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SALLY CAVANAGH,

Or, The Untenanted Qraves.
A TALE OF TIPPERARY.

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XIL Continued,

WHY THE 6CHOOL-MASTER'S MAIK GREW
GRAY.

I was very proud and happy when I
got the little school. 1 thanked God with
a full heart that now my widowed moth-
er would have a home, and some of the
little comforts to which she had so long
astranger. My father dicd when I was
twelve veaas old. Her life since his
death had been one long struggle with
poverty and want. I had too much ren-
son to believe that she had not Leen
happier s a wife than she bad been ns u
widew ; for my father was a drunkard.
Yet, she always endetvored to make me
belivve that he was o rood man; and my
own recollection of him led me te believe
that he wasnot & bad man.  Strange to
say, I loved him far better than [ loved
my poor mother; and what is still
stranger, his ill treatment of her—I
might apply the term bruta! to it—never
caused me any pain or grief. I believe
1 thought that everything my father did
should be right. My mother confirmed
me in this way of thinking ; for she al-
ways spoke to im with respect,—almost
with reverence. I ean remember her
singing and lsughing when he had gone
out after eroelly beating her. 1 think
he must bhave loved her; for, one day
when he returned home unexpectedly
and found her asleep, witha wound upon
her forehead, which his uwan hand’ had
inflicted, he stooped down and kissed
her. Iknew she was not asleep, though
he thought she was ; for [ saw her lips
tremble, and the tears stealing down her
cherks. He walked out of the house
softiy ; and then my mother began to
sob, nnd flung herseif upon her kuees.
I can recall to this day the flutter of her
heart &s she strained me in her arms
afier praying fervently.

“It never uceurred to me that there
was anything degrading or sinful in
drunkness, until one morning when I
went with my father to'the public-house.
He drank two glasses of raw whiskey,
and was on his way home, when a wret-
ched sot of his acquaintance stopped
him. The man’s fece and lips were livid,
and his eyes dull and glassy, He was in
rags, and when I raw his whole frame
trembling, 1 thought it wasculd he was.

“ ¢ Are you alter having your * morn-
ing ” # auid he to my father.

“*Lam, was the reply.

“The wretched man held his face close
to my father's. ‘ Blood-an™ouns, mun,
eaid e, ‘let us get the smell of it.’

“Thas was the first time I conceived
anything like disgust lor a drunkard.
Perhaps the reason I did so then was
because Isuw my father was disgusted.
T often reflect upon the extranrdinary
influence a father wnust v xercise over the
minds of his children. How grent in his
responsibility if hedoes not excreise that
influence for good !

“ One day my father was dragging my
mother by the hair, and calling vpan
her, with the muoust frightful osths, to
get hin money for more whiskey., In
vain the poor woman pleaded that she
had no money ; he only kicked and drag-
wed her the more savagely,

“‘Comeyou rip” he shonted ‘get
me the money.’

* *Come you rip!” I exclnimed, catch-
ing her by the hair, to ‘get my dada the
money.! For my sympathics were al-
ways at my father'sside.

* He let her go, and staggered back
against the wall as it o bullet had gone
through him,

“*‘0Oh! God help me !" he cried, in the
most heartbroken tones [ have ever
heard ; ‘ as the ald cock crows the young
cock learns.’ ‘Obh ! God help me!” He
sald no more, but went into his bed-

.room, apparently quite sober. He went
to Curk next day, aud took the
pledge  from  Father Matthew,
And from that day to the hour of his
death he never tasted a drop of intoxicat-
ing drink. But his constitution wus en-
tirely broken by a long course of intem-
Eerance, and he lived only one year after
ecoming a teetotaler. His last words
todn’le were ; ¢ Willie, never ba a drunk-
ard. .

“ What privation myv mother suflered
for my sake! She took the bit out of her
own mouth togive it to me. Ier great
ambition was to make me ‘u scholar,
and I was kept constantly at school. My
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father, who was a good angler, had often
sent me with presents of fish to the Pro-
testant clergyman. A few months after
my father’s death the clercyman's wife
met we. and inquired kindly for my mo-
ther. She alsn rave me a half sovereign,
which she desired nie io give to my mo

therto buy clothes for me. And when
the clothes were bought we were hoth to
call upon her. We did eall upon her;
and, to my poor mother’s dismay, the
lady offered to provide for me if she were
allowed 1o bring me up as a member of
the Established Church. The lady was
very mild and handsome ; and [ am sorry
to think the half sovereign which made
me so happy was only a bribe. Bnt
these things have little or nothing to do
with what I wish to tell vou. I have
written them almnst unconscionsly.

