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Summer is Dead,
CHARLES Nm GREGORY,
Saommer (s dead ! Am etutble flelds knell
Sumrh sr is dead, who was blithesome and

ay.
SHeng\a yz-.ud gouni have united to tellit;
Bammer s dead ; wod alack a day 1

Bwaot was her smile when, with shy, gentle
reovinrs

Hhh“lsl mwi the rose to the hedge rows of

Juune;
Eindiy tho heart that no longer 18 beating
Throbbed 'neatu the light of the tender
youung moon.

Whers i the life of her, sweet-hearted sum-
mer !
We uil #0 loved her, was &he not content ?
Ab, {1k sach ciild of time, tine hath 0'er-
come her.
Btill she lies, cold she lles, roses all spent.

Ah . like tha rest of us, when she was bidden,
Meekly she folided her brown hauds 10

rest,
Why Lam it? Who can tell? All that 18
hldden—
Why doos the sunlight fade out in the
West?

Only we know when the stubble field knells
Eeholng the ericket’s small, shrill roun-

delay.
Bilencs and gound haye united to tell it ;
wummer is dend, and lack & day !
—Chieago Herald.
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KNOCKNAGOW

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

OHAPTER LXIIL —CoNTINUED,

#0h,” rald she, coverlng ber face with
hands, * It will kill her. If Elife were at
bome, or even if 1 had Judy—but I know
they have purposely contrived eome plan
to get the poor old woman out of the way
—1I might be able to do eomething.” She
was on the point of glving way to despalr,
when her eye reeted on Norah Laby’s
chalr. Svatching it up between her bande
ghe hurried to her mother.

# The broth s not reedy, mamma,” eald
she, “and Judy ! gone somewhere,
You'd be tired ritting on that hard tree,
g0 I brought you this chair,”

% Oh, "tien’t strong enoungh for me,” said
her mothez, * I’'m too heavy for it.”

«“0h, ’tis quite strong, It wase Mat
Donovan msade 1t, and there is a wooden
frame inside the straw, You'll find it
very comfortable ; 1 was often thinking
of bringing it to your room.”

 Well, bilog it down to the hedge. I
saw a wasp going into a hole at the root
of this tree, snd I suppose there is a nest
there., 1'm alwaye afrald of wasps eince
my uncle Dan got the sting in the eye-
brow, avd 1t swelled up till you'd think
he hadu’t an eye in his head, That’s why
1 was nlways agalnst keeping bees ; though
Mrs. Donovan tells me not one in her
houge ever got a stlng, but one Mat got
when he grabbed at a bee that got en-
tangled ia Bessy Morrie’ halr. Oh, I
declare ’iis & very nice chalr. I think 1’11
stay out t111 your father comes home, and
ha'll be surprised, He eald he only
wanted to see Wat Murphy about some
shoep he bought, so I suppose he won’t
be long.”

The allusion to Mes. Donovan suggested
to Mary thet the best thing she could do
was to got Nelly to nesist her, Mat, she
knew, was with ber father fittlng up the
honse in town,

Nelly and her mother were qulte
startled whon Mlss Kearvey told them
what hal happened, Nelly’s first sugges—
tlon was to “choke” old Issac without a
moment’s loas of time.  Bat, remember
ing that this summary procseding was not
practicabla just then, old Isaac not belng
in the way, she lot down her epron—which
she had tucked up as if the choklng buel.
nesa wezo to bo done on the spot — and
became more calm,

“Sare I can break In the doore, miss,”
sald Nelly,

“Oh, ro,” returned Mary, and she could
not help emiling, “that would not do.
Darby Ruadh and the rest of them are in
e, L sm pure. I think the best
thing we counid do is to get mamwma ever
here, until my father comes with the car,
And 1f «he can beer the shock, Mrs, Don-
eould talk to her about old times,

rouid cheer her, DBut she Is not

enough Lo walk.”

run over for Bllly and the mule,”

{ Nelly, filngiog her cloak oun her
“ [1e's at the blg dhrain to.

\ gure 'ils at the eame dhrain he ia

oy almost for the last twelve.

vn\.w.‘;
As Nolly was starting off to the bog for

Bill

sffernon, the old housekeeper came

z vengeaues against that * limb
uv th il,” Darby Ruadh, who had told
her that Honor Lahy wanted her in all
hagte, and off ¢he ren, and never * crled
crack ? t1ll she reached the * barrack,”
and found Honor did not want her at all,

“ Never mind, Judy,” aaid Mary sooth-
lagly. * Anything such people would do
need not surprlse you, Come with me

: 1 may want you.”

Mary was quite alarmed to see Mr,
Bevosford Pender etanding in front of her
mother’s

chalr, while his father shuilled
wa behilnd him, rubbing his tace.
hor surprise, inetead of bullylng
lug her mother, the worthy
owing to her with every efgn of
profound respect, and assuring
sch they regretted that she had
) even theelightest inconveni-
lo poor Mrs, Kearney looked

from one

to the other quite bewlldered.
@ was all & mistake, Miss Kearnev,”
%aid B ord, turnicg to Mary, “The
rascals acted without my orders, But 1

am after telllng them to leave the house,
and the furniture will be put back again
at wance.”

% What is 1t, Mary?" Mr, Kearney
acked, falotly.

“Somethlng the baillffs have heen
dolng, 1 bellove,” she replted, “ But it
sppeers It was o mistake.”

