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White Lilacs,

BAr AZO, & YOAT AKO
Agh? :tlo‘m b‘?\“‘l‘:‘th lhd'lll‘lle.::l:)‘:'
Her face with an '
And pulled m: brauches down for me.

The blosscms showed against her hair
Like fairy feathers,crisp and white;
Bhe lovsed 80 radlapt and #o f1alr,
With flashing smile and giacces bright.

e l1lacs bloom acalin:
N?Ze‘}'x‘fﬁn the tall and branching stem ;
Fragrant and pure in su. and rain,

A slately, epotless dladem.

t where 18 she who stood below
Bl:\n“’! bent the white plames down to me ?
Ab, mournfal guestion ! Wall and woe
Come sighing through the lllac-tree.

o0se oyes are sweet and bright no more;
!”l‘uuy in..m e’er spring had breathed 1ts

balm ;
That liviog smile that flashed before
Is cold In desth’s eterual calm.

nd now ahove her greening grave
Awm\ ()lht:r flowers by mnumou'ntuwed,
The lilac feathers softly wave,

And perfume all the soiitade.

For life has gone and love has fled ;
And yet the year chmes round agaln,

Whatéver futlie tears are shed,
Whatever hearts are broke with pain.

There 18 no grief in flower or fleld;
No memaory hath the illac tree
No hops nor help tihe roses yleld,
Nor weephs Lhe dew for loves Lhat flee,

Yet there themselves shall one day dle,
When the wide beavens togetner roll ;

Aud all this beauteous earth and rky
shall perisi like a flaraing seroll.

But ghe who bent the 11las bough,
Who sleeps 10-day beneath the sod,

Shall live with glory on her brow,
And met me when I go to God !

—Ellen Terry Cooke, in Harper's Bazar.
— e e@  —-

KNOCKNAGOW

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

CHAPTER LL

MAT DONOVAN IN TRAMORE —MRS KEAR-
NEY AND HER “(OWN CAR,”—THE
“ courLan,”

Tramore — the “ Great Strard” — ls o
houscbold word 1n very many Tipperary
homes, There the child gata the first 'ght
of those waves, whoee sioging had been eo
often Mstened to In the sea shell on the
parlonr chimzuey plece ; and there the
gran dites, loanlog upon bis staff, gazes for
the let thwe upon the same waves with
wondar end dellght more chi!dleh than the
ckil)’s. Fow marrled couples wlil you
meet wlong the Golden Veln, and for
many & mila to right acd left cf i, who
have not wandered over that lovel, velvety
strand, ¢ reclined vpon the sloplng turf
above tho steep thore, while the bay
flashed in the eutumn sun, when llfe’s
journoey ccem«d to them a very “path of
ra59.” Aund when the corn la “drawn
fe,” and the crchard “sheok,” and Octo.
her ito mezko 18 plessant to come with
in the glow of the farmer’s fire, see if the
mentlon of “ Tramore” will not call a
deeamy look into the eyes of stalwart
youths and blushing maldens !

Yen, pleasant memorics of the sea are
cherlshed in the homes of Tipperary. Yet
who ¢ould aver look upon the sea without
a clgh for the homes of Tipperary—and
the homes of Ireland ?

Father Carroll and bis two young
friends were walkipg down the steep etreet
towerds the beach, when Edmund ex.
clalmed :

“Suzely, that 1s Mat Donovan with the
spade In bis hard, What on earth can
have brought him here 1"

Mat was greeted ae an old acqualntance
by both Eimurd and Father Carroll, but
Arthur O'Connor had never eeen him be
fore, and contented himeelf with edmiring
tbe broad ehoulders and elnewy limbs of
the young pessant,

% Miss Mary, an’ Mlss Ann, an’ the mls.
thress, slr,”” sald Mat, In reply to & quee-
tion from Father Carroll, % We're goln’
bomo to morrow, an’ the mlsibress
wonldn’t be eatlefied to have eny one
dbrive ’emi but myee’f, an’ shesent for the
car tha week before last, so tkat 1I’'m here
now nearly a fortnight.”

