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The Mist and the Mght Wind,

The mmd ra:o fro:n 'hh‘t".'o.-h
1t mifte: rough the trees,
And won m‘i‘ -Itn,uul.lth'o ‘wooded hills
A gay an ostly fricze.
And'lhyu wlng amid the pine trees hissed
Tts lofiy rcorn of the valley mist.

The mist spread over the valley,
It swept on qulet wings
O'er sodige and mAarsh and meadow,
Q'er rceks and falry rings.
And the night wind toid the trees it kissed
Its hate for the low-born valley mist,

But when the day was dawning,
The palild misy grew gold,
And Lo the »zure o’er tne hills
Lo clouds of glory rolled,
While amid the pines, and in its pride
Phe sooruful night wind sank and died.

KNOCKNAGOW

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

CHAPTER LXV- CCNTINUED.

% Ye're all lavin’ Ireland,” Honor re-

eated, a8 If to berself,

“It they are,” Phil observed, “it Is
because the invader won’t allow them to
live there. The Celtsa are gone with a
vengeance, says the London Times, An’
the Engiish Viceroy tell us that Provl
dence intended Irelacd to be the fruitful
mother of {l,cks aud herds, That ls why
our peopls are hunted like noxlous
animals, to perlsh in the ditcaride, or the
poothouse, Thisls why the floating coffine
are crosting the stormy Atlaatle, droppiog
Trleh corpses to the sharks along the way,
snd flinging tena of thcussuds of living
skeletors on the shores of thls free coun-
try, This fs why the last sound in the
dying mother’s ears s the tooth of the
lean dog cranching through the bones of
her Infani—

% () Phil, Phi', stop !” bls wife crled ;
% "Tg too terrible to lsten to.”

« Woman, it is true,” he replled, * And
Eagland-—whose duty it was not to allow
a sipgle man, woman or child to dle of
bunger — when this glorious Republic
ffered to send focd to the etarvicg Irlsh
if Ecgland would send her ldle war shipa
to carry it—England refuscd, and let the
people starve, and now ehouts in trlumph
that the Celts are gone with a vengesnce.
Bat, mark my words,” continued Pbil
Lahy, rleing to his feet, and gracefully ex
tendirg his right arm, while the left rested
on tha back of bis chalr—* a day of retii-
bution will come—

# + The nations have fallen, but thou still are

young,
Thy sun i8 but rising, while others have

And :gu" s!avery’s cloud o'er thy moraning
hath hung—

The full noon of freedom will beam round

thee yet.’
And I say, Mat Donovan, if you could live
in tolerable comfort at home, you bad no
right to desert your country.”

“ Well, I'm not desertin’ lreland,” re-
plied Mat. “1dldn’t come to this coun-
thry wud the intention of remainin’.”

They all looked at him in surpriee ; and,
after some hesitatlon, he told them the
ol ject of his voyage, adding that he feared
he’d have his journey for nothing,

Judy Connell meatloned some twenty
or thirty different places to which, for one
reason or another, Bessy Morrls would be
Hke to go. But, after reflccting for &
minate cr two, Phil Lahy sald :

« Lave it all to me, Mat, and I'il mansga
ft. Don’t think of a wild-goote chase all
over the States. It would be madnees.
Stop bore for a fow days with us and rest
yourself. An’ I'll get & few lines In the
paper that’ll be sure to come uader her
notice wherever shefs. Ineedn’t glve her
name In full if you llke, Bat a few lines
utder the head of ‘ Information Wanted'
wlil be sure to make all right. So make
your mind aley, on’ let us bave & walk
whtle supper la gett'n’ ready, an’ we'll drop
in to the cditor, who is a particular friend
of mlve,”

“That’s & good advlco, Mat,” Honor
observed, eagerly. * You'd be only losiu’
your time au' your money for nothin’ if
you went huntln’ about the counthry.
‘An’ twill do us all good to have a lung
talk about old tlmes. So make up your
mind aud stay for a week or two wud ue,
an’ you may depend on Phil that he’.1 find
Bessy even if he was to go to the bishop
blmse'f.”

it was 50 agreed ; and Judy Connell and
her mlstre.s—if we may use the word—set
sbout the supper, and so astonlehed Mat
Donovan by the display he found spread
out bofore him on his return from the clty,
that ho wes afterwards heard to declare
that he “dida’t know what he was altin’.”

About ten days after, Mat Douovan
found himself in the sitting room of a prl
vate house on the shore of one of the great
lakes ¥ out West.,” He had luqulred for
Basy Morrls, acd was shown fato this
TOOMm,.