“ Making another selzure?” returned
her mother, with a frightened look. And
Mary thinklng she was golng to swoon,
put her armsround her, assuring hex agala
1t was all & mistake,

“ Al o mistake, Mis, Kearney,” sald
Beresford,

“All a mlstake, Mrs, Kearney,” old
Isanc repeated,

#(Good morning, M. Kearney,” sald
Boreaford, with a low bow,

¢ (ts0d morning, Mes, Kearney,” sald
old Lsaac with another low bow,

Though somewhat reassured by their
obsequioueness, Mes. Kearney was
alaymed, snd sald she feared they were

Billy ‘Heffernan’s services were mnot
required, But Nelly Donoven's sprear-
ance in his lonely house that day, be after:
wards confessed, first put the thought into
bls mind that it would be /pleasant, after
ell, to have some jone to welcome him
home on summer evenings and winter
nights, And that rame night, ss Kit sat
wiaking at the moon, after a luxurious
tomble on & heap of dry turf dust, the
remsics of last year’s rick, certaln sounds
reached her ears to which she bad been so
long unaccustomed, that she wakened up
and switched ber tall three several times.
And though, except the tall, not 8 muscle
moved, 1t wae quite evident that Kit wae
goleg through a serles of very wiid gam-
bols in her own mind, Her mester, for
the firat time since Norah Lehy’s death,
took down bis flute from the elk’s horne
upon which it hung, and played “ Auld
Laog Syne.” Then, putting back the
flute, he went ont and paced up snd down
through the rushes, feellng uneasy and
excited. Was he golng to forget her, be
asked hlmself. And If sbe knew his
thoughts would sbe not reproach him with
her dark eyes ? Dat then he recalled her
worde the evening he ran to tell her that
Mat Donovan was not killed by tbe fall-
fog of a hay rick, and remembered how
fond sbe always was of Nelly, He felt
he could not sleep in the state of micd he
was in ; and, instead of golng to bed at
once, he thought be might as well walk
over to Honor Lahy’s for his usual supply
of meal,

“God saveall here !” eald Billy Heffer-
nan; “’tisa fine night.”

“(God save you kindly, Billy!” re-
turned Honor and Phil together, *“slt
down.” They weresitting nesr the win-
dow, watching the moon as it peeped over
the beech-tree. DBilly sat down in his
old place on tha bench. And ae the moon
rose higher and higher above the ires, the
Iight feil on the place where Norah used
to sit, and the thought occurred to each of
them that she weas looklug at them now,
“(32d eave ye,” sald another volce, In &
low, eubdued tone; “’tis a beautiful
pight.,” It was Neliy Donovan, who sat
down exactly where Norah used to sit,
aad, resting her chin on her hand, gazed
up at the moon, with a softnees 1o her
eyes that Blily Heffernan bad never
noticed in them before. Ths dresmy
sadness of their looks changed suddealy
to astonishment, The old linnet began
to sing that low sweet song of his ; though
his voice had never before been hoard ex-
pect in the day-time,

Houor Laby made the slga of the cross,
evidently viewlng the incldent In a super-
natural light,

“There’s somethin’ goin’ to happen that
Norah ’d ba glad uv,” said she.

And as Billy Herffernan contiaued to
look into Nelly Donovan’s eyes, he re-
membered more distiuctly what Norah
had s2ld about his leading so lonely a life,
without one to care for him.

“There s Mat,” eald Phil, “I’ll run
out and ask him is there any news.”

“ Somethin’ is up,” was Mat’s reply.
“"]is reported the Penders forged Sir Gar-
reti’s name to & bill ia the bank, I don’t
say ’tis thrue, for I met Darby Ruadh,
with his coat off, runnin’ to hire a car ; an’
be wouldn’t tell me where he was goin’ if
they wor makln’ ¢ff. Bat there’s some-
thin’ up,”

This rumour created great excltement ;
and the few of old Ieaac’s victims who still
remained In the country indulged in wild
hopes that the day of retribution had
come. Amoug these, we need scarcely say,
was Maurice Kearney ; who hoped that if
the agent were proved to be a knave, the
landlord would not only glve him back the
possesslon of his farms, but compeneate
him for the injary he had suffered. And,
though by no means so sauguine as her
father, even Mary felt a presentiment that
brighter and happler days were at hand,
when she looked from her window next
moroing, and mlssed the sow ond the
calves from the little garden, and saw that
all Mr, Beresford Pender’s flocks and
berde hed dleappeared from the fields,

CHAPTER LXIV,

A CONSPIRACY—THE COULIN—MISS LLOYD
WANTS TO KNOW ALL ABOUT IT—VIS
10NS OF HAPPY DAYS,

“Come, Arthur, let us have a walk,”
sald Edmuood Klely.

“ Whore shall we go?” Arthur O'Con-
nor asked, Jaylog down bis book,

“Qn, to the Priest’s Walk,” replied
Edmund, “Taat s the best place to eee
the sun seltlog behind the castle,”

“If you don’t huarry, the san will b
gons down,” Jather Carroll obsorved,
looking, not towards the setting sun, but
la quite an opposite direction, towards the
turn of the road, where a car had just
come in view,

It was evident that his reverence and
Edmund were deep in some consplracy, of
which Arthur was to be kept In ignorance.
But, quite unsusplclous of ths plotting of
his {riends, he drew on hls gloves and fol-
lowed Edmund towards the river,

He lonked stronger and happler now
than when last he stepped over those mosa
covered stonea, But, though his face lights
up now and then, its prevailing expression
is gloomy.,

“Strange to say,” Edmund remarked,
%1 have not yet got rid of the fesling that
wo nro destined to be rivals,”

% And what reason have you for think:
ing 8o 2"

* No renson ; it 1s only a feeling.”

