of the year, and then nothing
was to be heard but the dreary sound
of the wind as it went moaning or
shrieking up and down the long, dark
canon.

The winters were long aud bitter
Singing River. Snow began to fly as
early as the last of September, and it
still lay deep in the gulches and in the
narrow, rocky streets of the camp while
the wild flowers were blooming in the
far distant valleys.

But on the December day when this
story opens, the stage arrived a full hour
in advance of the usual time, and only
a few of the men of the camp were at
the post office when Dave Hixon, the
stage driver, drew rein before it, amid
the gently falling snow. There were no
passengers on the outside seats, and no
inside occupants were to be seen. Ap-
parentiy the big stage was empty.

“ Light load this trip, Dave,’” said
big Jim Hart, the postmaster, as he
came out to get the limp and unpromis-
ing looking mail bag.

*¢ I should say so,’”’ replied Dave, as
he took off his wide-brimmed felt hat
and slapped it against the side of the
coach to rid it of the snow that had
fallen upon it.

I reckon travel is about done for
this season over the Shoshone trail, an’
they’ll soon stop sendin’ the coach up
here even once a week, an’ then we’ll
bo clean shut off from everywhere.
No passengers this trip—eh ?"’

“ Only two, an' there's so little of
them that [ reckon 1

they've ratticd
round like peasin a pod inside there."’
Then Dave leaned far downward, and
twisting himself around, called out to
gome one within the stage :
¢ Hello there, youngsters !
right !
shrill,
* Yes sir.”’
“ Well, you'd better erawl out o'
that an' git in where i‘'s warmer, an’
| git some o' Ma'am Hickey's hot supper.
Hoy, Ma'am Hickey, 1've fetched you
| » kind of a queer cargo !"
. The last remark was addresed Lo a
1 | large, round-faced, motherly-looking

Your all

)

childish voice replied :

plain questioa.”

ho said nothing of it to his mother, it ' talking to you.

I was well pleased with

woman who had come to the door of the
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