“ My health wis never very strong,
and I searcely veatured to hape that 1
conld ever be anything bul 2 burden to
my dear mother. Jndge of mv rapture
when my kind friend, Fathet O'G rman,
gave me the appointment of teacher ta
une of his schonls.  For three years after
T was as pescefully happy as wortal man
conld hope tnbe. The injustier which I
sufiered from the parents of some of my
pupils was very trying. But the love of
the children for me made me forget it
The love of children has always been
like & blessing from Heaven to me. Lat-
terly I have been sorely persecnuted by an
inspeetor—for the school i ‘under the
Boari —who appears to take pleasure in
wounding my feelings in every possible
way. But & word of sympathy from
Father Q'Gorman will heal the worst
wound this official ean inflict upon me
almust "instanstaneously. For awhile I
used to feel pained by the sneers of
course natured fellows, who would refer
to my former poverty in the most offen-
sive manner, because I respected myself
and _dressed decently. I soon, however,
learned to despige this ; particularly ns
none but the most vulgar ever attempted
to anncy me in the way I have mention-
ed. And what need I cure? Had [ not
my dear mother to welcome me with her
loving smile, every evening, after the
day’s toil? Had I not the respect and
good will of many amonz my humble
neighbors? Yes ; and the friendship of
a few whom I could lovk up to without
feeling that f was looked down upon. He
for whom I write this was the most va-
lued of these tew friends.  And here, in
one wurd, let me thank bim, His man-
ner towards me was always flrank, always
kind, but never patronizing, I thank him
with all my heart. He made me leel
that I was 4 man,

“T have not yet touched upon the
gubject abnut which I sat down to write.
I find T have been putting it off, almost
unconsciously.

“ Rose Mulvaney came to my school.
She was accompanied the first day by
her father and mother, who were simple
peasants.

“ They tuld me that Rose had lived
with her grandmother high up on the
mountain, and that her education was
almost entirely neglected ; and with
rears (f entreaty in their eyes, they beg-
ged of me to do my best to make up for
the lost time, by taking all the pains I
could ‘to bring her on,” a8 they express-
ed it. I promised to do my best; and
after warning Rose to be ‘a gond girl,’
and assuring her that ‘ the master ’ ivounld
soon make her ‘a fine scholar, the

'good, simple old couple shook me warmly

by the hand, and with many a ‘ God
bless you’ and ‘Good luck to you,' took
their leave.

! Poor Rose! How she laughed, and
cried, and blushed a$ her deficiency.
BShe was diligent, however, and naturaliy
quick, and soon bégan to make wonder
ful progress. Have I said that Rose
was strikingly beautiful? I bave seen

1

me face which was, peri:aps, more regn-
arly handsome. It was that of & young
ady whom you know. But you will
arlon me for saying that there wasa
snul, an ever-changing something in the
face of Rose Mulvany, which, to my
miud, far excelled the still loveliness of
he face to which I have alluded. O my
riend ! may yor unever feel the pang
which has torn my wretched heart tn
pieces !”

dane Evans’ pale face flushed, and her
hreathing became quick. She closed
the book hastily und gazed into the fire.

“Is the difference manch 7" she thought.

She stood up, with her hair fowine
wildly, and opening the window shutters,
rested ner burning forchead against the
wltsy, and looked aut at the stars, The
room daor opened and Mrs, Evans, with
a llt'_nusl. woe-Legone face, presented her-
self.

* O Jane!” she exclsimed, in a tone of
utter miserv, “ what are vou thinking
of 2 Misg Evans turned round quickly.

“What am 1 thinking of ?” she re
peated. “\Why?”

“T won't allow 1t says Mrs, Evans,
with feeble determination.

“ Allow what ?”

“Mis. Hill came down from the lodge.
and told that there was » man on horse-
hack at the gate, and I'm after rendiug
Joe and Philip to arrest him. 'l gend
for the police, so put it out of your
head,” exclaimed Mrs. Evans, still feebly
energetic.

“For Heaven’s sake, mamma, tell nic
what you menn,”

“ Ah, Jane, what did you mean by
tatking of America ??

Here voices were heard outside, near
the front of the house, and Miss Evans
haatily pulled down the window-blind
She moved the blind & little aside, and
siw the two serving men leading a horse
with somebody on his back. When the
hall door was opened, and the light
shone out upon the group, Miss Evians
smiled.

* Come here, mamma.”

Mrs. Evans looked out.

“'f1s Mr. Mooney,” says she faint-
ingly.

“And now.” her daughier observed,
*“ you know I have retired for the night.
[ need not gay how ridiculously you
have acted. And now I suppose you
will see the necessity of making the best
of it.”

“But, Jaue, what did you mean by
talking of America? Is it poesible that
vou are still thinking of that man?
You know—"

But June pointed to the group outside,
and waved her hand towards the dour.

Mrs. Evans walked away with a look
suggestive of smelling- salts. She wae
not a strong-minded lady. .And Brian
Purcoll was the one shadowing her path,

“ Mr. Mooney,” said Mrs. Evans from
the hall door, “there has been some un-
fortunate mistake, And now, to let e
seoe that you are not offended, come in.”

Mr! Mooney alighted with great ala-
crity. The men having hold of his bridle
prevented him from dashing away in a
figure of eight.