# This Is a grand house,” eald he to him-
self. * I never seo such a lot of blg look:
in’-glacsea, 1 wondher s 1d in sexvice she
e 7 I thought sho’d be more likely to go
on a8 she was in Dablia, Bt sure she
might be employed that way here too, 1
guppose.”’

The door opened, and Beesy Morrls
stood before him ! She looked surprieed,
quite startled, indeed, on seelng him,
Taen her eycs sparkled, and the blocd
mounted up to her forehead ; and, with
the old winn!ng smile, ehe advanced and
gave him her hand.

# My goodness, Mat ! said she, what a
surptise 1t s to see you eo soom. When
did youe m: to Amere 1’

4T .y sanded in Boston the week be:
foce last,” he replied.

« Well, will wonders never cease 2" re-
turned Besey,

A pretty little girl here came into the
room, and Besey esired her go and shake
hands with an old friend of hers from Ire.
land. And as she glanced up into his face,
Mat sald to himaelf that ehe was the dead
msge ” of the little glrl to whom he used
to toes the cherrles over the hedge, once
upon a time,

« T will be back to dinner at the usual
hour,” sald a gentleman, who advanced a
step or two iuto the room, *“I'm in a
hurr;, ae I ought to be at the store before

ow.”’

This is Mat Donovan,” sald Bessy,

“I'm glad to see you,” returned the
gentleman, shaking hande with him,
¢ You have done well to come out wett,
Irish emigrants make & mistake by remaln.
ipg in the towns snd oltles, when they
ought to try at once and fix themselves in
permanent homes fn the country, Of
course you will keep him for dinoer, Bessy.
We'll have a long and I’ll be glad to

give you all the amfistarcs I cen. Gool-
bye for the present.”

He barrled away, and Mat looked ln-
qubiogly at Bessy.

“Don't you know he ls my fatber 1”
she atked,  “ He was nnsuccessful fora
long time after coming to Amerlcs, Then
be was told that I had died when a mere
child, and be put (ff wilog to his
father from year to year, till be thought
the old man must be dead too; and hav
1og mariied sgain, be never wrote to Ire-
land till, reading the account of the loes of
the vessel in which my sunt'’s son wssa
sailor, he learned her address from s letter
fourd upon my cousln’s body when it wes
washed ashore. Acrd tbis prompted bim
to write to my aunt. The letter only
anived the day before her death ; snd In
my impatiecce to meet my loog lost
fatber, I lost mo time in coming to bim.
He is very well off, quite rich indeed, sud
[ bave every rcason to be eatisfied with
hls reception of me. The little glrl fe bis
yourgest child,”

“God kaows, I'm glad uv 1d!” ex.
clalmed Mst Donovan, drawiog s long
breath, “I was sfeard you might be
wudoat a friend, au’ maybe in bad health ;
for you didn't look sthrong at all that day
I cailed to see you.”

« ] suff:red & good denl while my aunt
was slck,” repﬁed Bessy. “No one
knows all I have gone through since poor
grandfather’s desth. But, thank God, it
is over. And 8o far aa my father is con.
cerned, my most ssnguine hopes have
been more than realised, I am the mis
tress of his house, and ho says he must
make up in the fature for bis neglect in
in the past, [ am very glad to think that
he can be of service to you, Mat, if you
settle down in this part of the country.”

“I'm not goln’ to stay,” returned Mat,
« "wouldn’t do to lave my poor mother.
Ap,’ ss Phil Lahy says, no men ought to
lave Ireland but the man that can’t help
d.”

She Jooked at him In unfelgned aston-
ishment ; and Mat became quite confused,
sud regretted that he bad ta'd so much,

“You did mot come to America with
the intentlon of remaining?” she asked.

“No, I never had any notlon of stayin’
in Americs,” he answered absently.
 God be wud you,” he added rlsirg, and
holding out his hand.

She placed both her hands in his, and
continuing to look earnestly fnto his face,
sald :

“But you will come back and see my
father egain 1"

% Well, maybe I would,” he replled
with s sorrowful emile, as he clasped her
hands tenderly between his. * Au, when-
ever you think uv ould times, an’ the
ould relghbours, I hope you'll remember
that Mat Donovan uv Koocknsgow was
your friend, ever an’ alwaye, Bessy. Ay,”
be added, gulping down bis emotlon, * &
frlend that 'd shed the last dhrop uv bis
blood for you.”

Ho rushed out of the house, leaving
Beesy etarding in the middle of the room,
as if she were spell-bound.

“(Osll him back, Fanny,” she sald
hurrledly to her little slster, “Tell him
1 want to speak one word to him,”

The child overtook Mat Douaven be.
fore he had gone mavy yards from the
house, and brought him back.