Thelr eyes met, and in both there waz a
look of suspicion,

“A very foollsh feeling,” Arthur ob-
gerved, after a pause,

They passed beyond the Priest’s Walk,
and {nto the pleasure-grounds near the
castle; and Arthur stopped short as a
strain of low, sweet music fell upon his

ear,

“1 thought these people were away on
the Oontinent,” eald he,

Edmund did not reply. 1le was watch-
fog the play of his friend’s features, which
changed from indifference to surprise, and
then softened into melancholy.

“ That alr reminds you of something,”
sald Eimund.

“ Waell, It does,” retarned Arthur O'Con-
nor, and his pale cheek became erimson for
&n inatant,

“Of the day you heard it in Tramore §”

“Yes,”

Edwmard dropped Into a ruetlc seat near
hiw, looking quite miserable,

[ suppose 1t can’t be helped !"” he ex-
clalmed atlast, * And thesooner 'tls over

% pent on some villainy.”

cup which which I thought would be un-
mixed blles,”

“Ta it raving you are?” Arthur acked,
“Now, Artbur, you know you are
thinking of her 1"

% Thinking of whom 1"

# 'he person of whom that air has re-
minded you.”

“ Well, euppose that ls the fact,” re-
turned Artbur, reddenlog egain, * what
then 1"

“'Ps & most extraorGinary fatality,”
enid Eimund, qulte distressed, * Though
you only saw her that one time.”

¢ Yon are most certzlnly taking leave of
your wits,” returned Arthur, * Of course
I saw her often eloce.”

“You never told me that” exclaimed

Edmuzd, looking up 1o surpriss, *And
she never gave me the least hint of 1t.”
% Why, you saw me in her company ro-
peatedly yourself,” Artbur replied, lovk-
fug as 1f he were really anxlous on the
score of bls friend’s eanity, ¢ Perhaps
Fatber Carroll’s whisky fs too much for
you "

“My dear Arthur” crled Elmund
Klely, springlog to bie faet, * I have been
making a fool of myeelf. It s not of the
same person we sre thinking at all. Let
us go back. It Is getting late, and Father
Qarroll may think we have been splrited
away by some one of the numerous super-
patural visitants who bauunt the Priest’s
Walk after nightfail, if Mrs, Hayes is to
be believed.”

The candles were lighted in the priest’s
parlour when they resched the cottage.
A:zthur O'Connor stood stli, looking quite
bewiidered, when he cpened the psriour
door, and saw the moet gloriously beauti
ful girl he bad ever beheld standlng be-
fore him and swilisg through her tears,
Ste advauced us If she found 1t frapossible
to restratn herself, aud clasped his band
in hers, while the blg lears that sprang
fnto her eyes when che first Jooked at
bim rolled down her cheeks. He locked
to Edmuud for an explanation, but that
gentleman only rubbed his gleefally, evl-
dently enjoyipg bis frlend’s bewiider
ment,

% She Is glorlously bheautiful,” thought
Arthar, as he surveyed her splendid figure,
and then looked fnquiringly into her dark
luatrous eyes.

“You don’t remember me,” che gald in
a clear, musieal volce,

“[ must have seen you before,” he re—
plied; “but I can’t recollect when or
where,”

Au old man, with long white hair and
slightly bent figure, sdvanced from be-
hind Father Cleary’s high-backed arm-
chair, where he had been etanding unob-
served by Arthur, and stood beslde the
lovely gltl, holding an ebony flute in the
hollow of his left arm, and locklog at
Arthur with a plaintive smlie.

“] remember now,” eald Arthur, ap-
pearicg more bewildered than ever, #2 the
old geutleman shcok him by the band.
At tbis the tears eprang into the young
lady’s eyes agaip, and then she and Ed.
mund exchanged looks and laughed.

But all the laughing was not to be on
Eimund’s eide, aud he looked almost as
zston!shed as Arthur, whea Father Carroll
led forward auother lovely gitl, of the
mild sed statuczque, and not of the glow-
ing eort, like the first, who now caught
ber by the hand ; though it was plain they
had met that evening before, It was the
first time that ehe and Arthur had meet
for years ; but each read in the oyes of the
other what the reader must have guessed
by this tlme.

“My dear Mlss Kearney,” exclaimed
the dark beauty, *how mach I regret I
did not know who you were that day at
the sea-ride, And to thlnk that the
young abbe, as I bave always called him,
wes my own cousin ! It isltke a romance,
I never heard the ‘Ooulin’ since that I
did not think of hoth of youn.”

“]1 know now,” esld Elmund, *of
whom the * Coulln ’ reminded you,”

%Yes, and | have some falut notlon of
what you were driving at,” returned
Arthur, * But who lsehe 7"

Before he conld apswer, Edmund felt a
little hand glide into his, and turning
routd, hs cavght bis elster Grace in his
arms,

Father Carroll locked on, rubbing Lls
hends in silence, and congratulatiog
gelf upon the succees of his part of the
plot, when Mrs, Hayes came in and whis-
pered some words to bim, e went to
the white.-haired old gentleman, who,
busled in the high.-backed erzm-chalr,
zeemed to ba quite unconscious of what
was golog on aronnd him, snd started as
if from & dream when the priest addressed
him,

*Tell the servani to come in,” sald
Father Carroll,

Mrs, Hayes withdrew, and a llveried
functionary immediately appeared, look-
ivg 8o solemn and dignified that Grace
acked Mary in a whisper, was he the
bichop.

