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Besk not 1o walk by borrowed Light,
But keep unto t own :
bou doest with might,
” u:n toyeelf alone !

Work for some good, not idly lle
Within the human hive;
b the outward men shouid die,
ulud ‘S'ﬁfm the heart alive!

s&lﬂvolnot lg Pc:;% p:ll.n_nd doubt,
v pleasure’s §

thou seexest for without
’hl: mi“ronnd within,

f ne disregard thy claim,

I l‘loy":onh. I::r'lluht attest ;

Nor blush arnd hang the bead for shame
When thou hast aone thy best,

‘What thy experience teaches true,
Ho;{ﬂ .mtl:.lrv’: ;llll'vr te,
o om

ﬂil wiser than & creed. 4

sdein negleat, ignore despair
e Toves sad s endships gone

lant thou thy feet, as on & stair
PAnd mount right up and on ! )

KNOCKNAGOW
OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.

By CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER LL—CoNTINUED,

If we ventured to turn Mr. Edmund
Kiely's thoughts, as he stood with folded
arms upon thlta rock bigh nbafn the lnrgt-
ing see, foto plain prose, we fear some &
ln‘lt ot’ our I")MOIP would not readily set
him down for the sentible fellow he really
was, He wss startled from his reverle,
however, by a vivid flash of lightning,
followed qulckly by a terrific tbunder-
clap that seemed to shake the rocks
sround him, Then, as the old musician
bad foretold, down ceme ‘tho rain in a
hieelng torrent ; and Mr. Eimund Kiely
leaped from his elevated poeition, and,
pulling the collar of hls zaphyr up over bis
ears, made straight for the fisherman’s
cottage, with the flestness of an arrow ;
persuading himself that his only earthly
objact was to cecape getting wet to the
ekin, Raleing the latch, be flang the
door open, and etanding inelde the thres.
hold, shook the rain from his hat and cost
without even lookiag about to see who
or what the inmates of the house might
be. It wae quite plain the young gentle.
man only sought chelter from the thun-
der-shower ! Tae woman of the house,
however, placed a chair in front of the
fire, and invited him to eit down ; and
then he saw an old man with white balr
eitting by the fire, end a young gltl with
dark halr at a table near the emall win
dow, writing or making a sketch upon the
blank leaf of a book.

“] have jist rua in to escape from the
ghower,” Kdmund remarked. ¢ It has
come down very suddenly, but I do not
thivk 1t will last long.”

The door was sgaln opened before the
old man could make any reply, and the
fisherman entered with the water running
down from his “sou’-wester,” and over
his ofl cloth jacket, as if be had just
emerged from the waves. Thrusting his
hand foside his walstcoat, he produced a
letter, and presented it without epeaking
to the old muslclan, who enatched 1t nerv.
ously frcm hls hand, aad retired into an
inner room, followed by the young glrl.

“Who s that old geatlemani” Ed-
mund seked.

%1 couldn’t tell you, sle,” the fisher-
man anewered. * Heeays he lodged here
the year the French vessel was lost in the
bay, That was in my father’s time, and
I waa in Nowfoundland myself. So I
have no recollection of him, There
wasn’t near so many hounees in Tramore
then, and people used to come and lodge
here in the summer. But, though poor
heis bhe’sa gentleman, I'd take my cath
uv that any day.”

“ Ay, ar’ his daughter is a born lady,”
added his wife. * An’they're welcome to
stop for a month if they like before I'd
ax ’em for a penny. ’TI'would rlse the
cockles uv your heart to hear her singin’
the ‘ Coulln,’ an’ her father playin’ id on
the flute. I thought I was in heaven
lstenin’ to ’em last night.”

The old man or his daughter did not re-
turn to the kitchen, and the raln having
ceased quite suddenly, Edmund stood up
to leave, resolving that he would find some
pretext for returning to the cottage mext
day. Seelng that the young glirl bad left
her book, with the fencil in it, on the
table, curlosity impelled him to take it up
and look at it. 1t was a well worn copy
of Moore's Molodles, Glancleg at the
blank leaf between the “Irlsh” and
¢ Natlonal Melodles,” his face betokened
tho utmost astonlshment; for on the
blank leaf he beheld Arthur O'Connor’s
handeome profile done to the life, The
sensatlons created by thls dlscovery were
not altogether of the pleasurable sort ;
and be remembered with some satisfaction
that she spoke of Arthur a little while
before as “the yourg abbe.” There was
also an unfialshed female head, the con-
tour of which remlnded him of some one,
though just then he could not say of
whom ; but he had no doubt it was
msant for % the beautiful glrl” mentloned
1n connection with “the young abbe,”

“'Tis moset extraordlnary,” thought
Edmund, “Arthur and I will most cer-
talnly be at loggerheads some day.”

He wrote with the pencil on the leaf—
“Don’t be cffended. 1 am a friend of
the ycung able.” And slippinga pound
note between the leaves, he replaced the
beok on the table,

‘*It§s quite fine now,” he remarked.
“ There is the moon rising out of the bay,
I shall have quite a plcasant walk back.”
And blddlng the fisherman and his wife
% (3ood evening,” he proceeded on his way
back to the town by the “Doneralle
Walk,” Mionle Delany was among the
moonlight promenaders on the walk—for
one of the advantages of this pleasant
seaside resort Is that five minutes after the
heavlest fall of raln the daintlest feet can
ventare out without fear of wet or mud—
but slas! Mr. Eimund Kiely deliber-
ately turned from the smooth gravelled
welk, and, descendlng to the brink of the
steop shore, stood there for a good hour
aud more, watching the shimmering of the
moonlit bay.