The fact was, Mrs, Kearney found that
her pelghbour, Mre, O'Shaughunessy, bad
herowa car at the sea.zide, acd dlscovered
at tho sawe tline that ehe herself waas by
no meane well, and required ¢ the sea ole
to bring her round, Mary polnted to the
window curtalp, which was fannlog her
mother’s face at the moment, as she
watched the breakers leaplvg up to cleap
the dusky clifs in their white arms and
then slide down and hide themselves in
the bosom of the blue waves that rolled
in as if to call back the truants to their
proper home.

“ What do you mean 7" says Mra, Kear
ney with severlty, on observing the laugh
fn Marg's blue eyes,

“ s there not sea air enough here?”
roturned Mary, “And sure you can sit
on tho rocks, or on one of the seats on the
Donoratle Walk., You have the sca air
wherever you go.”

But Mrs. Kearney bad made up her
m!nd that the sea alr could ouly be taken
ju Ite puwiity while driving ia “her own
car” down to the Rabitt-harrow and back
agein,  And 2o the car and the old mare
and Mit Donovan were sent for; and
every day al.er their arrival Mres, Kearnoy
might be ecen, With her plamp bands
folded over her stomacher, j gglog elowly
by the tide—whlch ever and aucn gilded
uoder the old mare's feet and etartled the
> youny ladles on the other slde of the
car, whose exclamations were utterly
fgnored by thelr mamms, as eho gave her
whole mind to the ¢ sea alr;” with Mat

Donovan “ln au ead” —to borrow his
own expression—on the driver’s seat,
I"or Mat's legs were long and the driver’s
geat was low, and he always descended
from bis throne after a long drive, vowing
that he was wetamorphbosed fnto the last

of the alphabet.

Thie j gy og by the tide was a severe
sty Viary Kearney and her eister,
fren turned round to gaze with

1 vy Looke at the promenaders on the

“Doneralle Walk ;” and we fear Misa

¢ someimes wished that the wheel
fall I, or that the old mare would
tely refuse to walk or trot upen
saud for love or money.

{ realy, young ladics, you must have

paicuce [be moon will be bright to-
iunt; —Jdon’t you ece the O'Shaugh.

i ¢ behind you !

« ‘w1 ve worth your whlile, eir,”
g M D van *to go out in a boat to
we al Vs Cave, an’ fire a shot In
fnid Such an al cho you never heard in
your life! I'd glve a crown to get wan

letter

hox st the Knccknagow dbrum in 1d,
"Twould be like the end uv the world !
Mr. Richard fired o shot In id & few dsys
sgo, an’ id made the bair stand on my
head, But I koow & box uv the big
dbrum would be a show intirely !”

%80 we bave Richard here,” sald Ed.
murd ; “ that's fortunate,”

% No, oir ;" returned Mat, “he cut away
home, All they could say couldn’t stop
bim. The minute he laid his eyes on that
bit uv paper stuck on that windy sbove,”
continued Mat, pointing to & window they
were juet Plulug, “pothin' could keep
bim. You'd think that little scrap was &
Intitat, he was so frightened when he see
‘t."

“Do you mean the label with ¢Lodg-
ings’ on it 1" Father Carroll asked.

“Yer, oir,” replled Mat, “the Mlss
Hanlys wor ledgln’ there ; but thelr father
came to bring ’em home unexpected.”

“QOb, 1 understand,” eald Edmund,
laughing, * He {s now rambling under
the chadow of the old castle with the fair
Kathleen,”

As they walked along the beach by the
“storm wall” they were obliged to croes
to the other side of the road, as eome
hundred yards of the footway were en-
closed by a high pallog with a gate at
each end. This arrangement puzzled
Arthur O'Connor & good deal, and he
wondered what was the obj:ct of locking
out the public from this portlon of the
walk.

“The gates will be open by and-by,
elr,” Mat Donovan observed, “ That
palin’ was put up to keep the men
from speculation’ on the ladles ”

“Speculatieg on the ladles ?” Arthur
repeated, Inquirlegly,

“Yes, #ir,”” replled Mat eertouely,
¢ They’re here fiom all parts—they’re
here from London,” he added with empka
gls, a3 If London were at the other end of
the world, ¢There’s a Lady Elfzabeth an’
a Lady Mary, an’ ladles the divil knows
what here.”