¢ Mat,” sald Bessy Morrle, speaking
calmly and thoughtfully, * was it you got
the advertisement In the psper? I
thought it might be a girl I knew In Dab.
lin, who came out last summer,”

“ Well, 1d wae,” he answered,

* Aud you came to America for nothlng
else but to find me 1”

1 thought you might want a frlend,”
he stammered,

“Aud you are going back agaln 1" she
continued, com!ng close to him, and lay-
ing her hand on his arm, just as she laid
the same hand on the eleeve of the blue
body-coat in Ned Brophy’s barn.

«'What elee would I do,” he answered,
sadly.

«'And bave you nothing else to say to
me 7"’ ahe asked, dropplog her eyes,

%() Beesy, don’t talk to me that way,”
returned Mat, reproachfully. ¢ Where
would be the uee of sayin’ more 1"

She moved closer to him, and leant her
head sgalnet bis broad chest, which heaved
almost convulsively as she did so.

 Mat,” she murmured, * I will go with

5

“(3> wud me” he repeated, with a
start,

¢ Aud be your wife,” she added, ln a
whisper that thrilled through his whole
frame, making him feel falnt and d'zzy.

“ Do you know what you’re sayin’ 7" he
asked, recoverling himeelf.

“1 do, well,” Bessy replied.

“Look around you,” he continued.
“ An’ then think uv the poor thatched
cabin on the hill uv Knocknagow.”

%1 have thought of it she replied.
“] have often thought of that cabin, as
you call it, and felt that if ever it was my
lot to know happiness in thls world, it s
in that poor cabin I would find it.”

Both his arme were round her now, arnd
he held her to his breast.

“God blees Mlss Geace,” sald he ; *' "twas
she advlsed me to tell you all.”

“ What did sho say ?” Bessy acked.

+ She sald that you couldn’t be indiffer-
ent to such love as mine,” Mat avswered,
with his old emile,

# And she was right,” returned Bessy.

“But are you sure, Bessy, thls Is no
sudden notlon that you might be sorry
for 1" he atked anxlously.

“ Ag sure a8 that I am alive,” she an-
swered.

% Oh, you must let me go out to have a
walk in the open air. * My heart ls too
full ; I'm smotherin’.” He hurrled out
to warder by the shore of the lake, and
think over his own happluess and thank
God for it.

“And so, Besy,” exclalmed her little
slster, who had been a wondorlnF specta
tor of the foregoing scene, * you’re golug
to marry s greenhorn. Though Colonel
Shlel adm! es you so much, and wants
you to got the hop with him,”

“Yes, I am golng to marry & green.
horn,” retur: ed Bessy, catching the child
ni in her ¢ ms and kissing her. “ Aund
who knows “ut you will come to see me
to dear old lreland yet ; and find me in a
pretty thatched cottage, with a fine old
cherry-tree in the garden, and lots of bee.
hives ; and such a dear, kind old mother
to take care of them,”

¢ Yes, that will be nice, I shsll go to
Ireland to see you,” returned the child,

placiog a hand on each of Bouly'l cheeke.
sud lpoking into ber eyes.  * Laball like

2

the thl"tohod cottage and the beebives very

uch.

« Aod you will like the greenborn, too,
I am suve.”

%Yen, I thick so, Bat it was so fool-
teh for such a big fellow to be crylng like
achi'd”

+ Was be crylog, Fauny 1"

# Indecd yes. When I overtook him
at the «nd of the block be was erylog.
I’m sure he felt resl bad, Aud now you
are crying too,” sdded the child,

Tt {s because 1 am so bappy, Fanoy,”
Borsy repifed. “[Lam so hsppy that 1
will go now and kneel down and rny to
God to make me worthy of the love of
that blg, foollsh greenhorn.”

#] guess you lrish muet be always
praylog.”

Tt {s good to pray, Fanny,”

“ Yes, of coutse, once in s while. Bat
bave you got two cents? Thank you.
I'll go right away to tbe candy stone ; snd
if 1 meet the greenborn I'll give bim some,
and tell him to be a good boy and stop
cryiog, and sister Bessy will marry him.”

“Well, there he is under the trees,” re-
tarned Bessy, laughivg. *“Aad remind
bim that twelve o'clock ls our diamer
bour.”

OHAPTER LXVI,

ONLY A WOMAN'S HAIR —MORE WEDDINGS
THAN ONE—A HEART A8 ‘' BIG 48
SLIVENAMON,” —BEAUTIFUL IRELAND
—THE BORT OF A WIFE THAT BARNEY
GOT,

¢ Posliively, Mary,” exclalmed Grace,
“Tommy Laby-—as I ruppose I may still
call bim between ourselves—Iis about the
nlcest fellow I ever met.”