Eimund Klely did not sleep as soundly
as was his wont that night, and in the
morniog he was paclng up and down by
the etorm wall long before there were any
fair nymphs to “speculate” upon among
the breakers, He saw Mat Donovan at
some distance, purchasing cockles from a
barefooted women on her way from the
Back Strand ; and it occurred to him that
Mat would be able to learn something

ne before he could come near
“‘:uu to him, and be put it off
fall in with bim i the course
of the day. Bat dlllnLlh morning and
sfternoon be looked about in vain for &
sight of Mat Donovan. In the ovu::';
be recognized Bessy Morrls and her .
father among the zocke at the Boat-cove,
and leaving Father Oarroll and Anhu'r
0'Connor to comment upon Tom euolo (]
remarkable speech at the lmt * usual
weekly meetin of the “Loyal
National Re Awoclation,” made
bis way over the slippery seaweed,
and, after canﬂnumhg the old weaver
on bls good looks, inquired of K Bessy
whether she had seen Mat Donovan dar-
lnq the day.

‘I saw bim buylng cockles on the
strand early in the morning,” he added,
“but I have not seen him siuce.”

“He went home to-day, oir,” Bessy
answered, looking very lonocent and un-
couasclous.

And the fact was, at that Identical
moment, Willle Kearney and Tommy
Lahy, sitting by the side of a hay-cock in
the kiln.field, were grinding those
same cockles one sgainst spother and
greedily devourlog them ; while Eille was
rollipg the most beautiful “ pair” of
jicketones (coneisting of five) ever seen,
between her hands ; and Jack Delaney’s
twine were making desperate ¢fforts to
choke themselves with two monstrous
lobeter claws—sockles and jsckstones and
lobater claws belog presents from Mat the
Thrasher, who was just then expatiating
vpon the virtues of a pecullar kind of
sand, & emall bag of which be was the
bappy poseessor of, for sharpening a
scythe, and holding forth in his own
expreseive and felicitous manner upon
the wonders of the mlght{ deep, to the
amezement and delight of Tom Maher
and Barrey Brodherick, And st that
moment, toe, Kit Cammius left off abus.
fog her next door neigbbour, and pushing
her dishevelled halr under her cap of
dublous hue, stocd outelde her own door,
and addressing all Knocknagow, gave it
as her private opinion that Mrs. Kearney
looked younger and rosier than her own
dsughters “afther the wather”—an
opiufon which no one in Knocknagow
ventured to contradict, unless a suppressed
v gle-r-r r-out, you bla’gnard,” from the
next door mnelghbour, might be taken as
an expreeslon of diseent,

It seems Mes, Kearney s gone home,”
sald Eimund, after returning to hls com-
panions, *I'm eorry I did noteee them.”

“They were wonderlog why you did
not make your appearance anywhere last
evoning,” returned Father Carroll, I
wanted to puresuade Arthur to spend ths
evening with them, as you could not be
found, but he would not. And, by the
way, | see Sir Thomas Batler’s death an-
nounced in thle paper.”

“ What basthat to do with my refasal 1
Arthur asked

‘“He was Maurice Kearney’s landlord,”
returned Father Carroll. “It may be a
matter of some consequence to them.”

Edmuud, seelng the fisherman in whose
house be took shelter from the rain the
evening before, coming up from the cove
with a boat -hook on his shoulder, hastened
to meet him, The man Immediately
presented him with a letter,

“Ave they gone?” Elmund aeked,
after glancing at its contents,

“They went early this morning elr,”
replied the fisherman,

 Where "’ Edmund asked esgerly.

¢ The Lord knows,” returned the fisher-
man, “An’the Lord bless ’em wherever
they go ; for they behaved well to us any
way. There was some great news in that
letter brought from Waterford yesterday,
but when my wife made the same remark
they said mnothin’.”

The pound-note was enclosed in the
letter which Edmund now held in his
hand, But there was no signature, no
clue by which he could trace them ; onmly
the words: ‘' Many, many thanks—but
we do not now require it. May God blees
you for your kindness, We sball never
forget it.”

‘“Aud s0 ends my dream !” thought
Edmund, ¢ But something tells me I
shall meet her again, She thinks Arthur
lo already o priest; it may be better for
his peace of mind not to be told of that
sketch. It wasa wonderfully true like.
ness, 1 wonder has she made a sketch of
me? “Did you remark that g'lrl with the
old flate-player yuterdag 1” he msked
aloud as he came up with Arthur, who
seemed to have his own fancles at the
moment,

“She was very beautiful,” he replied
absently.

“Beauty ‘llke the night,” rejoined
Edmund,

“ No,” sald Arthur, looking surprised,
“'She wae singularly falr; and her eyes
were blue,”

* There must have been something the
matter with your eyes,” returned Edmund.
*“ I never saw such a pair of black ones in
all my life.”