“How did you happen to learn the
names of thoee distluguished visttors,
Mat 1?  Father Carroll asked with a emile,

“ Well, eir,”” Mat enswered, with a very
solemn expression of countenarce, * Phil
Morrls is bere, au’ be's jodgin’ at a manty-
maker’s up near the chapel, an’ their
women do be in there, You might se
well thry to ucderstand a turkey cock as
to understacd wan uv ’em,” aaded Mat
with a blecdiog of astonishment and iu-
dignation in hls tone.

“ Bat sbout the specu'atirg1” esked
Arthur O'Conpor, who was able to make
uothing of Mat Donovan’s explauation of
the paling alorg the storm wall,

'“ He meaus that the pallng Is intended
to keep tbe men from locking over the
wall at the ladles bathleg,” returned
Elmund. % That’s what he calls speculat-
ing on the ladles. Bat, Mat, what are
you golng to do with the rpade 7"

“To bury PLil Morris, sir,” Mat an-
swered,

“1s old Phil dead ? I'm very sorry to
hear it, It was a treat to llsten to him
telling of hls adventures when he was
‘out’in ’93,”

“He's a8 stout as a buck,” returned
Mat. “I'm on’y goln’ to bury him for
the palne, If you walk down as far as the
mast of the shlp that was wracked last
winther you'll see him burled in the eand,
wad on'y bis head above ground, acd the
eweat runnin’ down hia face from the
welght on hlin, He says wan buryia’ is
betiher than twenty baths,”

¢ Was there a veusel lost In the bay last
winter §”

*There was, elr, Wanet they get in
them apaet two white pillars they're done
for, Though the fishermen at the Boat-
cove tells me therc’s not an honester bay
in Ireland, if the captaln would on’y run
the veesel In on the etrand, instead uv
tryln’ to get back agsln,”

“ By the way, Mat,” eald Ed:aund, “ has
old Phil Morrls his pretty granddaughter
with him ?”

“[le hae, elr,” returned Mat; % he
couldn’t live wudout her, I b'lieve. An’,
begor, she’d surpriee you. She’s able to
talk to the best uv ’em, an’ to undber-
sland what they’d eay. An'she wasable
to shew the drersmaker how to maneage
eome turns an’ twists In a new-fashloned
gownd that ehe wasn’t able to come at hee-
solf, afther takin’ 1d asundber, I was
standin’ by myse’; an’ she might as well
thry to make a watch as put id together,
on'y for Bessy,”

Mat did not mind telling that he epent
n good deal of his time plckivg shells with
Deesy Morrls—which chells, in after days,
Le could never catch tha elightest glimpse
ofy on the fire-board to which they were
glued, in Beesy’s own little room, without
& tigh and a mental * God be with old
times,”

The bathers were now flockiog up from
the strand, and Edmuand Klely, recogniz-
fog a light footed nymph among them,
with her ellky tresses havglng down her
back, was about giving ipstaut ctase, when
Asthur caught him by the arm, and re
quested that he woun!d take the world

easy.

“ It is Minnte Delany,” exclaimed E1-
mund, keeplog his eyes on the shiulng
tresses, ‘‘Just let me see where she s
stopplog.”

“I'll show you the house,” eald Mat
Donovan, who seemed to be a walking
edition of that luterestiug weekly ehees,
The Tramore Visitor,

“She'stoo damp yot,” Arthur observed ;
“and poselbly her noge 13 blue, for the
water must be rather cold to-day, Let us
get a boat and go to the cave, and you can
see your frieuds in the evening

“They’il be out in all the colours uv
the ralnbow, by-and-by,” Mat Donovan
observed. “But I can’ts eee wan uv ’em
to equal Mles Mary.”

“Then this lady Mr, Klely was ahout
rucnleg after does not come up to Miss
Kearney, in your oplnton 1" asked Arthar,
who was great'y emused by Mat's free
and ersy remarks on things {o gencral,

“Nov at all!” returued Mat {udlg
nautly., “She's a nice, lively ltils girl,
an' she has 5o many bows, an’ feathers,
an’ goo!d chalng, an’ things uv that eoart,
that people take notice uv her. But
she’s en'y an Ally Blusther near Mles
Mary. But [see Inll Morris waitia’ for
me, an’ L must be off to bury him,”

“But who iy Ally Blaster ?” Arthur
asked.