% And your old weskness for nlce fel-
lows i a8 stropg as ever, I dare say,” re-
turned Mrs, O'Connor, smiliog,

WA strong wesknees 1" rej ained Grace;
“that's not bad, Bat, really, he is s0
baudsome, and so mauly and intelligent—"

% And rich,” Mary added.

# Well, of course that is worth counting,
too. KEven papaesys he never met a more
Intelligent young man, It 1s really a
treat to talk to him.”

“Yes, I bave nctleed that you think
80,” returned Mary. *Ye seem to like
each other’s scclety very well, indeed.
But i,a he fn the toils in downzight earn-
est 1"

¢ No,” she repiled, thaklog her bead ;
“he does not seem to be very susceptible.”

 And what am I to thiok of that band-

some snd expensive riog on your firger 1"

“ Nothipg ; only that he admires me ”

* And suppose he more than admired
you, how would it be "

¢ Well, though I scarcely ever knew
anyone else 80 much to my taste in every
way,” returned G:ace thoughtfully, it !
believe I could not love him, Ia fact I
sometimes thiok I have no heart. And
only for papa I'd follow Eva ”

 There was a time,” said Mary, * when
I used to say the same of myself.”

Grace bent ber head, to hide the bluch
which she felt steallng into her face, and
walking to the window, seemed to take
great interest in the movements of the
magples in the elm-tree. Perhaps she
was thinking of the evenlng long sgo,
when Tommy Lshy peeped into the mag-
ple's nest before throwlng down Mat
Donovan's coat, sfter be had emerged
from ucder the fallen hayrick,

« ] suppose,” ahe observed, ‘‘ you know
we are to have Kathleen Hanly at Wood-
lauds to-night, and Lory. I mever can
call him apything but Lory. He protests
be edmires me as much a3 ever, and if I
only have patlence till he gots bis ellk
gown, he will lay that coveted garment at
my feet.”

“] am very glad to have Rose for a
neighbour,” sald Mary, “I slways lked
her, and Was delighted when Mr. Wilson
wes appolnted munager cf ths bank.”

“ Johnny Wil:on, an you love me,” re-
turned Grace ; * let us speak of them all
as we used to do in tte old Hmes I
wonder does Adonis thick of Kathleen
still 7 I wes greatly amused by Mrs, Cap
tala French’s account of the tiger hunt.
Oaly to think that Richard and Mr. Lowa
—or let me say Adonis and Apollo—
figured o conspicuously in it! Itlsa
pity Mr. Lloyd was not with them,”

“ Hugh was very eorry,”’ Mary observed,
“that R'chard ehould go Into the army.
Arthur hea written to him, strongly re-
commendlng bim to come home, But I
really fear ho would not be conteated.”

« He might If he could retaln ibe uni-
form,” rejolned Grace. * He came to eee
me—or rather to let me see him—before
he went away, And if ever mortel man
goared Into the eseventh heaven upon a
palr of epaulettes, tbat man was Sarpes
Richard Kearney, of the —th Lan-:ve, I
acked him did he think Annie hazdsome,
and he only stared at me. ‘< could think
of nothing but bis new uriform,”

“ Hugh was greatly struck by Annle,”
Mary observed. ** He sayeehe is the most
splendid woman he ever saw.”

“Yes, she does strlke people at first;
but it wears off after & while.”

# Edmund does not think eo,” retarned
Mary.

“ Well, no ; he is as enthuslastic as ever.
But Edmurd {s essentlally an enthuslast,
He is half out of his wits, he ls 50 glad to
bhave Hugh at home. I plty the poor
enipe and partrldges.”

¢ Why don’t you apgly the same rule
to Hugh as to the others, and call him
Fionn Mecool 7" Mary acked. *“ Do you
remember glving him that name ?"

¢ Indecd, yes,” returned Grece, pen-
elvely. ¢ And how distinctly I remember
the day In your room when Beesy Morrls
sald I could not have given him a grander
name. Though I by no means meant to
be complimentary, Were you frightened,
Mary, when you saw him so awfully thin
aud worn? 1 thought he had only come
home to dle. Bat papa sald he would be
as strong as ever egain. And he s
wonderfully improved during the last few
weeks.”

Mary clasped her hands together, and
turned her mild blue eyes upwards, but
made no reply.

¢ But where is he now ?” Grace asked.

¢ Writing in bhis own room,” Mary re-
plled, “He has little Grace with him,

He 1s very fond of little Grace.”

