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SOr,The Untenanted Craves.

A rALE or TIPPfSARY.

s eaARIZJ J. XICfrAM.

CHAPTER XVI-Continued.
" Take a taste av this, an' it will warm

your heart."
Shawn Gow st up and tock the bottle

in bis band.
"Nancy," h says, "I1 believe afther al

you'fe fond of me."
"Wisha, Shawn, achora, what else 'd I

be but fond av you ?"
"C thought, Nancy, you couldn't care

for one that thrated yon so bad-"
"Och, Shawn, Shawn, don't talk that

way to me. Sure I thought my beart
was broken when I see yoe stretcbed
there widout a stir in you."

"An' you let your shawl in pledge
agin to get this for me ?"

" To be sure I did; an' a good right I
had; an sorry il'd be to see yonuin the
want av a dhrop o' nourishment."

" I was a baste, Nancy. But if I was,
tMi is what made a baste av me."

And Shawu Gow fixed bis eyes upon
the bottle with a look in which hatred
and fascination were strangely blended,
He turned quickly to bis wife.

"I Wil1 you give luit was a blackbird ?"
ho asked.

" A blackbird," she repeated, irreso-
lutely.

" Yes, a black'pird. Will you give in
il was a blackhird ?' Shavn Gow was
evidently relapsing into his savage mood.

" Weil," said bis wife, after mone besi-
tation, "'twas a blackbird. Will that
plese ynou?"

" An''yon '1l never say 'twas a thruish
agin ?"

'Never. An'sure on'y for the speckles
on the breast, l'd never say 'twas a
thriah. But sure you ougiht to know
botter Ihan me-anI-an" 'Suas a black-
bird," abse exclaimed, aitita desperat
effort.

Shawn Gow swung the bottle round
bis head and fuinng itwith alil bisstrength
against the hob. The whole fire-place
vas fora moment ont blaze et light.

"The devil was in id." says thetamitb,
amiling grimly: "an' there he's of in a
flash of fire. I'm done wid him, any

"Well, 1 wish you a happy Christmas,
Nancy," said Sally.
"I wish yon the same, Sally, an' a

greal n»>' o! 'em. I spoeynn
goin'to firet Mass? Shawn and me'lli
wait for second."

Sally took ber leave of this remarkable
couple, and proceeded on her way to the
village. Se met Tim Croak and bis
wife, Betty, who were also going to firt
Mass. After the usual interchange of
greetings, Betty surveyed Sally from
head to foot with a look of delighted
wender.

Iok at ber, Tim," ehe exclaimed,
"an' isn't sihe as young an' as hearily
as ever? Bîd cess to me, but you're the
same Sally that danced wud the master
at my weddin', next Thursday fortnight
'1l be eleven years."

" Begob, you're a great woman," says
Tim.

The allusion to "th emaster " was not
pleesant to Sally Cavanagh, and to avoid
further reference to the disagreeable sub-
jet, lshe described the scene she had wit-
nessed at the blacksmith's.

" Bar,, Tim," said sihe, after finishing
the stor>, "how did the dispute about the
blackbird éome first? I heard something
about it, bul lforget it."

"l il tell yo that, thon, said Tin.
"Begob aye," ho exclaimed abruptly,
after thinking for a moment, "'twas
this day seven years, for ail the world,-
the year o' the bard frost. Shawn Gow
set a crib in bis haggert the evenin'
afore; an' when he went out in the
mornin' he had a hen blackhird. He
put the goulogue on ber nick, an'
tuck ber in bis band; an' wud one amul-
lock av bis finger, knocked the life out
av ber; ho walked in an' threw the
blackbird on the table.