“Oh, you mean the girl that seemed to
be his daughter 1

“Of course I do.
such eyes 1"

“Well, yes. They reminded me of my
cousin Annle, of whom we were talklng
the other evening.”

‘' Then, by all means keap out of thelr
way—If you would not endanger your
vocation,” sald Edmund, laughing,

Arthur O'Connor looked grave, and
made no reply, He knew he had mo
vocatlon for the Ohurch. But he thought
of his mother, and resolved to strive and
pray for it,

“Thle place is Infernally dull, after all,”
yawned Edmund Klely, “I'm tired of
it already.”

One g{oomy day In the following win.
ter, Arthur was * pounding” for the ex.
aminations, in his room in —— College,
when Father Oarroll was announced.

“Come over to the Ursulie Convent
with me,” sald he, after shaking hands
with the student, *“I'm golng to see
Slster Olare.”

Slster Clare recelved her reverend
brother and his friend with bright emiles
of welcome, and after innumerable in.
qulries about frlends at home and abroad,
she exclalmed lu reply to a question of
Father Carroll’s—* Oh, I'll "brieg her
down to you,” and left the room.

Arthur was 8o occupied examining a

alnting of the Virgin, copled, Sister Ciare
Eld juet told him, by one of the nuns
from an original of one of the old masters

Did you ever see

which & gentloman in the neighbourbood

bad lent to them, that he was not awaye | the

of Stster Clare's return to the room till he

beard Father Carroll n:{.:

“'She s ku{u u| buut;. I see.”

“Ob, the'll be quite s returned
the nun, “Every one of he
beauty.”

An{u turned round ; and if the ple.

ture he had been examining bad moved
its lips or its eyes, bis look could scarcely
bave expressed greater astonishment, Yot
there was nothing in the least mirasalons
to excite his wonder,

“Don’t you know Arthur O'Connor 1"
Father Oarroll acked

“No,” waa the low, hesitating reply,

“ What fs it all about?” exclaimed
Father Carroll, * Ye both look as if ye
had seen & ghost. This is my cousin, M
Kearney ; 80 don't be afrald.”

“] saw Miss Kearney once before,” re-
turned Arthur; “but I did not know
who she was,”

%1 remember,” sald Mary, with a smlle
aud & blush,

“ Where was it 1” Father Oarroll asked.

“In Tramore,” Mary answered,

% Would you like to hear her play?’
sald Slater Clare,

“ Do glve us a tune, Mary,” sald Father
Carroll. “Though I don't know I’ll care
much for your music after Fiaherty. He
was at Major French’s & fow weeks ogo,
and did me the honour of coming over
for an hour or two occastonally—but it
was in compliment to your mother and
her uncle Dan, who, next to Sir Garrett
Butler, he says, was the best friend ever
he had.”

Mary went to the plano, and after &
little hesitation and embarrassment com-
menced sn Irish melody, and plaged ft
with such feeling that Father Carroll ex-
clalmed: “You really play very well,
Msry. And one would think you wanted
to rival Flaherty, That is his favourite
tune; and you play it in his manner,
Did you ever hear him 7”

“No, I never heard Mcr, Flaherty play,
though I often wished to hear him,” Mary
replled,

* She ought to play that air well,” Sls.
ter Clare observed, “ for ehe 1s continually
practielog it. Edmund Kiely was here
Iately, and he would not let her play any-
thing but the * Coulin,’ the ¢ Coulin,’ over
end over,”

“He! is that the way the wind blows?”
sald Father Carroll,

Mary bent her head and laughed, but
made no reply.

After this Arthur O'Connor and Mary
Kearney became great friends, He spent
a week at Christmas at Ballinaclash ; and
two weeks in the summer— be:ides meet
Ing her at the sea-side. Oh, thoase sea clde
musings and communing! But then
Arthur’s mothet openly accused Mary of
trying to lure her son from the high and
holy path he had entered upon ; an sc.
cusation which so palned and shocked the
gentle girl that she Insisted upon break
ing off all further intercourse with him,
Her brother Hugh approved of her
resolution, and even Arthur himeelf ad-
mitted that ehe was right. He purened
his studies industriously, and was among
the students of —— College chosen to be
sent to Maynooth at the examinations
which took place a week or two before
Sir Garrett Batler’s nephew did Maurlce
Kearney the honour of becoming his guest.
Arthur, however, preferred the Irish Col
lege at Parls to Maynooth, and was on
his way to spend a day or two with
Father Carroll before leaving Ireland,
when he chanced to tes Bsrney Brodher
fck and his black donkey in the main
street of Kilthubber. There was some
delay abont the car he had ordered ; and,
a1 he would have to paes by the cottage
ou bis way to Fsther Carroll's, the wish
to tee Mary Kearney once more, and bid
her good bye, became eo strong, that he
wrote a hasty line, asking her to be at the
little window in the ivied gable to shake
hands with him. If she hud no objection,
he sald, he would llke to see her father
and mother, and all of them, before he
left. But, if she feared whispering
tongues might be busy if he called in the
usual way, he would be eatisfied with a
good bye from the garden, He gave the
note to Barney, who thrust it into hls bat,
and, as a matter of course, forgot to
deliver it till Mary’s question, the evening
atter, remizded him of it, when she was
wonderlng whose could be those myster-
fous footprints In the snow from under
her window to the etlle behlad the
laurels,

“‘And now he Is gone ! sald Mary, after
reading the note. Yes, he was gone ; and
in by no means a hlpp{ frame of mind.