‘‘Ha'peuny dolls are called Ally Blas-
ters,” repiled Father Carroll. I suspect
it 18 & corzuption of ‘ alabaster,’

[ hope you will intrcduce me to your
Ally Blaster,” seid Arthur,

Elmund Kiely was too dlegusted to

reply, and, buttoning up his * zephyr,” he
-t&({; on towards the Bost-cove in ad-
vance of hle friends, looklng as if be con:
esldered thelr observations quite beneath
contempt,

%This is reslly 2 nlce bathing place,”
Arthur O'Connor remarked as he sat st
the wiodow of bis zoom in the ovenlnr.
“But s it not o wonder that the people
who build these handsome houses never
plant a tree 7"

¢ Come, brush yourself up and be ready
to come out,” said Edmund, who had run
up to his friend’s bed-room to protest
sgelnst bis shutting bimeelf up for the
evening, “The belles, you sce, are jost
about to appear in all the colours of the
ralobow, as Mat Dooovan eald,” Aud
Edwmund polnted to & young lady at &
door a little lower down the atreet, open:
{vg and shutting her parasol.

el‘hu evenlng was calm acd sultry, snd
88 Elmund ran bls eye along the row of
houses opposite, he remarked that all the
windows were thrown open aund pretty
faces were visible at more than one ; bat
for some resson or other none of them se
yet emerged into the open alr,

“What are they waiting for(” the
young gentlemen thovght to himself, a3
the parascls at the doors became more
vumerous, “ By Jove, Arthur, I'm In
Juck !” he exclaimed, aloud. * There the
is in the bow-window juat oppoelie I

‘“What are you talking about?’re
turned Arthur,

“Bat I must warn you to take care of
your heart and vocation,” Ed ward ran on,
“for I am positively haunted by tho
thought that sooner or later you will
come to look upon me as the destroyer of
your happloess,”

“In the name of common sense what
are you talking about ?”

“ Look at that dazz'lpg lttle belng In
the bow -windew.”

“I see har, but can see pothing won-
derfnl about ber.”

“ But, my dear fecllow, don’t you ree it
s sweet little Minnie Dealany.” Here
Elmusd Kiely bowed acd smiled, but the
youug lady secemed quite urconcious that
the eyes of héer aamlrer were on her.
She had leant out of the window and
looked up at the eky, rod Edmund Kiely,
following her exsmple, saw that a heavy
cloud was hanging Itke a pall above them,
The bay, which un hour or two before
looked 80 sunny, was now almost black
The fringe of wkite along the sirand hed
become brosader, aud littls eruptiouns of
fosm wero burating up here acd there far
out between the Metal-man and thetwo
white piliars on the opposite side of the
bay, marking where those treacherous
rocks, 80 dangerous to the mariner, lifted
thelr iron forehesads almost to the surface
of the heaviog billows, which now seemed
roused from sleop by scme myeterions
ageccy ; for

“ There was not wind enough in the alr

To move away the ringlst curl”
from Minnfe Delsny's cheek, as, with her
chin restlog on her gloved haud, she Jeant
out of the bow-window and glanced up at
the great black cloud havging Ir the sky,

“1 ferr the eveniog 1s likely to be wet,”
Edmund observed ruefully, “I'll ask
Father Carroll to step over to eee Mrs,
Daslany, and manage to have us all atked
to tea, There will be no walking, There
s Somerfisld’s carzrlage goivg back to the
stable.yard, too, A eplendid pair they
are ; Mat Donovan pointed them ouat to
me a8 we were coming up, and I was
bonored by a nod of recogniiion from one
of the ladles,”

“ Wkho are they 7’ Arthur asked,

“Ssm Somerfield's daughters, of Wood:
lands,” returned Edmund. *It1she, or
rather hia father, keeps the harrlers,
Hugh Kearney and I have often had a
gocd run with him.”

Arthur O Conncr gave very little atten-
tlon to what bls filend was saying. He
was llstening with a look of surprlse to
the soft sweet toneas of a flate, which he
could hear distlnctly through the hoaree
cheut of the breakers. The clrcumstance
which exclted his surprise was, that the
music suddenly stopped almost as eoon as
{t bad commencsd, aud then began agalo, to
cease ne kuddenly a3 before. This was
repested over and over tiil Arthur’s sur-
prize began to change to cowething like
irrdtatlon ; for the etrain seemed femiiiar
to hlwr, and affected, him strongly, as wlil
often havpen.