“Did I not tell you that I could not
vee that person ?” eaid the old gentleman,

% Yeou elr,” returoed the dignified per
eonage, with a slight bow, and turning his
toes raore ont, * but when [ eaw ho was
determined to come over afier you 1
thought it right to come and tell you.”
But the «aignified functlonary sald
nothing of the balf-crown In the pocket
of bis plueh breeches,

“ You may as well see bim,” sald Father
Cacroll,

“ Very well,”” returned the old man,
with a helpless sigh, as if he were quite
lucapable of thlaking for hlmself,

Theeervant retired ; and when the door
was again opened, the ladles were startled
to see Mr, Boresford Pender rush in and
fllog himself upon his knees.|

* Mercy, mercy, Sir Garrett !” he blub.
bered.  “ Don’t trausport me,”

“1 have nothing to do with it; you
muet see my lawyer,” retured Sir Garrett
Butler, trying to push back his chalr,
which wae already agalinst the wall,

“I’li be transported, I'll be transported
—Och ! whoo! hoo!” And Mr. Beres
ford Pender burst into a hideous howl,

“1 can donothing., Ibaveallowed my-
self to be decelved too long,” eald the
baronet more firmly, “I fear I have
much to answer for, for all the wrong that
has been done {n my name.”

“TYg forgery, ’tls forgery,” cried Beres:
ford, looking one after another into the
faces around him, ¢ Mercy, Miss Batler,
morey !” he blubbered, dragging himself
pcross the room on his knees, causing the
young lady to take refuge behind a chalr,
s he was about prostrating himealf at her
f

the better, But it isa bitter drop in the

father's fault,” be whined, deagging bim-
self back again to where the bsronet xat;
“I'm innocent, I’'m innocent, Sir Garrett.
Och ! hoo ! whoo !”
“Do you see the face at the window 1"
gv;c,e acked in & whisper. * Who can it
o]
“Perhaps some one who has been at.
tracted by all this roaring,” returned Mary.
“'fja & woman's face ”
% Yes ; and she has contrived to convert
her nose into s badly baked pancake
agalnet the glase—ob, my gooduess, the
window s broken !” Grace ex:inimed, as
the face vauiched, and the hroken glass
fell upon the floor. But Mr. Pender’s
howls for mercy prevented anyoue clse
from noticiog the sceldent,

“I think you had batter withdraw,”
Father Oarroll suggested, * or etand up at
Jesst.” But it was no use, Beresford
howled and blubbered, till there was noth.
ing for it but to eject him by force, Ed.
mund avd Arthur advanced for that pur-
pose, but both sheank in disgust from
touching the grovelling creature, and Tom
Doherty was called in. Tom quietly flung
Mr, Pender on the broad of his back, aod
was pulling him away, when an aseistant
appeared upon the ecene in the person of
our friend, Barney Brodherlck, who
jomped between DBeresford’s legs, sand,
cotching a ebin in each hand, like the
shafte of a wheeibarrow, started off round
the table—tbat belng eacler than a short
turn—and ewept out through the door
with such speed that Tom Doherty was
lelt standiog on the spot where bhis
prisoner was snatched from him, staring
in utter bewllderment, till Beresford re
sumed his roaring—which the celerity of
his exit had ellenced—outside the ball-
door, Tnen Tom Doherty walked out,
scratching hls head as if even stlll he
tnought the affair rather puzzling.

“ Begob, Barney,” said he, * you meade
short work uv him.”

%The dlvil a thing I’d rather be doln’
thin whalin’ bim,” retursed Barney.
% But I'll never sthrike a man down.”
“Don’t lay a hand o him,” muttered a
gruff voice; and Barney was pushed
rudely astde, coming violently into col-
ltelon with a female, who at the moment
ran round the corner of the house,

“ 0k, my graclous ! sheecreamed, grasp-
ing at Barney as both tumbled to the
grouad,

% D—n your sow], let me go,” muttered
Barney, “an’ I'll smash every eye in his
head.”

“Can’t you tell me what It iasllabout 1”
she gesped, panting for breath, and fasten-
ing ber hands in Barney's shirt-front like
the claws of a klte.

% Where’s his hat 9" Darby Ruadh asked,
after pulilng bis master to his feet.

Mrs, Hayes flung out the hat from the
hall

“Come away out uv this,”” Darby con-
tlnued, * Dida’t I tell you there was no
use comin’ here?! An’ you know you
beve no time to lose.”

Barney forced open the claws that held
him in & gpasmodic clutch, and wes rush
ing headlong to take instant veogeance
for the insult he had reccived, when he
was stopped by Tom Doherty.

“ Never miud him, Barney,” sald Tom,
“come an’ finlsh your supoer, *an’ tell
ns about that letther from Misther Hugh,
I’'m glad he's doin’ well.”

¢ Dear Mr, Pander,” exclaimed a voice,
just a8 Beresford had got into the covered
car that was waiting for bim on the road,
“do tell me what it was all absut.”