And now the reader knows more of the
tracks in the snow than Mr, Henry Lowe ;
to whom we will return, just to see him
safe out of Tipperary ; that ls, so far as
his bones are concerned. But we do not
by any means vouch for the wholeness of
the young gentleman’s heart,

OHAPTER LII,

THE BULL BAIT.—THE CARRICK MAN AND
HIS D0G “ TRURBOY.”’—LORY PUNISHES
BERESFORD PENDER, AND RIDES HOME
BEHIND MR BOB LLOYD, ON THE GREY
HUNTER —MISS LLOYD INVOLUNTARILY
BITS DOWN,

Mre Henry Lowe s pacing slowly and
thoughtfully up and down the box.bor-
dered walk in the little garden at the end
of the cottage. Ho stops occasionally to
geze upon the blue mouuntains ; and once
or twice he stood upon the stile behind
the laurels, and looked along the road
towards the bamlet. But, whether gazlng
at the mountaln, or looking along the
road, or pacing the box bordered walk, Mr,
Henry Lowe’s mind’s eye is ever turned
to the little wicdow in the ivied gable,
As the day of bis departure drew nearer
and nearer he had been watching for an
oppottunity to speak to Mary Kearney.
alone. But, whether it happened by
accldent or deelge, he never could find
the opportunity bhe sought, She was
alwaye eccompanied by Grace or Ellie ;
end once or twice, when he met her by
herself, she found some excuse for golrg
away before he could ecrew his courage
to the eticking point. There was nothing
to binder him from saying at once and In
plain words that he wished to have a
minute’s private conversation with her ;
but he couldn’t make up his mind to take
what he consldered so declded a step.
He wished to feel his way a little, and
would prefer a casual meeting, But the
fates seemed to be agaicst him, He had
observed that Mary was in the habit of
walking alone in the garden about this

Rour every day ; but until this mornisg

dostor oz H-ghnuluy- with him
at the time, and he could find mo excuse
for lea them,

“Now,” he_ thought—Ilooking ¢ his
watch and fioding that 1t was past the
hour whea she was sccustomed to take
:l:lm"l.llhl—“ no: it :}:d doo: not come out

y 1 must conclude she s pur,
avolding me.” The thought lt';lnm{
him a tinge of patn ; but on reflsction he
oaid to himself that, if she were indifferent
about him, she would not keep out of his
wayatall, Ho found consolation in this
last-mentioned reflection, and continued
bis walk aud bis reverls. He thought
that, if he were a man of property, he
would, bo{ond all doubt, marry the {uw
tiful daughter of bis uncle’s principal ten:
ant, or that if he had not given up his
intention of buomln, 8 clergyman—and
if Ml Kearney's re Iglon were not an
awkward stumbling block in the way—
what s bappy, qulet life he conld live with
ber in some snug parsonsge upon as
many bundred pounds s year as he could
get! But as both the property and the
parsonage were out of the question, he
could see nothing better, that was at all
practicable under present clrcumstances,
than & very sentimenal love affalr,
fovolviog  voluminous correspondence,
with a dim vista of something turning up
in the distant future that might prove
& substitute for the property which he
bad not, or the parsonsge which it was
now too late to think of, Hlis reverles
were Interrupted by the opening of the
garden gate, and Mr, Lowe looked up
quickly ; but it was not Mary, bat her
youuog brother, Willle, bearing the accom-
plished le in its wicker cage in his arms,
followed by Ellle with her goldfiach, The
day was luﬂislontli soft and sunny to sug
gest to Ellte that both the goldfinch and
the jay would like a little fresh air and
sunshine, Girace was jast then practising
a new song, and Ellle knew it would be
useless asking ber to trouble herself even
about her own jay—"My dear!"—and
Willle’s eervices were engaged. He lald
the wicker cage on a rustic seat near the
laurels, while Ellfe climbed upon the back
of the seat to bang her little green cage
upon a nall which she had driven into the
trunk of an ash tree, sufficlently high, as
she thought, to save her bird from the old
grey cat, who sometimes came prowling
about that way. Tommy Laby bad offarcd
to catch the old grey cat and rub bis nose
againet the wires il it bled frecly, by way
of warning; but this Eille pesiilvely
objected to, as there was no overt act to
prove that the old grey cst entertalned
any felonious intentlons whatever against
her goldfiach,