"'Oh Shawn,' sis Nancy', 'you're after,
ketchin' a fine thrish.' Nancy took the
bird in ber band au' began rubbin' the
feathers on ber breast. 'A fle -thrish,'

Nano>'
-CCsC ' . thrish, but-a blackbir,'sz

s4ý9,jhan troth, Shawn,' siz Nàny
'ia ah Ii;do yu waut te takè the

i >m yo freoi me?'
- 1 t' It i'tis blackird,' siz le.

en il isn't, but a thrish,'
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"Any way, one word borrwed an-
other; and the end av it ws Shawn
flailed at ber an' gev her the fatler av a
batin'.

't The Christmas day afther, Nancy
opened the door an' looked out. •

"'God be wud this day twelve montha,
ais she, ' do you remimber the fne turiàh
you caught in the crib?'

"" 'was a blackbird,' ais Shawn.
"' Whist now, Shawn, 'twas a triahl,'

lis Nancy.
i ' y tell n yuagain 'twa s blackbird.'

zis Sham'n.
"' Och,' -is Nancy, beginning' to

laugh, ' that was the quare blackoird.'
Wud that, one word borrowed another,
an' Shawn stood up an'gev hor the father
av a batin'. The thiird Chistmas day
kem, and they wor- in the best o' good
humor after the tay, and Shawn puttin'
on bis ridin' coat to go to Mass. 'IWell,
Shaun,'si: Nancy, 'I'm thinkin' av wbat
an unhappy Christmas mornin' lweihad
this day twelve month, all on account
of that tbrish you caught in the crib,
bad ces to ber.'

" ' 'Twas a blackbird,' ais Shawn.
"' Wisha, goed luck to you, an' dont

he talkin'fuolish,'siz Nancy; 'an'you'rè
betther not get into'a passion agin. an'
accouant av an ould thrish. My heavy
curse on the sane thrish,' is Nancy.
"'I tell you 'twas a blackbird,' aisi

Shawn.
" 'An' I tell you 'twas a thrish,' is

Nancy.
" Wud that, Shawn took down a bun-

naun he bad seasonin' in the chimiey,
-an' whaled at Nancy, and gev lier the
father av a batin'.

"An' every Christmas mornin', froin
that day to this, 'twas the saine story,
for es sure as the sun Nancy 'd draw
down the thrish.

" But do you tell me, Sally, she's after
givin' in it was a blackbird?"

"bhe is," replied Sally.
"Begob," said Tim Croak, after a

minute's serious refiection, "I nogi. t,
be put in the papers. I nover h'ard
afore av a wrong notion bein' gt out. av
a woman's hend. But Shawn Gow is no
joke te dale wud, and it took him seven
years to do id."

Matt Hazlitt was standing at his gar-
don gate as te>' passed.

en Did yeu hear the news?" Tima in-
quired.

No, vhat is itT"
Themaliter 'e after purchasin' the

propen t.'."
prolm sorry to hear it," Matt Hazlitt

observet gravel Y.
I"® went off to Dublin the mornin'

after the bunt,' Tim continued, "and
made the bargain. He ,says he gev
thirty years' purchase for id."
"'is a bad job for old Mr. Purcell, I'm

afeard," said Matt. .
" I.dou't say hbe'll do more than rise

the rint," said Tim. '"He's not half as
bad as bis name."

But Matt, remembering the. alterca-
tion between the landlord and Brian
Purcell, shook bis head.

Sally Cavanagh went quietly into the
houme and was warmly greeted by Mr.
HaItitt, who kicked Bntton from the
heartb, and placed a chair for her visitor.
Sally whispered something te ber, and
Mrs. Hailzitt immediately ran ethe door
and calied her husband.

" Matt," says she, "isn't this an ele-
gant blue cloti cloak Sally bas ?"

" 'Tis a nice cloak, sure enougb," saya
Matt.

" Twelve -and sixpence à yard, an' th
sane as new. Never wore it five times,"
continues Mra. Halzitt, taking hold of
the cloak and rubbing it with the grain.