% Oh, between little Grace’s prattle, and
her mother’s singlog,” returned Grace,
with a frown, * he has no time to devote
to other people.”

“I'll go tell him what you say,” re-
jolned Mary, llughing.

* You have kept the old writlng desk

during allyour wanderings,' she obsexv:
on entering Hugh's mon.l' iy

“ Yes,” be replied ; “ I bave brought it
with me everywhere.’

“Oh ! and you have kept this too 1” she
exclaim¢d. oneuing a loosely folded psper
she had carelessly taken from the desk.
“Yes, of course,” he replied, smiling, on
seelng what she had discovered.

“ And s It really somebody’s that you
care for 7"

“ Well, it 1s,” ho replied, geavely ; but
he reddened immediately, and would bave
recalled the words if he could,

« And can’t you tell me whoitis? Do
1 know her §”

% Ob, you muet ask no more questione,”
he replied, snatching at the paper.

But she was too quick for bim, and
carrled it off in triamph,

o Here {8 that mysterious lock of halr,”
sald Mary to Grace, who was still standivg
at the window, gazing at the mountains.
% (Can you uuravel the mystery, as you
dld that of the tracks in the enow ?”

* ] can’t imsagine who it can be,” she
sald, sfter looking for & moment at the
trees of halr,

« He scmits it ls somebedy he really
cares for,” sald Mary,

Grace scrutinised the halr again, and as
ber own hair fell down on her baud while
she did so, Mary observed :

“ It {s very llko your own.
{s that wiitten on the paperi”

Grace looked |hacplpy at the half-
obliterated pencilling, and sald, “ Oh yes,
*Oaly & woman's bair’—Swift, you
koow—

w4 The passioned tremble of the heart

That ripples in the little line—

Only & woman's hair.’”
Bat he has made a change which is by no
means an improvement, He has—* Oaly
girl s bale.”

# There is sometting else wiitten under
it,” eald Mary.

“Yes, it 18 the date,
18 __', ”

The words swam before her eyes, and
she fell senseless upon the flror. Mary
caught her up, and placed her upon a low
chair, by the side of which she had fallen.
She was about to cry out for asslstance
when Geace’s bosom heaved, and ber eyes
opened,

¢ Qh, what bas happened to you?"”
Mary asked anxlouely.

0O Mary,” she replied, as If she were
just awakiog from a deep sleep, * it ls my
hair.”

g any could only look the surprise she
elt.

# Do you remember,” contlnued Grace,
“ when Mr, Lowe was here, the day Mat
Doncvan sekcd me to play the air of the
song he was to ting at Ned Brophy's wed-
dlog? It was the same dsy that Lory
Hanly brought me the jay.”

“Y¢s, I remember,” returned Mary.
« But what has that to do with it 7"

% Lock at the date on the paper,” said
Grace, cloeing her eyes.

“It {s the very same day,” replled
Mary.

* And don’t you remembor,” continued
Grace, keeping her eyes etill closed, * how
I cut cft a lock of Hugh'’s hair with your
gclasors, and be caught me and cut off
some of mine "

% Yes, I recollect it sll now,” Mary an-
swered, looking troubled. ‘I trust in
gocdoess that I bave done no harm.”

“And he bas kept it all the time,”
Graco thought, * He bhas always loved
me !”

0 This s Grace’s Lalr, Hugh,” sald
Mary, on coming into his room again.

“ Well, it 1s,” he replied, as if the earn-
estnéssy of her manner bad surprised him
into the admissicn.

% () Hugh,” sald she, looking anxlouely
at him, I never thought of this. I will
briog her up.”

“] fear you have been making me
rldlculous,” he ¢xclalmed, getilrg between
ker and the door.

Sho told him what had just occurred in
the parlour ; and so great was Hugh Koear-
ney’s astonishment, that for the moment
he fult no other emotion. But when
Mary asked bim would she go for Grace,
he seemed much agitated.

“Yes,” he anawercd, with a motlon of
bis hand towards the door. He paced up
ard down the room two or three times,
and then sat down again at the table where
he had been wrlting, looking quite un:
moved ; eave for that light, half fire ard
half softness, that swam fo his dark eyes,
Grace came in, and those dark eyes met
hers. Sbe croseed the room with a meas-
ured step, and lald her hand om his
shoulder, atill looking Into hls eyes,
There was no need for words,

“] don’t know what to eay,” sald he at
last. “But, Grace, when did you first
think of me 1”

“ I don’t know,” she replled, *Ithink
always.”

“There must reslly be a mystery In
these thivgs, Grace. 1 never hoped such
happliness would ever be mine. DId you
know how much I loved you ?”