“ Blast your cyes,” Darby Ruadh whis
pered into his master’s ear, “now is your
time ; you'li never have a beither chance,
Tell you all about id?” he continued,
turniog to the lady. ‘'Av coorse, An’
why not? Here, come in here, an’ I'm
the b’y that can tell you all about 1d.”
And he liftcd her into the car and told
the driver to drive on,

¢ Oh, don’t drive on—.”

% Nover mind. We'll let you down at
the gate. Sure I knew you worat the
major’s, An’ glad I was whin the butler
towld me Miss Isabella an’ the captain
wor well an’ doin’ well, in Ingy, an’ that
they wor shortly expected home. 'Twas
the wondher uv the world whin the cap-
tain married Mlss Isabella instead uv you,
until we learned bow it was an’ that you
refased him.”

“Dear Mr, Pender, don’t equeez? mea
sc hard. And please take care of my
noso or *twill begin to bleed again”

“Can’t you telk?” uttered Darby.
“ Wan'd think you hadn't & word in your
g{]b ”

% No surrender,” sald Beresford,

“Qh, please don't,” she said falotly.
%I hope we have not paesed the gate.”

“ An’ you want to know all about 14,”
continued Darby.

%QOh, yes. What was it all about?
And why was he shouting so dreadfully (

% Falth en’sure no blame for him to
ghout, whin that ould rsecal wanted to
neake him marry his daughter ia splte uv
him. ¢ No,’ says Mlsther Beresfozd, ¢ Il
never marry a woman but the wan that I
alwaye bad the love in my heart foz,” says
Misther Beresford : ¢ though ’tis little she
suspecis it,’ says he,  ‘So, for God
Imighty eake, Sir Garrett Batler,' cays
Mlsiher Beresford, ‘don’t ax me,” Wasn’t
that enough to make any man roar?”

“0Y, "twas dreadful ?”

“1'1 dle like the mules, Darby,’ says
Mlistoer Beresford to me, *if I don't get
the on'y wan I ever loved,’ says he,”

“Don’t hold me eo tight, please,” sald
tha lady.

“Don’t blame him, mls3,” returned
Darby. ¢ Tis little you know &ll he’s
afther goln’ through on your account,”

“On my account?”

“Oh, bedad I’m sfther lettin’ the cat
out uv the beg,” exclaimed Darby.
« Afther he warnin’ me never to tell a
word uv Id to man or mortal,”

“(QOh, I’m sure we have passed the gate,”
gald the Iady.

“ Never mind, my darling,” returned
Beresford. “Don’t you know that I’d
die for you, No surrender ls my motto,”
And they drove on—whither the young
lady did not inquire,

“QOnly think, Miss Kearney, I ouce
almost worsbipped that man as the most
valiant of heroes,” sald Miss Butler, when
Beresiord’s howling had ceased. She
locked and spoke so plteously that Ed.
mund burst into a lcnglnngh. “ Indeed
yes,” she continued. “ My aunt Lowe
used to show me his lettera. Cousin
Henry was in the coumntry at the time,
and we thought you all—particularly
your eldest brother—very bad people in-
deed, But Mr. Pender was in my eyes a

eet,
¢ Tl all my father's fault ; * ’dsall my

most gallaut and chivalrous gentleman,”

%Yes, he and my friend, the abbe,
were my only dangerous rivale,” esid
Edmuud,

“And to think the abbe was my
couein ! added Mlea Butler, with a beam:
lcg look at Arthur ; “and that he kuew
my bsloved mother. And that we should
meet in thls old cottage, where she was
marrled. DId you ever read of anythlog
more romantic in a book 1"

“Really Edmund,” Grace observed,
“you ought to make it the subject of a
drama or a novel. It has every requisite
for it.”

“Except the sensatlonal,” ssid Ed-
muod

%(Qh, thot could be earlly managed,
Suppose you bave her fall from the cliffs,
when you were in pursult of ker along
the ehore, into the angry, rosring waters,
Her shieks briog her father to the epot.
He gezes down futo the deep, dark whirl.
pool, with a gesture and & cry of anguish
and despalr, Sho s seen to rise for a
moment to the surface, and is ngain en-
gulfed fa the remorsecless waves. He 18
about flinging himeelf afther her, in the
madnees and sgony of the moment, when
you appear, You plunge boldly fato the
roaring, reglug, secthing surgee, and, dlv.
ing to the bottom, you are not seen for—
say o minute and a half—which will be
an age, of course, to the agonized epec:
tators.”

“ You bave glven me only cne specta:
tor,” Edmund interrupted.

% Oh, I am thinking of the readers — or
the pit, boxes, and gallery.”

“Well, I bring ber up, of course,” sald
Eimund.

“ Not the first time, I think,” returned
Grace, seriously. * You must keep them
on the rack, You should dive at least
three times before you bring her up,
Theo, with one srm encireing her walst,
you buffed the med wu es «!th the other,
snd, after a desperate & , reach the
dark, beetling rock that towes ve you
—as bigh 88 you please—and re y1u cling
to it, & huge fragment gives wsy rui falls
with a crash ,itke thunder {nto the whirl
blilows. You are lost! Bat no; sgaln
you are seen buffetivg the waves, but, in-
stead of struggling sgainst the receding
tide, you are borne out to sea, aud raixing
your arm aloft, while you rise and sink
upon the heaving billows, and the light-
ping fleshes through the frowning sky
above you, you ebout for help. The
herdy fishermen hear your cry
boat is launched, They pull !
through the fosmirg surf—:
Nothing is easier than the ee:
my rwind,

Hopal, to
You might briog in a shark
or two if you liked, aud be met by a wad
bull on the way bome, or sometbing of
that sort.”