At first Mr, Lowe felt annoyed when
he saw they intended making an indefinite
stay in the garden ; but then it occurred
to him their preseace would not interfere
with his conversation with their sister, but,
on the coutrary, would maka her feel
more at ease. So he looked at his watch
agaln, and took another turn up and down
the walk, And now those tantallsing
tracks in the enow came into his head for
the thousandth time. What could they
mean ! The idea that there was a * lord of
the valley,” who came with “ false vows,”
as Grace esuggested, was, he thought,
utterly preposterous. Yet it was not
quite so clear that there might not be
some one who was not a lord of a valley
and whose vows were not false vows, He
could not, however, look upon any of the
young mea whom from time to time he
he bad seen trying to make themselves
agreeable—and to all of whom she was
equally gracious—as likely to prove a
very dangerous rival. Not one; not
even the styllsh young maa in top boots,
with the horse-shoe pin In his scarf, who
50 astonlished him by touching his hat and
addressiog him as “your homor,” It
scarcely amounted to coxcombry in Mr,
Lowe to feel pretty well satlsfied that he
himeelf held a high place in Mles Kear.
ney’s esteem, snd that in fact if anyone
held a higher 1t was her brother Hugh.
He wondered at her taste in regard to
Hugh ; bat of course he was not golng to
be jealous of her brother, Yat a brother
may sometimes prove a more formidable
rival than lovers dream of ; particularly
when the world in general {a 80 stupld as
not to reccgn!zy his super excellent qual.
{tles—which happened to be the case in
thls instance. She was angry with
her lady acqualntances that they did not
fall down and worshiphim, And it must
be admitted she was sometimes angry
with Hugh for not being as enthusiastic
as he ought to be about one or two dear
friends of of hers, who, she though, had
the good taste to appreciate him, There
was one in particalar with whom she was
sure he onght to have fallen in love, Oa
one occaslon this young lady, when pre.
senting Mary with a bunch of flowers ran
to the end of the lawn for a little sprig of
bawthorn and secured it in the nosegay ;
a rather odd proceeding, seeing that both
sldes of the road nearly all the way from
the restdence of the young lady to Ballina.
clash were white with hawthorn blossoms,
Bat the mystery was cleared up In the
most satisfactory manner when eshe whis-
pered into Mary’s ear that the hawthorn
was for Hagh ; for all the worldi—except
Hugh himeelf — knew that hawthorn
was “ emblematic of hope.,”” Hagh, how.
ever, took the blossom with a smile ; and
Mary eald gravely, ““She was in earnest.”
To which Hugh just as gravely replied,
“of course.” Whereupon Mary became
indignant, and told him she did not
know “ what to make of him,” and that
no one could know *what was in his
mind ;” and that she did not see why
people should be “bothering their heads
about him,” with more to the eame effect,

Nevertheless Mr. Lowe was not far
wrong in suspecting that Miss Kearney
made her eldest brother the stardard by
which she measured other men,

He was glancing again at the window
when his olfactory nerves detected the
odour of the fragrant weed, and on look-
g towards the gate he saw the doctor
leslurely approachlng with his hands in
his pockets,

“Waat a fine day it 1s for this season !”
the doctor observed, waving away a little
blue cloud that almost stood still before
his face, aud then stopping to admire his
band, which was sufficlently white and
slender. * By Jove, there is quite a glow
in the air.,”

Mr. Lowe replied with a eigh; for he
saw all hope of the looked-for interview
was gone for that day least, And, what
was particularly {rritating, Mary mede
her appearance at the same moment, and
with that smile of .hers, which more than

anything elre about her tended to turn
bis head, sald :
“ What o lov:llx day this s, Mr, Lowe!
I wish you could see the country about
bere In the summer, Bat the mountains
at least are beautiful at all seasons,”
“Very,” he replied somewhat sulkily,
“] hope you enjoyed the evening at
Woodlands " she asked,
4 Well, not much.”
" r:mm you had not the ladles, I sup-
ose
’ % No, not exactly that, But the con-
versation was not interesting, It was all
sbout landlords and tenants, and leases
and ejsctments, and that sort of thing,
The party seemed got up speclally to dis-
cuss such matters. I expected some-
lk!::n‘f”lollhklng, but it was nothing of the

“Had you Mr, Lloyd there 1"

“No, but his name was {ntroduced
soveral timee. He was strongly con-
demned for the way he manages his pro-
perty, He glves leases, and has no ob-
Jection to small farms; and fs, it would
appear, in bad odour on that account.
It seems they all feel bound to abide by a
resolution adopted at some meeting of
landlords & long time ago mot to 1enew
leases when they explre, Mr, Somerfield
thinks the more independent the tenan-
try become the harder it will be to man.
age them, He says Mr. Lloyd’s tenants
don’t care & rush for him, as they have all
long leases at & low rent,”

“Ob, If all landlords were like Mr,
Bomerfield,” returned Mary, *Ireland
would soon be a desert. bere is not
even one house left on his whole pro-

erty.”

**Yes,” her brother observed, and you
can count the number of houses he has
levelled if you have any curlosity about
it ; for he has left sgable of each standing
8s & monument of all the good he has
done. But of course you know I allude
to Sam ; for the old fellow bad nothing to
do with 1t, Oa the contrary, I'm told it
grieved him to see his old tenants hunted
away. Hugh tells me, too, It was & dead
loss to him, and that they are head and
ears in debt, stocking the land was so ex-
pensive.”

“I'm heartily sick of the whole subject
elnce last night, returned Mr, Lowe, “1
think much of what they sald was meant
|gechlly for me. Buat the more I hear
absut the relations between landlord and
tevant, the more I amm bewlldered.”