‘‘Should xome notes we used to love

In days of boyhood, meet our ear,”

“Can you recoguiza the alr 7 he added,
turning to Eimand, who was pensively
eontemplating the movements of Mies
Minnie Delsney’s fiogers, as she twlsted
up her rioglets after teking off her bon-
nei—and it would be no violent stretch of
the imegination to suppose that Miss
Delaney had at lenst a slight susplcion
that Me, Elmund Kiely waseo engaged.

“Yes,” he replied, after listening for a
moment, “’tis an Irlsh alr,” But {t
stopped sgala before he could be sure
Wwhat particular Irish alr it waas,

Toeose snatches of melody were becom.
ing falnter and faluter, as if the performer
were moving farther away from them ;
but they soon noticed them becomiog
moro distinet again, Wil every note of the
few oft-repeated bars could be plately
heard,

“] see how it 1s,”” enid Arthur, © He
began to play at this side of the street,
ond now be is comlag back at tha other
tide "

“Yes, there he {3’ returned Edmund,
“and a most pleturesquo-looking figure he
is, with his cloak ard loug white hatr, He
must be a forelgner, I should say,”

The muslcisn commencad his melody
for the twentieth time; but the window
befare which he stood was pulled down,
and he let his flute drop Into the hollow
of his arm, and hesitating for a moment
walked a few steps, and commenced egala
—but only to mecet with the same recep-
tlon, Hetrled agaln and again with no
better success, till he came within a door
or two of the house a% the window of
which Misz Delany stood toylng with her
curls.

% Ha must be new to the buslness,” * or
it would not be so eacy to ehut kim up.
D!d you remark the way his hands
trombled when that window was pulled
down with such unnecessary violence?
And, by the way, what thin, delicate hands
they are, Aud therels something striking
in his pale, melaucholy fecas, too, He
certainly must havo seen better days.”

“'Tls a shame!” exclalmed Arthur
O'Connor, as tha poor flute player met
with still another repulse, ¢ What sort of
people must these be ?”

“I know the air,” sald Eimund, “It
{s the Coulin,”

For the poor musiclan had walked on
to the next house without taking the flute
from bis lips.

“ Hang her !" muttered Arthur, as Miss
Minnle Delany, too, pulled dowa her
window ; though she did 1t so slowly
snd besitatingly, thet the old min
istrel plsyed on seemingly unconsclons of
this last repulse, Or it might bs that he
was borne away to other scene by the
sweet melody—

“The home-loving Coulin,
Thnt’;‘ :oblrldng. like Klre, with Sorrow and
ve!

end that povarty and sorrow and hamilla.
tlon were all forgotten. This, indeed,
must have been the case, for the two
friends observed, as he turned his mild,
melancholy face side ways, towards the
sea, that his eyes were closed,

. Edmund Kfely reddened, and bit bis

ps.

Yet pretti Minnic Delany had done
only what ehe had seen others do, She
had not the courage to do as her own
heart prompted, And, perhaps, the same
excuse, such as it {s, may be pleaded for
somo of the others who so rudely spurved
the poor flate-player from thelr doora.

When the Mlsses Somerfield, of Wood.-
lscds, would not lsten to the “Coulin’—
for the eplendid pair of bays champing
thelr bits before the Mlss Somerfislds’
door, induced the old musiclan to begin
with them—how could those who had no
carrlages-and- palzs at all venture to listen
toit? Bat If the Somerfield, of Wood.
lande, bad the faintest suspicion of who
tbat poor flata player was, they wonld
have been charmed with the “Coulin,” or
auy other tune he might choose to play,
even though it were as Irish as “Garry.
owen” {tself,

Ha played on now with bis face towards
the “melancholy ccean,” as If he were
playlug 12 a deeam :

‘ Though the last glimpse of Ezin with sor-
row I ree,

Yet wherever thou art will keem Erin to me,

In exile thy bosom shall stlll be my homs,

And thine eyes make my climate wherever
we roam,”

Edmund had murmured the words
softly to the alr, and was commozcing the
nexi verse, when the swoet tones of the
flute were drowned by the shrill volees of
a couple of ragged urchins, who accom-
psnied themselvas with a oot unmusieal
rattling of bones as they sang, o rather
yelled—

‘‘Ouf of the way, old Dan Tucker,

You're too late to get your supper.”