“Bit down, Mr. Mooney,” says the
lady of the house,

“0On! not at all,” srys Mr. Monney. i

“I'm sorry my daughter has retired
for the night.,”

“We had a capital hunt,” observed
Mr. Mooney, with his eyes very wide
open, and etaring at the wall. ** Alter
going four miles, as the crow
flies, towards the slate quarries he
doubled back to Coolbawn cover, where
the earth was open, Everything went off
splendidly—the marquis was delighted—
except a row between Mr. Grindem and
a person of the name of Brian Purcell.
Mr.—that is Grindem and I, are capital

friends. ‘How are you, Mooney ?’ says

he. ‘How do you do, Mr.—ahem !—How
do you do Grindem ¥ says I Capital fel-
low, Grindem. Stuod any amount of
brandy.” Here Mr. Mooney fortified
himse!ll with & glas of wine, and with
desperate resolution said, “1had the
rlessnre of gesine—nhem '—Miss Evana
there in the morning.”

“Qhl yes ; she was there.”

“The tiree Miss Plunkets were in at
the finish. Why does not Miss Evans
ride to hounds ? Don’t tell me she can't
do it. For dear me,” exclaims Mr.
Moaoney, holding out his band, and star-
ing at the wall, “there's nothing she can't
do.”  Mr. Mooney sat bolt upright in his
chair, sucking the handle of his huinting
whip. He fixed his eyes on the ceiling,
as if he could see through it into the
room above. * Mrs. Evans,” says Mr.
Maoonev, lonkine through the ceiiing,
“I can't stond it.”

“stand what, Mr. Mooney **

“ Particularly now,” continued the
vonng sent]eminn, f since my niother fa
down oh me.”

Mpi. Bvaus looked surprised, but
thought it best to let him go on.

“ Down on nte,” he repeated, * on ac-
count of Mixs Baker. Not Miss Baker,
you know, but the fat one.”

“ Really, Mr. Mooney, I don’t under-
stand you,”

“Dan’t think, Mrs. Evans,” says Mr.
Mooney, taking the lady’s hand, and
looking the reverse of cheerfu!, * don’l
think it was her beauty! No, Mrs,
Evans. It was the sublimity of her dis-
pusition. The sublimity, Mrs. Evans.
And Is it not a sad thing, Mis, Evans ”
—nhere Mr. Mooney hecame lugubrious
to a degree—"is it not melancholy, heart-
breaking, for a man to hive o mother
2 Mr, Muoney is abliged 1o have
recotrse Lo his pocket-handkerchief, but
not. beiug nble to find it, uses the skirt
of his searlet cont. ** To Lave o mother,
Mrs, Evang, without an atom of sub-
idmity "

“Renlly, Mr. Mooey——-’

“] don’t say my mother is not grand,
for she is grand. Look at her in her
violet velvel, and where will you see n
arander woman ¥ But, my dear Mra.
Evans, what is grandeur without sub-
limity 2"

“Pon my word, Mr. Mueoney, I must
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Handsome Features,

fomelimes unsightly blotches, pimples or
kallow opaque skin, destroys The attractive-
nusunrhun:]-nmo faptures, In all sueh casex
seott’s Emulsion wilt butld up the system and
Impart fresiiness and beaury. 21-2

LEX. NELNON & CO'S REMOVAL SALE
\ commenced on Friday, Duee. 2, lsir:']. 107

and 109 Bleury strect, 21-3

J. M. Prockter,

(LATE OF KENT BROS.)
SWISS, ENGLISIT & AMERICAN

PRAGTIGAL WATCHMAKER,

JEWELLER AND OPTICIAN.

25 Yeurs Experleuce,

P.S.—! have the finest set of tools in the
Domlintan ar Canada far repairing the most
eompliented watehes, Priees moderate, and all
work dnne by myself.

39 St. Lawrence Street,

MONTREAT. a4

») X PERCENT DISCOUNT OFF ALL OUR
~ Ladies? Seul Mutlk. Removal Sale com-
mences to-day, Dee. 5th, 1893. ALEX., NELSON,
197 and 179 Bleory streel. 21-3

TURKEYS! TURKEYS ! TURKEYS !

tetes S Q) e

Goto JOSEPH LEVESQUE & CO.,5l Bleury
gLreut, lor the choicest Paultry, o to 12 cents,
and at the lowest market prices,  Also Christ-
s meas 4 Lo 12§ cents.  Don't forget this ad-
dress. ot thls out and bring iy with youte

57 Blenry streot,
JOSEPO LEVESQUE & Co.

218

«) = PER CENT. DISCOUNTOFF ALL OUR
2-.') Fur Caps, 8l Alex, Nelson & Co's Re-.
‘'moval Sule. ar1-3

PERSONAL.—LEGITIMATE DETECTIVE
WORK tn connection with burgiaries, for-
gerles, bluckmalling schemes, mysierious dig.
nrances, and all deteotive work 1o crimi-
romptly atiended to by
the Canadian Mecret Service. Offices, Temple .
Building. Montreal, Office Telephone: 1.
Private Telephones: 4658 and 604b. JOHN A.
GROBSE, Supt. Comme#voial Work ; BILAS H;
CARPENTER, Supt.( iminal Work.

ap,
nal and clvi] business