Mr, Lowe did feecl bewlldered at the
moment ; for Mary’s blue ejes would be-
wilder a ssge, as she watched her young
slster chasing the old grey cat, who had
come slyly prowling about her goldfiach,

* There’s something up,” the doctor
exclasimed, on observing Phil Lahy and
and balf a dozen others croseing the lawn
by the short-cut from Kuocknagow to
the cross of Rosdrum,

¢ Perhaps they are golng to a faneral,”
sald Mary, ¢ They always go to funerals
in that directlon by the short cut.”

“Judglog from thelr looks snd the
hurry they are in, returned the doctor,
‘1t must be somethigg more exciting than
a funeral,”

He stood upon the rustic seat in order
to bave a better view, and saw a man
with  dog at his heels, accompanied by
two boys who were making desperate
efforts to take sufficlently long strides to
keep up with him, but were obliged to get
into a sling trot every now and then, so
rapld was the pace at which be swept
along, with bis hat so far back on his poll
that it sbemed as nearly at a right apgle as
if it were hanglng agalnst a wall. The
boys managed to get a little in advance of
bim occaslonally, and looked up in his
face, evidently reverencing him ay an
oracle, and wishing to observe the expres-
elon of his couuntenance, which was ver
red and excited, while he uttered b{u
words of wisdom, all the time keeping his
eyes steadlly fixed on the hill over Roa.
drum, straight before him,

““He is a stranger to me,” sald the doc
tor, ¢ Aund thesetwo youngecamps with
bim do_mnot belong to this nelghborhood
elther, I think,”

“I never saw any of them before,”
returned Mary. * Aud there Is Barney off
after them,” she added, ‘leaving the nss
in the middle of the lawa to go wherever
be pleases. I wonder—” Here Mary
uttered a cry of terror, and grasped Mr,
Lowe by the srm; which eo astonished
the young gentleman that the agreeable
sensations the proceediog was calculated to
awaken were quite lost. The canse of her
alarm was nothlog more nor less than
Wat Marphy’s buli-dog, who stood wag.
glog his tall, and holding up his muzzled
enout as he looked fnto her face, evidently
dolog his beat to be ay amlable and fascin.
ating as possible, but, like some others of
her admirers, with only indifferent suc:
cess,

“ Morrow, Wat,” sald Maurlce Kearney,
who, stick In hand, was standing near the
half-dozen emall cocke into which the
fallen remnant of the hay-rick had been
bastily converted in order to save it from
the weather,

*' Flve pounds,” was the butcher’s reply
to the salutation,

“I won't give 1t to you to-day,” re.
turned Maurice Kearney brusquely,

“To buy the bull,” Wat added ; and
then whistled to his dog,

Maurice Kearney rubbed his poll con.
templatively for a moment, and then
walked lelsurely into the house to procure
the money, ,

'O Rlchard, Richard !” cxclalmed Mra,
Kearney, hurrying into the garden in a
state of distractlon, ' There is the ass
running off, he'll be sure to run down
into that pit, and all the thiogs will be In
pleces—the wine and all, Oh, what’s to
become of me with that fellow? I sup.
pose that man with the dog must be a
}l:‘llltg-slnger, and there he’s off after

m,

TO BE OONTINUED,

TuE MEDICINE Fror LiveEr Axp KipNgy
CoxprAINT. — Mr, Victor Auger, Ottawa,
writes : I take great pleasure in recom.
mending to the general public Parmelee’s
Pills, a8 a cure for Liver and Kiduey Com.
plaint, I have doctored for the last three
years with leading physicians, and have
taken many medicines which were recoms.
mended to me  without relief, but after
taking eight of Parmelee’s Pills I was
quite relieved, and now I feel as free from
the disease as before I was troubled,”

Mr. J. Leist, warchouseman for Lau
_Bros., Bauffalo, N, Y., says he had a sweltlz-
ing on the foot which he attributed to
chilblains, He used Dr, Thomag’ Eolectric
0Oil, and it troubled no longer,

A POPULAR FALLACY REFUTED.
THE PROSPERITY OF CATHOLIC AND
PROTESTANT PROPLES.

It is » hackneyed assertion of amti-
Catholios that the claims of the Catholle
Church upon the bellef of mankind are
dlsproved by the alleged fact that it is
opposed to progress, and that the most
Jnnud and powerful nations on easth
are Protestants.

Now, were what is here asserted as a
fact really o fact, the conclusion would
not noounrﬂ{ follow that the claims of
Catholie religlon to being the ome true
religlon of Christ were false.