The window was thrown up sgala by
Mles Delsney’s mamma, who seemed qulie
charmed by the hideous din; and even
Minnie stopped twisting her curls, and
beat time to it with her little rosy fiagers
upon her shoulder, Bat etill the old
musician played on, with his pale face
turned towaxds the sea,

A hand—an exqulslicly falrard delicata
hand—was lafd upon his arm, and a palr
of large, dark lustrions eyes were raised
to bis. It could be seen at a glauce that
she weas his daughter, The old man
started as bls eyes met hers; and after
casting a bewildered look around, & pain-
ful smile paesed over his pale face, as he
hid his flate hurrledly In the folds of his
closk, The glrl was tall, and in spite of
her worn and faded apparel, elcgularly
graceful, Her lips trembled and her eyes
filled with tears as she drew her father
away from the crowd of 1dlers that began
to collect around the boys, who % yah,
yahed,” and ratt'ed thelr * castanaets,” till
Mrs, Delaney seemed to he gettlng quite
falnt from the excess of her delight,
They had not moved many steps from the
crowd when Arthur O'Connor stood by
the young glrl’s side and pressed a plecs
of, silver futo her hand. She blushed
deeply ; and before she could r:cover
from her sarprise, a second plece was
placed In the same hand, and on looking
rourd, the falrest face ard the heavenliest
blue eyes, ehe thovght, she had ever beheld,
met ber gaza. For a moment all three
seemsd spell bound. The muslclan’s
daughter locked from one to the other of
her benefactors, while they Jooked at each
other, Arthur O'Connor thought, tao,
that the young girl who, llke himself, had
run after the poor flute-player, was the
loveliest creature he had over seen, She
was the firat to recover presence of mind,
and turning quickly round hurried past
the grinning vocallsts, who were becom-
Ing alarmingly black fn the face from the
vigor of thelr exertlons, and entered a
house wlithin a few doors of Mrs,
Delavey's. The muelclan’s daughter
gazed after her With eyes brimful of
admiration and gratitude ; but, observing
that her father bad walked on without
appearing to miss her from his slde, she
thanked tho student with a smile, and
bastened after him,

Edmund Kiely was a spectator of all
this; but he saw nothing dlstinctly bat
the musiclan’s dark-eyed daughter. He
watched ber till she was out of sight, and
th;an selzing bls hat he started off in pur-
sult,

Half an hour after Elmund Klely
found blmself looklog down a steep,
olmeet perpendlcular wall of rock, into a
little cove, where the white surf was
swaylog backward and forward over the
round pebbies with a sharp crashing ncise
that plerced through the deep rolling of
the waves llke tho rattle of musketry
smld the roar of cannon upon the battle-
fiald, To hls surprise the old man and
bls daughter burrled on, and on, keeplog
close to the thore for more than a mile
He suddenly lost sight of them at this
point, and on coming up to the place, he
looked over tha cliff with a curlosity not
unmingled with alarm, for the thought
occutred to him that they might have
missed their footing and been precipltated
futo the seething waters below. Hls heart
beat qnick as he looked ia vain for some
traco of them ; and a cry almoat escaped
from him, on scelng some dark ohject
rising and falllng with some fifty yards or
g0 from the shore, He soon, however,
eaw that the dark object was a mass of
reawoed, and hiy eyes wandered again in
every directicn In eearch of the old musl.
clan and his daughter,

“Sorely,” he thought, “It was just
here I saw them last ; and where can they
have gone? 8o old a man would scarcely
have ventured down that narrow path-
way, where a goat might run the risk of
breaklng its neck, By Jove!” he ex.
clalmed with a start, “ there che is on the
top of that black cliff, with the waves

tumbling and twisting around its base.
What a corsair’s bride she would make!”

After standing upon the rock for a
minute or two, the walted till the reced-
iog wave allowed her to leap uvon the
strand, scd in another moment Eimund
watched ber climbing, or rather bounding,
up the steep pathway, with a -hX as light
as the wild goat’s, The path led up clote
to the rock bebind which bhe was standing,
and as she came nesrer her silvery tones
fell upon his ear.

“And that’s the place where you fivst
saw my dear mother 1" sald she, stopplog
a little below where he stood.

“ Yes,” returned the old man, who sat
upon & ledge of the cliff, concealed from
Edmuud’s view. ¢ When coneclounaness
returned, she and the good old priest were
standlog over me by the elde of that
rock.”