% Well, I didn’t know—but, somehow, I
belleved it.”

They wcre sllent again for a long time ;
and Greca recallcd Bessy Morrle’s words—
“If a ship were slnking with you ora
llon raching to devour you, woulda’t you
feel safe If his arm were around you?”
Yee, she felt 1t was g0,

“ Wonders will never cease,” exclalmed
Mery, filoglng the door open. * Fionn
M:cool can mako himself agreeable. Do
you forget that we are all lavited to a
great ball at Woodlands in honour of
Floon’s safe return from the antlpodes

Grace, for once In her life, would have
forgiven the great ball, But she resolved
to make hereelf as ¢ killing ”” as possible ;
for it was rather provokiog that Mrs,
Klely so dt zzled her guests on such ocea.
slons, that even a certaln young lady,
who was generally admitted to possess
some attractions of her own, was quite
thrown into the ehade at Woodlande,

“That dark drees becomes you admir-
ably, Mary,” sald she. * And Ellle looks
downright lovely in white, There 1s
{s somethlng fawn-llke about her, But
which of these shall [ wear 1

“ Ask Hugh’s opinion,” returned Mary,

“Yee, Ellle ; ask him which would he
prefer.”

“He doesn’t care which,” eald Ellle,
after consulting Hugh on this important
matter—* as neither is green.”

“,E llk: gree; aut green does not like
me,” returne race, “I must 1
that to Annle.” s

“Here {s Arthur,” sald Mary rather
Impatiently, “ Declde at once ; we have
no time to lose. Even mamma has all her
bows planed on to her entlire satisfaction.”

Bat what

¢ Jenuary 9,

*Yes, but she had no difficulty in decld.

ing on the colors,” Grace replied, * Her

uncle Dan settled that long ago. I only

wish his worthy aephew—or grandoephew

— would do the rane for me. Bat will

have my revenge, and dence all night with
”

«What will your papa say, when he
knows 1’ Mary asked, 8a they drove up
the avenue at Woodlanda,

o He will like it,” Grace answercd, em-
phatisally,

And ho did ltkeit. Audssid—and sald
traly—that there was no map to whom
he would rather entrust his daughter’s
happiuess thaa to Hogh Kearney. Aund
yet the patriotic Dr. Klely feit disap-
pointed, though he strove to hide it even
from himseli, For in splte of his theorles,
be cherlshed the hope of seeing bis darling
Grace the wife of a descendant of one of
those Norman freaboote:s, who *' came to
divide, to dishomor,” and to whose ill-
omened sdvent none knew bettor than
the learned and patrlotic doctor how to
trace all the woes of unbappy Ireland.
#Bat then,” hs would sy, ln his grand
way, “some of them became more Irleh
theu the [:ish themselves.”

Is it meceesary to add, that there wasa
weddlng soon after?

Grace wistel to have the ceremony
performed by Father Carroll, as it was he
marrled Arthur O'Connor and Mary, aad
Eimund and hls dark eyed bride. But
tha democratle Dr. Klely dearly liked
eclat ; and Geace had the honor of baing
married by a blshop. And mnever did
priest or Blshop, or Cardinal or Pope of
Rome, hold bis band over & brighter or a
happler little bride,

But there were more weddings than one.

“Mat Donovan and Besy Morrls!”
the astute readoer exclalms.

Of course, But & cbild would have
guessed that.

And the tall pedlar, who never passed
the way withoat takiny a drauygat from the
pall under the little window, opaned bis
eyes in wonder on seelng & uecal iquare
farm yard, with barn, dairy, cow-uvuse,
and all other requisites, bebind the lttle
tstched bouse, to which two rooms with
gocd 8'zed windows bad been added, The
tall pedlar, as be replaced the cup on the
little window, rubbed bis cuff acrosa the
hle geey beard, and hoped it was not all
the work of the *“good ¥eoplu," and
would not have vanished into thin alr
before he came his next round—ss hap

ened t7 his own knowledge to & soug

ittle one-sided of Holycross Abh-y. Aad

the tal pedlar, swloging off his heavy
pack, and sittiog on the corcer of the
table, gave a full and true accouat of how
he had been hospitably recelved in the
saug little house before-mentioned, one
fine summer evenlog, snd awoke next
moraing by the side of & farz> bush, with.
out a house, or the sign of a house, withia
miles of him, At which Mrs. Donovan
the elder blessed herself many time, and
devoutly thanked Providence that her
bousa was not oneside of Holycross
Abbey—though nearer to an imsgloary
straight line between Maurlce Kearaey’s
fort and the quarry than she could bave
wished.