% And then, I suppote, it would all end
in balf a dozen bappy marriages?” sald
Father Carroll, laughing.
%Ag it 1s llkely to do in reality,” re-
turned Grace, *at least with a couple of
happy marrisges.”
Mary blushed, and looked so dlstressed
that Grace was sorry for what she had
said.

“We'll send for Mr. Lowe, who of
couree, will be a rich nabob, aud glve
(Grace to him,” said Edmund.

“And I suppose,” Arthur remarked,
¢« Mr, Beresford Pender well be the villalu
of your novel ?”

% Ohb, not at all,” replied Graca; “he
would not make even & respectable vil-
lan.”

“You used to cay Hugh Kearney would
make an exccllent brigand,” eald her
brother.

* Papa had a letter from him lately,”
returned Grace, looking grave, * le has
had a eevere attack of iliness, but recover-
ing.”

“] fear ho means to scttla down per.
menently in Australia,”’ sald Mary. * He
wishes to have Wilile brought home, but
he says be would rather bs a merchant
thao a farmer.”

“1 hoped to have Hugh for a uneigh-
bour,” Edmund remarked, “and if he
does not come home it will be a sore dis.
appointment to ma. DBat, after the tarn
thiogs have takennow, I sm eure you can
prevail on him to come home.”

¢ It was the case of that poor man Tom
Hogan that firet opened my eyes,” eaid
Sir Garrett, “If it were not for that,
more wrong would have been done in iny
name. DBut I'm gled Mr. Kearney has
escaped,”

“But how did you become acqualated
with Sir Garrett Butler 1” Arthur ssked,
turning to Edmund,

¢ b, when you hear it all, it wlil be an
fateresting story,’”” he replled. “You
kucw the beginning of it in the old flate-
player. The very day you left for Paris,
Aunle saw me, and sent a servant to learn
my name in Kingstown; but I didn’t
knew who ehe was for a loug time after,
I'll tell you all aanother time, We must
see them home now., WIll you venturs
to go back by the Priest’s Walk §”

¢ Oh, cortainly,” Miss Datler replled.
‘It will be delightful in the moonlight,”

“Was it Sle Garrett’s flute we heard
la the evenlog?” Arthur asked.

“Yes, that was & plan of mine,” re.
plled Edmund, “I wanted to konow
would it remind you of the incldent in
Tramore, By George, I little thought
what good resson you had for remember
ing 1ty he added, glancing at Mary, “I1
was qulte frightened as the thought that
it was of Annie you werethluking, It ls,
a3 Girace says, really like a novel. And if
I should think of foundlng a story on it,
what ought it to bo called 1"

“1 think ' The Coulin’ would be a sult
able title,” returned Grace,

% Is Flaherty the piper alive, and in the
country ” Sir Garrett asked.

“ Oh, yes,” replled Father Carroll, “I
met him lately at Father M'Mahon’s,”

“I am very glad,” rejoined the baronet,
‘I must have him at Woodlands, It was
he first lpspired me with a love of our
native music.”

“QOousin Henry told me about him,”
sald Miss Butler, ‘‘He met him at a
country wedding, Miss Lloyd remlnded
me of it to.day. She wants me to write
to cousin Henry and as much ss say that
she will go back with him to India if he
comes f(l;r her, and that he will get twice
as much money as Captala French g
wlt‘h her sla:er.”y ¥ 8%

“ Come, you must be off to hed,” s
Father Carroll. *Miss Butler will be Bl:llz
to play the siren, and these gentlemen
wgnx b; b?:k for two hours yet.”

‘And why are you in suchah I64
Mary nsked, e .

‘' Slmply, because I must slcep cn the

sofa,” he answered, “and will have to say
Mass at seven in the morning."”

“Well, don’t forget to close the ehut-
tors,” sald Grace. “ There is a pane
broken in the window,” "

Mary did not eleep much that night.
She was too much sgltated to be happy.
Grace, too, was rostless enough ; but shels
s mystery ;" and we must leave berself to
upravel herself,

“ We sre all quite alarmad about Miss
Lloyd. She cau’t he found any where,”
auld Miss Batler, who met Mary and Grace
on their way home next morping, They
are afrald she followed us to Father Car-
roll’s and fell futo the river.”

“No, mise,” answered Baroey Brod-
herick, who was driving the car, “&he
went home be the road.”

% How do you know 1” Mary acked.

“Sare 1 see her, miss,” Barney an-
swered, * cuttin’ away as fast as her legs
could carry her. She kem foto the kitchen
to put cobwebs to her nose.”

“ (Jobwebas to her noss §”

“Yes, mise, her mnose was bleedin’,
"Twas gettin’ the cobwebs that delayed me
fzem goin’ to help Tom to pull out Pend.
her.”

“ Why, Mary, It was she was at the win.
dow,” exclaimed Graco.

% must go tell them,” sald Miss Butler,
“They are searching the deep pools in the
river ; and a messenger has been sent to
her brother's.”

Neither Mary nor Grace wai disposed for
talking on the way.