1, In the first place we look Iu vain
smong the recorded declarations of our
Divine Lord aud His Apostles for any
promise that His followers, efther singly
or collectively would be pre-eminently
wealthy or powerful. On the contrary
we find many thinge that look in the
opposite direction,

Men are left to the exerclse of thelr
natural powers of mind and body in thelr
efforts to acquire riches, to explore the
eecrets of the natural world, and sub-
jugate its powers to mechanical purposes ;
snd o, too, 8s regards other objects of
buman cupldity, curlosity or ambition,
And it i»s altogether reasonable to belleve
that they who concentrate all thelr desires
and energles upon acquiring the thinge of
temporal humsn desire—wealth, power,
bhuman respect and honor—wlll outatrip
In the race for them those who regard
these thinge as of sccondary importance
and fix thelr attention chiefly on the
things of the eternal,

2. There Is much, too, In the lessons of
bistory, both before and eince the nativity
of Our Divine Lord, to confirm this en-
tizely reasonable conclusion, The chil-
dren of Abrabam, the chosen people of
God under the Old Law, were for a perlod
bond elaves of the Egyptians, aud from
the time of their exodus from Ezypt and
thelr entracce into tke “ Promised Land,”
till the destruction of Jeruealem and the
utter extinction of their national power,
they never equalled the heathen mnatlons
ip thoee things by which national great-
ness Is commonly messured, Even in the
days of David and S>lomon they were in.
ferlor In artlet!c, inventive and mechani-
cal development to contemporary hethen
nstlons, Nor could they cope with them,
in the extent of thelr dominlons, or the
number and equlpment of their armies,
David wae a valiant and eucce:sful warrior,
yet his military eklll and prowess were
chicfly exhibited and expended in freelng
Palestins from the presence of an Inslgnfil-
cant heathen tribe, or securlng it from
the fnvasion of other petty heathen tribes
tbat ichabited the surroundiog regloms.
And though Solomon’s fame for wisdom
spread throughout the then known world,
and his ehips brought gold from Tarshih,
yet the very wealth and prestige which
were acquired by him and the people he
raled, were the precursors of the divlslon
and decadence of his kingdom,

As regards artistic and literary culture,
no Caristian people, and for that matter,
no people whatever, anywhere or at any
time, ever equalled the people of heathen
Greece. As regards prowess in WAr,
legislative and administrative ability,
power to at once subjugate and assimilate
other peoples, the people of heathen
Rome have never been equalled, The
dominions of England and of Russia
Eel‘hlpl cover a larger extent of territory,

ut not as large & proportion of the
world as it was then known, in compari-
son with it as now known. Moreover,
neither ‘enlightened” Eogland nor
barbarous Russia can ocompare with
heathen Rome in their power to bend to
their will, and bind by seemingly indis-
soluble bonds into a consolidated whole
the peoples and regions they have con-
quered. Whether in Europe, Asia, or
Africs, the highest ambition of peoples
conquered by heathen Rome, and their
proudest boast was to be able to say,
“I am a Roman,” But what native of
countries outside of Eagland or of Russia
that are included in their respective
domains, cares to style himself an Eag.
lishman or a Russian ¢

And as regards wealth, Eagland s the
banker of the world, the depository of the
world’s wealth, She extor:s tribute from
every land she has conquered. She taxes
every peopls she has subjugated. She
loans her morey to aud exacts ueury from
every people in the known world. Yet,
with all this, she 1s not the equsl in wealth
to heathen Rome.

Need we pr?ong our arguament? We
might easlly do so. But what we have
already sald ls eufficlent for our purpose,

Father Mathews are not encouraged ia
Galicla, A Vienna correspondent writes
that an energetic and noble Galiclan priest,
Provost Vitoszynakl, has for some time
done all in bls power to make his flock
virtuous and happy. His exhortations
la church and home have been espaclally
directed against drinking, and his efforte
have been so far crowned with success
that very few of the villagers now visit
the public house, The man who had
farmed the inn and the right of selllog
intoxlcating drinks baving complalned of
of this to the proprietor of the licence,
Count C:slaus Lassock, the latter has cumt
muvicated with the district authorities,
The result {s that the Governor hazs now
addressed a severe letter to the priest and
the mayor of the villsge, warning them of
the consequences which were sure to follow
if they continued Interfering with the con.
sumption of splrlt, as they could be made
responsible for any loss which mlight result
to the proprietor through the change of
hablts in the villagers, Tae priest pub-

lshes this letter without
o] out & word of com.

—_———

Ayer's Sarsaparilla, by purifyi
enriching the blood, ln;prov:u theys;get.ilt‘:
alds the assimilative process, atrengthen;
the nerves, and invigorates the system,
{g is, l:;mref;;rg, the best and most

oroughly rellable alterati
fouund for old and young, Wi o

A Daughter's Inflaence,

I had a very revere attack o
diarrhwa and was persuaded by m; (;):.‘1’17;1)-'
ter to try Dr, Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry, which I diq with great success,
as lusa' than two bottles cured me, It il;
worth its weight in gold, :

RS, MaRGARET Wuosn,

I Pembroke, Ont,
S80% a8 syrap ; nothing equals j
a worm medicine ; the nuxge %u ]&;:h::

raves' Worm Exterminator, The great.
8t worm destroyer of the age, .
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CAN A MOTHER FORGET?
A BTRANGE PBYCHOLOGICAL BTORY

Garth Gibbon 1n Blackwood’s Magazine,
In one of the poorest and most ove
crowded parts of poor and overcrowde
London s'ands a lttle whitewashed house
differing from the equalid places round i
::'lly fn its perfect cleanliness—for on en
ng nothing but the plainest and mos
necesonry furnishings are to be found.