'Tis as fine as silk." Mrs. Halzitt
whispered some word into ber husband's
ear, which made him fix bis eyes
tioughtfully on Sally Cavanagh's. He
walked with a grave look into bis bed-
room,and returning, slipped. something
into his wife's band, wlbich something she
slippedinto SallyCavanagh's band. Sally
slood up, just as if nothing unusual had
happened, and walked out quiokly.
After passing the gale she slackened ber
pace iu order not to come up too soon
with Tim Croak and bis wife. For in
spite of ber efforts to repress them, the
tears gushed from eyes. Tim Croak and
bis wifs stopped to wait for ber; and the
turkey-red handkerchief, which she had
beld oAtentatiously in lier hand,. was
thrust hastily into ler pocket. They
might notice that it Vas wet. Sally
Cavanagh was as hearty -as, ever tillshe
reached - tho village. The fi-st bell vas
rtnging, and Saliy ad Mes. Cròi hir-
ried into the chapel. Timsusally waited
till thxe tinkiing cf the " ittlq bel" su-

nounced that priest «was on the altar;"
and so he remained outside in the yard,
toliaten toJoehe £eddy and Jack Meehan,
the -tailor, discuasing .the interesting
question, whether weddings wers likely
to be numerous during the approacbing
Shrovetide. Jack Meehan,'who had al-
ready been measuring some "-clever
young fellowsa" for "new shoota,"
shrewdly oonjectured that Pather O'Gor-
man "would not have -to seli bis borse,
any way."

" No fear av that, I'm thinkin'," ob-
served Tim Croak, looking towards the
table at the gate, upon which Mr. Pur-
cell was just aflter placing a pound note.
Tiere were two large dishes upon the
table ; one already heape. up with cop-
pers while the bottom of the other was
covered with a layer of silver. This, we
need scarcely observe, ws the parish
priest's "Christmas collection." Josb
raised the unique white bat in acknow.
ledgment Kofate Purcell's bow, and re-
marked when she.had passed:-

" That's thirty pounda, sure mone,
for Father Paul."

•' Tht tel lme," said Tiri Croak,
"that she's to be a'nun. But they'll al
be nuns.-tili the man 'l come."

" Nothing disrespectful of that young
lady inim> prosence, if you please" -ob
served Joab Redy with quite a chival--
rone air

"I wonderwhatyoungfBrian isthinkin
of," said Jack Meehan. "Faith it 'd be
time for him to stir himalf."

"I tbink i could tell you that same."
replied Tim Croak. .I Begob 'tis an ad-
miration tosee the vay theyre ail settin'
wan another asthray.".

"lSet îing ont anth Ier asttira>'," aaid
JoshReddy, Be god enoug to e lu-
aidaIs your moaning."1

i at ?" eays Tim. "The duce a wan
o' me knb'" what you're aying."

nou are juyt aler eberving Ihat the
people are setting one another astray.
What do you menu by that ?"

"4I'il tell yon then. The girl that ber
mother afore her on'y wanted an indus.
trious man that 'd mmd his business,
nothing less 'Il do ber than a young gag
wnd a silk hankecher ondier his enick an'
a jauntin' car;a'the an that 'il bave
tbe siik hankeober endher bis nick'an'
the jauntin' car, och! itne duce a less
-l plse him than wan wud a feather
in ner bat an' a payanna; an'
she '11 be lookin' for a jintleman,
or may be a counselor, or a captain in
th army. An'hat th e way they're

sottin' uan another astrav."1
J 'donme veracit>, Tim," observed

Joah Reddy, "tbere's a prelundit>' of
truth in what you say. But J don't see
why Mr. Briai Purcell sbould not aspire
to the hand of a lady with a feather in
her bat, and whose musical talents bave
been cultivated."

"Be me sowl, then," said Tim, "I
lknow a bat that be'a the hig'est feather
lu, or I'm mistaken. An' that wouldn't
be pleasant news to some captains in the
army. But there's the little bell."