The little boarded parlour, with its
papered walls and American clock on the
chimpey plece, was just what Grace had
fancled as sultable for Beay Morr!s.
There waa a book-shel?, too, with a goodly
pumber of volumes srayed upon |t,
which caused Mr. Bob Llojd to stare the
first time he saw 1, and farnlshed Mra.
Ned Brophy with a subject for much
scornfal lsughter, Whenever Ned did
not make his appearance in due time on
the nights of market daye, he was pretty
sure to be fournd by Mat Donovan’s fire-
¢ide. Aud se hemeekly obeyed the order
to “get up out of that,” and staggeerd
homeward, Ned invariably protested tbst
his libations during the day did not ex-
ceed “a couple uv tumblers uv porther,”
Bat we fear this did not always save him
from a whack of his own blackthorn
acroes the ehoulders,

Old Mrs, Donovan, however, preferred
the kitchen with its snow-white dreeser
and shining pewter—not forgetting the
old spinivg-wheel and the straw.bottom
chalts—as, Indeed, did Mat himeelf, and
Bessy, too, Aund as for Billy Heffernan,
he protested that his flute became quite
hoarse whenever he attempted to tune it
In the parlour, And when he took his
place on the bench, with his back agalnat
the partition, Nelly alway thought of the
night when she male the discovery that
Blily loved Norah Lahy ; and how, after
the first parg of jealousy, she loved Norah
herself better than ever. Yes, Bessy
Morris and Mat Donovan were msrried ;
and that dear, kind o!d mother’s sad face
kad a moonlight sort of smile in it for.
ever after. Butlest Mat ehould get credit
for more than he deserves, we feel bound
to admit that if Bessy’s father had not
Libaved #o handsomely, he could mnot
ha i3 bullt the out.cffices quite so soon;
nor rould he have the tea acres at the
other !de of the road.

But '“ere were more than two wed-
diogs than two.

“ Where {s that fellow 1 Mzs. Kearney
scked, fretfully, “ I never can fiad him
when I want him.”

No one seemed to pay any particular
attention to Mre, Kearney's grievance.
There was a car at the hall-door, with
I\Vhry and Grace on one side, and Mra.
Edmund Kiely—about whose feet Hugh
was elaborately wrapplng the rug — on
the other.

“She is the only handsome woman,”
Mary observed, * that I ever knew Hugh
to care about,”

“Thauk you,” returned Grace.

“Did you send him anywhere 1" Mrs,
Kearney asked from the door-step—ad
dreselng her husband, who was pointing
out a defect in the horse’s shoelng to the
nery‘n{nt." y

“Yes,” he answered, at last., “I
him to count the sheep’." s

% And you knew I wanted to send him
to town,” returned Mrs, Kearney re-
proachfully,

“He ought to be back an hour ago,”
Maurice answered, “But I suppose l':e
fell Into the quarry and broke his neck ;
or was attacked by the bull in the clover-
field, Got that shoe taken off,” he added
turning to the servant, as if the hrok";
;“& W tfhll“lmk by the bull were a

atter of little consequence compared
w )
hﬁl:. Edmand Klely’s chesnut golng

Mre. Kearney was quite alarmed ;
to her great rellef Bl(tlney Broderlck 3::
seen tearing across the lawn mounted on
Bobby, who snorted and flang his heels in
the alr at svery prick of the “spur.

ssuleers” with which the heel of cne of
the rider's brogues was armed, Flinglog
bimself from bis steed, Barney burried up
to his master.

 Are thesheep oll there 1" he asked,

# Begob I have ’em all in my hat, ofr,”’
Barney anewered,

Mary’s laugh was almost as rioglog and
quite as musical 83 G race’s—but Mes,
Klely only looked astonished, with ail ber
great black eyes—as Barney carefully
scooped & fistful of sloes out of his hat,
and presented them to hls master, who
commenced to count them with a look of
{ntevse gravity.

#They’se all right,” sald he, flingleg
away the sloes, and laoking quite satls:

ed.
« She's afther conelntin’, elr,” sald Bar-
ney with a grin,

# Oh, very good,” returned bis master,
% One )0l make: many.”

“ But,”” continued Barney, rubblog his
poll, “if Miss Graca id put in a good
word for us, 1 koow Father Carroll
wounldn’t be hard on us, an’ be gettin’ so
many jobs all uv a slap.”

 What Is it, Barney ?” Geace asked.