“Ah, that *Good-bye’ came from bls
heert,” thought Grace as they passed the
turn of the rosd that brought them in view
of the cottage.

“ Mary,” she eeld, ““do you remember
the day I csme away from Ballinaclash
with papa and Eva, ond Richard end M.
Lowe? 1t was the day old Mr. Somer-
field dled.”

“Indeed I do,” replied Mary, “1 felt
very lonely efter yousll, And you uever
camo after, till mamma gotill. I ueed to
think of that day as the last of the old
*happy days'”

“The old bappy daye will coms egain,”
said Grace.

“ 1 hope s0,” returned Mary, *Things
look eo bright now, Iam almost frightened
by the visions of bappiness I have,”

Maurice Kesrncy’s voice was: heard
shouting to his workmen In his old style ;
which s> delighted Barney that he grinned
from ear to ear, and made up his mind to
earn a * ballyraggirg ” as soon as possible
for Mmeelf,

“My poor father ! sald Mary. “It is
dreadful to think how near he was to being
driven forever from those fields. And
there is mamma euperintending the feed-
ing of the young turkeys. I really begin
to hope she wil! be as strong as ever again.”

“Ye will be as happy as ever,” sald
Grace.

“] hope eo. And yet there is onegreat
drawback. T dou’t think I can ever be
happy while Hugh s far away, and among
strangers,”’

“ Why did he go at all ?” Grace asked.

“ Ah, 'youdon’t know him, or you would
not ask, He went for our sake. He has
all the old debts pald off. Itisl thatknow
what » sacrifice he has made. He s too
ganerous, too noble.”

The tears rushed into her eyes; and
(Girace clasped her by the hand, and held 1t
g0 tight that Mary looked at her in sur-
prise. Bat Grace took no notice.

“Oh, ye're home very early,” sald Mra,
Kearncy, “There’sa letter for you, Mary,
from Australla, 1 was eo impatient, I'd
open it, ouly for you are home 8o soon.”

Mary inmped from the car, and ran into
the house, followed by ber mother and
Grace ; all eager to kn-w the contents of
the letter from Australia,

T0 BE CONTINUED,

CONVERTS TO THE
CHURCH,
The Aurora 1ll, Daily Ezpress, says :
While three bundred preacners of the
Rock River Conference have been for
the past week legislating for the con.
version of the heathen, Catholic and all
other sects of heatherism and Christian.
ity to the sect founded by John Wesley,
St, Mary’s Catbolic church, in this city,
is quietly receiving the Methodist sheep
into green fields and pastures new, It
may not be a common cceurrauce, bat it
is nevertheless true tha', while the Meth-
odlst preachers ara pleasantiy engaged
dencuncing Catholiclam, Catholiclsm is
just 88 pleasantly cmployed increasing her
membership from the Mathodist fold.
Rav, Thomas F. Leydon, pastor of St.
Mary’s Catholic church, yesterday after.
noon, baptized three of the Methodist
sect—two ladies and one gentleman—
and they sre now in full communion
with the Roman Qatholic Caurch,

JATHOLIC

FREQUENT CONFESSION,

Once upon a time there was a monk
who had a great dlsilke to confesslon, and
the devil put it into his head that it was
no use of hils going every waek, becausa
he always had the sams slas to tell, and
grow no better.

He told St. Bernard, who was hls abhot,
of his temptation, and the salnt desired
him to take a large pltchar that stood in
the refectory and fill it with water, and
leave It at the gate of the monnstery a
week ; he meke hlm repeat this process
for several woeks, and thon, one day, he
bade him empty the pltcher and bring it
to him,

The monk did as he was told, and St,
Bernard deslred him to look into the
pltcher, and tell him what he saw there,

“‘ I see x;lothlug, Father Abbot,”

‘Are there no slugs, or famsect
dirt of any kind " ngd’ S:.Bf.\rna:d!.' =

“No, it 18 porfectly clean; the water
has washed 1t and prevented anything
striking to the bottom,” sald the moak,

Y That is just what your weekly con-
fesslon does to you, my son,” replied the
abbot ; “ 1t washes your soul and keepa 1t

pure, and preveats sin and i
clem;lng to fu I” B v

Wheezing and snuffles in children can
m:itnu(.ly relieved by the use of Nasal Bal:’n)ne.
Why let the lttle one suffer when such
cheap and sure cure can be had ? Try it,

Timely Wisdom,

Great and timely wisdom is shown by
keeping Dr, Fowler's Lxtract of Wild
Strawberry on hand. It has no equal for
cholera, cholera morbus, diarrhwa, dysen.

tery, colic, cramps, and all sum
plaints or looseness of the bowelu.met s

%
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The Priest.