Tim Croak and Jack Meeban went into
the aisle of the chapel, wbile Josh Reddy
ascended the gallery, where he had " the
choir" ail to himself. Father O'Gor-
man had been obliged to give up his
choir lu despair, for no sooner would
Josh have a number of yoqng
men and women duly instructed
for the purpose, than the rumin of
their parents would compel them to fly
in search of a livelihood far away from
Father O'Gorman'a litle chapel. And
so Joa Reddy knelt in solitary dignity
within the curtained space in the corner
of the gallery.

After second Mass, Sally Cavanegh
called lu on some pretext or other to
almost every louse in the village, and
made it a point to wish as many as pos-
aible of ber acquaintances the compli-
ments of the season. She bought five
penny loaves at Mrs. Casey's,uand rallier
surprised that good woman by handiug
her apound note lu payment. Mrs.
Carey was obliged to go u patairs to ber
box for the change, and the rumor spread
about that Sally Cavanagh was alter
getting money from America ; aud
"wu you doubt Connor?" and "wasn't
it short he was earin' it ?" and similar
xemarks were heard on every ide.

It was after thre eo'clock wnen she
[reached,home. The children came run-
niugdown the boreen to meet ber, ex-
cept Norah, who stood .smilimg at the
door withth einfant in her aris, ber
lont yellow hair shining liko gôld in the
setting sun.

Saliy Cavanagh fôlded lier èloôk care-

"Cre>"" said as, "IPg gela' loe

give the lend cf my new cloak to Irs.
»aslltt,an' you must run over With i to
lier."

Corney -was delighted, and mentally
resolved te roture by the crab ditch,
where hehad no doubt of finding the full
of his cap of golden crabs among the
long grase.

"Go the short cut, Corney," said bis
mother ; "but corne home around the
road, as it might be dark on you before
yen ciuld cross the river."

Corney reached the cottage a "ittle
after sunset, and delivered hi. bundle to
Mrs. Hazlitt.

"H e's lthe moral of bis father, Mat,"
Mrs. Hazlitt observed.

Corney was mitking off for <ho cmb
ditoh, when Matt suggested the propriety
of giving the little boy somehing te eat,
and before ho bad Lime te say ",yes" or
"no." Corney found h imself sittiig a thte-
table with a plate of cold beef and a loaf
of bread belore him. Corney commen-
ced operations s shyly that Mrs. Haz-
litt beckoned to ber husband, and both
left the kitchen. When they returned
the beef and bread were invisible, and
Dirs. Hazlitt, clapying Corney on the
back, desired him to Lurry home as fast
ashis legs could carry him, as the night
would be piteh dark.

"Did ye get any crabs for ns, Corney r"
exclaimed Tommy and Nickey, the;
moment he made-his appearance.

"No," says Corney, panting after his
race home; "but I have sonetbing
better for ye." And thrusting bis hand
inside bis jacket, the boy produoed the;
ineat which Mrp. Hazlitt iad given him
credit for demolishrmeso qiikickly.

(To be conflnued.)
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Hood's Uareaparlmla atandq at the headln the
medicine worl. admired lu prosperty and
envIe lu m"ri by tbcusand of natd-be
nompetitors. iL bas a arger sale than any
other mediclne. Sneh succes could not be
won wlthout positive merit.

Hfood'aPlil cure onatIpatlon by rsstorlng
Lhi goiistLiIlitIotn or tbe all1mentary cana.
TheY are the best family cathartie.

HAZELTON
KRANICH A BCH
FISGH ER - -
DOMINION *

BRULIN - -

<olian, Poloubet and Dominion Organs.
Largest stock. No Canvassers. one pilce

only and the lowest. Easy Termas. Old instru.
ments taken in exchange. Pianos to rent.
Repalrlng. Second-hand Pianos at ail prices

Visits and Correspondence Solicited.
-:o:-

.Li EPRTTENOTRERAMNE MurRM

DOHERTY & SICOTTE,
[Formerly DDEERTY & Dosaan,1

.Advocates : and : Barristersa
Ise ST. JA EaSTREET,

.yWa*¢d Bant. r