% And they took you to the same house
where we are ltly(ng. I'm so0 glad you
bave brought me to see the place!”

“But I fear I have acted imprudently.
It is strange I bave got mo reply to my
lotter before mow, I very much fear
some accldent of which I have not heard
must have occurred to the friend to whom
I have written ; for he never falled me
before,”

“Ob, I am sure you will have a letter
to-morzow ; and this money the beautiful
girl and the youung able bave eo kindly
glven to me will be quite enough for us
until then, Ionly with I could keep it
ae a souvenir of them, He !s so very
handsome ! and she so exqulsitely lovely !
Dld you notice them ?”

%“No, I notlced ncthiog,” he replied.
“My debut as an {tlnerent musiclan has
not been encouraging.”

“I asked the nama of those ladlea for
whom you firet played,” returned hls
daughter, “I thought it very unkiad of
them to close thelr window as they did,
sud they such stylish people. I was told
thelr nzme s Somerfield.”

“Somerfisld,” repeated the old man,
musingly, “I am acquainted with that
name,”

“The Somerfields of Woodlands,” she
added,

“The same,” returned hor father, “It
{s & strange coincldence,.”

“How is that I she asked.

“T'll tell you another tlme,” he an.
swered, “Letus gounow, The fisherman
promised to luquire for a letter in Water-
ford, and I am not without hopes that he
may bhave oue for us when becomes back.
I ecarcely expected your uncle would
write, bat it will surprise me much if the
friend to whem I bhave written do not
sond the egnali sum I asked of bla, 1am
determiced to put my caze In the hsuda
of a lawyer at last, aud see whether [ can.
not compel my unkisd brother to do me
jostlea, It is aduty Iowe to you, my
child.”

“ My dear father,” she returned, “don’t
be 8o anxfous about me, Thavks to the
care you have bestowed on my educatlon,
I feel I can esrn my bread respectably
whenever it {s pecessary,”

* I trust it will not come to that,” re.
ﬁllml the old man, “You do not know

ow bltter a thing {t s to be dependent
upon etrapgers. Dut see, those heavy
clouds are about to burst, and we must
hasten back or we shall get well drenched
before we can reach the cottage.”

They retraced teeir steps for some dls-
tance along the path over the cliffs, and
Edmund, climbling to the top of the rock
agalost which he had been leaning, saw
them turn to the lefi up a steep, Larrow
road and entered a smalil thatched cottage
a couple of hundred yards from the
ehore,

TO BE CONTINUED,
— e
OUR CIVILIZATION,

To enumerate the magnificent services
of the Church ia the cause of civilization
would Involve little less than an abridge
ment of the acts of her innumerable
counncile, and an epltome of the works
and policy of her Pont!ffs, hierarchy and
clergy, The lrflaence of the Church in
the strifes and politizs of the Middle
Ages 15 the constant theme for unfrlendly
criticlsm by modern wilters ; but never
were aulmadverslocs more unfounded
and upjust, The coneplcaous example
of her great Pope, Innocent III. and
Gregory VIL, {llustrates fa a striking
manser the efficacy and baneficlal infla-
ence exorclsed on European polities by
thls greatly derlded Papal influence.
Ouze after another of these Popes con-
staatly Interposed n bebslf of the inter-
ests a2 well a3 the rights of the people in
opposition to arbitrary and tyrannical
soverelgae,

It was a Pope who first denounced the
Infawy of human slavery, and successive
Pontiffs demanded 1ts euppression or
sought to ameliorate the condltion of the
captlve and the slave. Long before
Wiberforce had ralsed bls volce in the
hulls of Westrolnster, and branded the
“crima agalnst civillzatlon,” the Churca
had encouraged the promotion of sacleties
for the redemption of the captive and the
slave ; aud thousands of her sons, insplred
by hercle 23], voyaged to barbarous
Innds to become themselvea substitutes for
the Chrlstlan captives. G:ueral and pro.
vincial counclls ia the Middle Ages had
time and egain pronounced upon the
rights and immunitics of the people,
sud promulgated constitutions aud de-
crees a3 broad and as liberal as any
koown to us in modern times,