A babe on the broast of
his m
Al{eclln«n in the valley of lov‘z:h"
x.ed smlles 11ke & besutiful llly'
Caressed by Lhe rays avove,

A child at the knee
1 ot his mother,
1”W‘hu 16 counting her decades of 'prayer
BCOVErs Lhe eross of her chaplet, i
Aud kisses the s flerer :

there,
A boy with a rosnry kne “ling
Alone 1y the fem ble of Gog
And beaging the wonaer ul r"-vnr
To waik whero toe Liucificd rol,

A student alone in his st udy.
With pullid und innocent facs ;
He ralses his head from the pages
And lists 10 the murmur of grace,

A clerle with mort!fie
) d fostur
Sludious, humble und wiiil, i
In every mouon a meaning,
In every acuion a will,

A man at the foot of an
A altar—
A Christ at the foot of the cross
Where every I B8 I8 A profit, P
And every gaiu 18 # 1088,

A Deified Man on a mountain,
His urms uplified ana Bpread -
With one He is ralsing the Itving,
Witk one He 18 loosing the dead,
= 1Irish Monthly.
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BEIGHT PROSPECTS FOR HOME
RULK,

—

Lendon  October 21 —Mr, Gladstone
a‘ddrw"ed five thoueand peraons ia the
Corn Exchange at Ediuburgh this evenlng,
Ireland, be eald, continued to eclipee all
other eubjects, The country now fully
recognizd that the Iilsh questions must
be eettled before others, The opponents
of Home Rale Lad hood winked end de.
luded their constituencles by pledging
tkemselves agelost coercion, promising
locs! government and expreeslug them-
selves against granting large advances of
Biliish money to buy cut lagdlords, Yot
thelr first favorite messure after gainlog
power was coerclon, Local goverument
was vaplshing in thin alr, ard there wase
ropoesl before Parlisment granting £40
000000 to buy cut the landlords, The
Covservatives took credit for eettlng Ire-
land right by firm and rcsolute govern
ment, Thelz cdmlvistration of the law

wss woree than the law itsclf, The
state of things iteelf wss such
that the Irish ought to hate the

law, though be would not eay they cught

to bresk it, The Govemmeiat 1tg’elf xaa

a perfect pattern of illegality, Its

methods tend to provoke the people. M.

Gladstone then referred to the Tipperary

affair, It wes grossly illegal, he satd to

close the doors of the court bouse against
the people. The appolntment of Magls
trate Shannen to try the case was a gzoss
ecandal, not merely because he was an
exccative cflicer, but also he had been in
volved in a eerfous personal altercation
with Mr. Dillon, If euch tricks were
played in Easglend by wantonness of
power, a very short way would be found
to remedy such abuse, After the ex-
amples of the police misconduct at
Michelstown and Tipperary, it was im
poeetble to respect the police or the ad
winistration of law by the polico, Thelr
brutailty end  harshness  constituted
the crowned fzenit of sheenteclem—the
grossest that could be irflicted on the
pecple at euck & time, Mr, Balfour ap.
peared to feel that it was not a part of
ike business of the Minister for Irelund
to reside there, Besides, how many of
those present knew whether there wasa

Lord Lieutenent or noii (Lsughter.)

Nobody heard of him, Absenteeism,

which was among the lowest gigns of

degradation in the Jast century, seemed
now & constant babit, the Irish Minister
flaunting his abzence in the face of the
people. The Government vaunted itself
on peace in Ireland, yet kept six times
more policemen there than in Eogland
and Scotland.,  British tax payers paid
£1600 000 yearly to the lrish police
sumply to aesist in collecting rents {or the
landlords. English and Seotch landlords
met their ienanis fairly and had not
tound it neceseary to sppesl for the belp
of policemaen to collect their rents, Yet

English landlords bad lost more onrents

tkan Irigh landlords had., Ifthe Govern.

ment would grant a general election the
state of general opinion would prove thag
the country was won over to Home Rule,

On this great question of Ireland, Mr.

Gladstone conciuded, the last of the

fortresses of bigotry and oppression

would go down before the Liberals’ at-
tack, Justice to Ireland would rid the

Empire of an intolerable nuisance and a

deep disgrace, end would gild with a glow
brighter ihan (hat of any former period
the closing yesrs of a glorous reign,
The specch was received with enthusias

tic cheers

London, Oct. 22 —Mr, Balfour hsas
written a letter to the 7umes in reply to
Mr, Morley’s Newcastie speech, 1t con.
siets mainly of quibbles with reference to
the Tipperary saftair, concluding with a
protest against Mr, Morley’s misrepre-
seniation of his opponent’s words,

OPINIONS OF THE SPEECH.

Lordon, Oct, 22 —The Chronicle ranks
Mr, Gledstone’s speech of last night
among his fiveet oratorical eflorts, and
gays his scathing exposure of the coer.
cion regime will tell upon the Ministerial
po-ition.

The Telegraph says even the hackneyed
nature of 10e subject failed Lo render the
speech dull.

The Times seys : *“ We could not con-
ceive of anything duller or more thread.-
bare.”

Probably some one will rise to suggest
that the Piggot forgery business was a
very dull undertaking,

A GLADSTONIAN VICTORY.

Lorndon, Oct. 22 —The Pariamentary
electivns in the Eccles diylelon of Lan
cashire to-day resulted in a victory for the
Gladstonian, Mr. Roby, the Liberal can.
dldate, received 4,901 votes, and Mr,
Egerton, Consecvative, 4696. In the
preceding electlon the Liberal candidate
recelved 3 985 and the Congervative 4277

London, Oet. 23 —The News eays toe
result of the Hccles eleciion will make the
demand for a dissoluticn of Parlfament
louder than ever,

The Chronicle says the electlon was
fought on the eight-hour aud not on the
Irlsh question, and that the result is a
great triumph for the new unionism.

The Post esys that whea the real
momert for a national decielon ls reacted
tae double fssue by which Eccles was won
will be a very emall item in the general

result.

The Times admits that the result was
due to the return of the Gladstonians to
thelr alleglance, coupled with Mr, Roby’s