Oane bitter vight early In Februar,
there sat, In the hardly-furnished sitting
room, & young priest. He was evidentl,
expecting some one, and some one h
loved ; for, from time to time, he stirre
the fire and locked with something like
oigh at the meagre meal which was pre
pared oun the table. “I must not put of
coale,” he said to bimself ; * for if the fir
is really bright when he comes in, he wil
grudge himeelf the warmth. I dare mo
meke ready s comfortable mea), for h
will grudge himself the food. Ttis alway
80, for he thinks that he alone can d
without rest, warmth, and comfort ; fo;
oh ! how tender and thoughtful he fsabou
every one else !”

As he sat down sgain, the door open e
to admit  tall, powerful man, lookin
wesry beyond words ard wet to the skin
It needed not bis clerical drees to assur
suy one who esaw him what his calling
was ; for interesting as his face must have
been under any circumstances, it was ren
dered beautiful by the beauty of hollnes
aud the strength and sweetness mingles
in 1t made it like the face of an angel.

‘“ Desr brother,” he sald, as he came in
‘*1 can go out no more this night, for my
body 13 s0 weary and my heart eo sore tha
I feel helpless and dis-spirited as I hav
rarely felt before. The sin and the suffer
log, the wretchedness and poverty, and
above all, the cry of the children, are
breaking my heart. And If mine—C
Thou loviog Shepherd! what must the
sufferlng to be to Thee, in Thy perfec

urlty and uncqualed tenderness? How

ong, O Ltd, how long?”

He sank down on a chair and burled
his face in his bands for a few moments
while the younger priest looked at him
sadly and anxlously, It wasso unueusl
for Father Warren’s face to be clouded
and ¢o rare for his spirlt to be despondent
that be felt sure something was wrong
and that overwork and constant exposure
were at last beginning to tell even on hi:
magnificent health and frame, * Now,
dear Father,” he sald beseechingly : “do
put on dry clothes and rest this evening
and take a long, qulet sleep, for if you
persist In this constant self-forgetfulness,
you will have to glve up work altogether,
and I thick no greater trouble could be
fall you and us than that.”

‘* Well, traly,” replied Father Warren,
“I am resolved to go ont no more this
night, for, though the splrit is willing, the
flesh {s weak.” He had hardly finfshed
speaking when a ring was heard at the
door, and the servant entering, sald,
¢ Father, a lady desires to see you, and begs
you will not refuse ber.”

“Let me go,” sald the young priest,
jumplog up. “It s too hard, this per-
petual importunity, I will speak to her,
and tell ber how unfit you are to do any-
thipg more or see any one this evening,”

“Do so, my son,” eaid Father Warren,
“but let 1t be courteously and gently said,
a8 befits those who speak In the name of
gentle and never weary Master,”

The yousg man crossed himeelf and
left the ‘room; he peturned, however,
after a few minutes, with a disappointed
and somewhat mortified alr,

“She will have none of me, dear Father,
but desires to see you, and you only; In
very truth I feel myeelf asking for her ;
her pleading 18 so touching and her long
ing so earnest that I have gone over to
her slde and can reslst her wish no
longer,”

Father Warren rose briskly and sald,
“Do not let her wait & moment longer.
I feel to blame thet she has waited so
long already. Briog her in at once. 1
pray you,” and while the priest hastened
to obey he placed a chalr near the fire,
and mauttericg to himself, “Nelther
turneth a deaf ear to any poor man,” he
put the teapot on the table and prepared
to recelve cordlally the unexpected visl.
tor.

The door was gently opened by a tall
lady, dreesed in black. She was exceed.
ingly falr to see, beautiful In feature and
carriage beyond most women ; but there
was an Inexpressible charm far beyord
even that—a diguity and perfection of
manner and appearance such as Father
Warren had never seen before.

Advancing toward him ahe said in a
low, clear, and most melodious voice :
“Forgive me, dear Father, for disturbing
you g0 late, and on such a night ; but no
other could fulfil so well the mission
which I ask you to undertake, Will
you come with me to bring comfort and
happiness to a departing and erring
soul] and will you bring the Holy
Sacrament with you, that, having con-
fessed and been absolved, he may go
hence in peace ?”

‘‘ Dear lady,” answered Father Warren,
“I bave not eaten since the morning,
My clothes are wet through, and I am
very weary., ‘Another priest of God
more worthy than I shall 4o with you,”

¢ Nay,” she said looking wistfully at
him, “ I pray you, go with me yourself,
for to you was I sent, and the time i
very short I beseech you to come with
me and make no delay, By the love of
the Blessed Mother for her Son, by the
love of that Son for all His erring chil.
dren, I implore you come with me, and
come quickly.”

She pleaded so earnestly and tenderly,
and yet with something of authority in
her tone, that the Father yielded ; and
forgetting all but her anxiety and that
some one had need of him, he hastily
put on a clock and left the house with
her,

A strong biling wind and sharp sleety
rain made walking difficult and conver-
gation almost impossible, so he followed
the lady silently as they sped quickly
along the narrow streets, Father War-
ren could not but marvel exceedingly
that the lady did not seem to be aware
of wind nor rain nor anything around her,
but-with firm tread and head erect, she
walked calmly and quietly though very
rapidly on, i

She moved as one with a set purpose,
while a smile of hope brightened her

Ve ]
At last, after walking thus for a con.
siderable distance, they came to one of