“ (Fuin' to be married, mie,”’ Barney
auswered, lookinyg very solemn. “Aa if
you wouid tell him to do id as chape as
he could, I know he'd do snythivg for
you—sn’ mnot to be too hard wud the
questions, I bave my prayers as pat as
A B; an’ what more dos poor mn want {
Av’ I'm purty good at the seven deadly
eins, an’ know what is mathrimony, now,
sluce M’sy Ellle put id into my bead,”
Barney sdded, with lncreased selrcusness.

 And 80, Ellle, you bave been putting
matrimony into Barney’s head ?” eald
(irace, turning to Elle, who was romplng
on tha grass with two of Mary’s children,

TO BE CONTINUED,

CHEERFULNESS AT HOME.
Maurice Francis Egan, in Ave Ma:la.
Every father and motiher bas certain

responsibilities. This is a truism, It
seems foolish to repeat it, so generally
is it accepted, But very few fathers and
mothers ever accurately define for them.
selyes just what these responsibilities
are. They believe that their children
ought to be taught, well clothed, well
fed, They provide schools, often with.
out much discrimination ; they feed the
children, they clothe them. Tae mother
who runs a sewing.machine all day to
provide frills for her children considers
herself a marytr to her duty to them,
when, in truth, she is only a marytr to
tuat spirit of vanity which dictates that
they shall be better dressed than other
people’s children. The father who
spends his days in accumulating money,
and who has no time to become really
acquainted with the dispositions of his
boys, declares to heaven that he, t0o, is
a martyr. How can his sons go wrong
with such an example before them?
And yet this very devotion to what he
calls his duty is separaling them day by
day from him. *“We are slaves of our
children,” he cries out; “I work for
my board, that I may be able to bring
them up well and leave them money.”
Saciety takes this father and mother at
their own valuation, and loosks en them
asmodels, Society is wrong ; for society
jadges superficially.

Children are what thelr parents make
them ; they are more precious gifts than
wealth or reputation ; they do not thrive
best amcng the luxuries Which the Amerl-
can purent thiuks it his daty to surround
them with. Toey mneed, from the begin-
ning, love and cheerfulness, G.ve them
a happy home rather than a luxurious
one, and they may be trusted to bloom as
thelr Creater lntends that they should
blhom,

When children are sent by God, He
meacs that those to whom e sends them
shall meke them the object of thelr lives,
The father ought to live for his cblldren ;
mother geuerolly does. Uahapplly, the
mere businees of living takes so much
time and thought that the real good of
children {alost sight of. Parents too ofien
hold that money must make their children
good aud happy. The foollshnesa of thls
13 made evident every day, The orphan
is to ba pltled becanse he has lost
his father’s and mother’s lrfluence; he
has no memories as other children have ;
he has, like a grape.vine unsupported,
cast out his tendrils and found no answer-
lng touch, There i3 a blank in his lifa,
and nelther money nor reputation nor
ease wiil ever atone for thls immense loes.
Who can deny thls? And yet parents go
through life acting as if the accumulatlon
of mouey and the acqulring of luxurles
for thele children were all in all,

What father does nct say to himself
that he {s a marvel of unse!fishness, be-
cause he keeps cloze to hls work day by
day 7—a thing he would do whether he
had chlldren or not. And yet how few
fathers are unselfish enough to glve up
their newepaper or the club ai night, or
to stay up an hour later, ia order to add
to the cheerfulness of the home circle!
How few mothers will repress the fault.
finding word, the querulous otjaction, tha
{ll.natured criticlsm on other people, and
teach by example that cheerfulness 1s one
of the first of Christlan soclal dutles! A
perent’s words are sllver, but a parent’s
examplo Is golden.

Better that children should be left
poorer in this world’s goods than that
their father should not leave them the
legacy of cheerful memories, Better
that they should have none of the luxur-
ies of life, provided their mother, by her
unselfish love and cheerfulness, makes
home, humble though it be, an oacis in
the way of life,

The offensive breath, resulting from
Catarrh, can be removed by a few applica-
tions of Nasal Balm, Every sufferer
should give it a trial. Sold by all dealers,
Mr, L. C. Wells, Chemist and Druggist,
Port Coll?orne. Ont,, writes: ‘‘Northrop
& Lyman's Vegetable Discovery Dyspeptic
Cun? sells well, and gives the best of satis.
faction for all diseases of the blood.” It
never fails to root out all diseases from the
system, oures Dyspepsis, Liver Complaint,
eta,, purifies the blood, and will make you
look the picture of health and happiness.
Mining News.
Micing experts note that cholera never
attracks the bowels of the earth, but
humanity in general find it necessary to
use Dr, Fowler's Extract of Wild Straw-
Lerry for bowel complaints, dyseatery,

diarrhoes, eto, It is a sure cure,

Minard's Liniment is wsed by Phys.
fclans. dvins
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