We owe to the Church the orfgln and
the foundatlon of the parliamettary as.
semblies, such es tha D'ets In Germany,
the States Generals ¢f France, and the
Parllaments of Englond, A-din educa-
tlon what bas the Church ieft undone?
What secrifices has she not everywhere
made {a {ts behalf! Witness the magnl.
ficent crownlng monuments which stll]
exlst In tho cliles of Europe; or in th
rulns of the “monkish” «chools that
o'er-spread every Euaropean land, at
testing what the Church his done for
educatlon, The boasted univeslties
of Oxford and Cambridge ar stlll
suateined by the frults of the :ndow.
ments made centuries ago by Jatholic
Bishops, Catholic kings and Catholic
nobles—now, alas ! lameatablyperverted
to Protestant purposes, Tea years be.
fore Harvard, near Bostor, 8 Catholie

Jishop had consecrated 0 aducation
Laval College in Qusbae, aad ifty yearg
before, the Catholic Coltege of Mexico
was in existence,

It is, of course, impossible b compress
to the neceseary brevity otan outline
sketch even a tithe of thi works Ly
which the Church sought to pread ciyil.

1zation and its fruits,

Protestant writers, like Guisot, Hallam
and Dean Milman, sometimes do justice
to the beneficent labors of the Church
in the past, and are forced to admit that
but for her fostering care, letters, science
and civilization would have altogether
disappeared,

Montalembert bas made us femllfar in
bis besutiful prose eplc, *The Monks of
the West,” how the monks cultivated
desort tracts, cleared, lald the foundations
of clties, nursed industry, perfected legla-
lation and reduced customs to codes ; and
Digby, in his {nimitable  Mores Catholici,”
has beautlfully plétured the widespread
diffuslon of charity and benevolence, the
heavenly graces and Chrlstisn faith which
even in the sges misnamed dark abounded
in the hearts and homes of Catholic
peasant and Catholic prince. This was in
an era when poorhouses were unknown,
and before poverty was stigmatized as a
crime,

But in the judgment of latter.day
critics there was no civilization before
our days !

It remained for the age of the news.
paper 80 called scientists of our day to
scoff at the efforts of the Church in the
cause of civilization, Every student of
history knows that its annals and pages
give the lie to the unjust reproach, In
a word, the progress of the Church has
been the march of civilization,—Notre
Dame Scholastic,

— PO

THE QUESTION OF AUTHORITY
IN RELIGION,

New York Catholic, Review,

Our esteemed contemporary the Bap.
tist Watchman, in a recent issue has the
following :

“Either a doctrize of the inspiration
of the Scriptures meking them a final
suthorlty, or a dectrine of ‘the Insplration
of the primitive Christian Church’ must
be a:seried to secure a basls of dogmatic
belief. The fundamental distinction
between Romanlem and Protestantiom {a
not just!fication by falth, but the answer
to the question whether tho S:riptures
alone or the tradition In the Uhurch and
the Scriptures are the final authority for
beltef,  In proportlon as belief in the
tneplration of Scrlptures {s weakene?, we
find that serlouc-minded men, In search
for & authoritative basis for dogmatle
beilef, nre betaklug themselves to a belief
in the insplration cf the Church as an or.
ganization—a pozition that is but a step
removed from Rome,”

This is a loose and imperfect attempt
at etating an important truth, It is uot
true that the oaly alternative is botween
the inepiration of the Scriptures snd
the inepiration of the early Church,
Divine and suthentic inepiration ceased
with the writeis of the New Testament,
Aa fir as suthorlty i3 concerned, the
primitive Church posseszed no advanlege
over the Church in succeeding ages, The
appeal to the primitive Chureb, or, which
{s the same thirg, to the Fathers of the
primitive Church, labors under the eame
difficulty as the appeal to the S:riptures,
There 18 a difference of oplnion as to what
the Fathers taught, just as there
is a difference of opinton a3 to whas the
Scriptures teach. Both are appealed ‘o by
Protestants to establish diffarent and
contradictory oplnlons., In both cases
the source of authority 1s simply esch
one’s private judgment. Both peed an
authoritative interpreter, ab ectra, Norls
it strlctly correct to eay that * the fun-
damental diffcrence between Romanlam
and Protestantism ls in the answer to the
questlon whether the Sariptures alone, or
the tradition In the Church and the
Scriptures are the final authority for
bellef,”

It is surprising how slow our Protestant
frlends are to comprehend the real teach.
ing of the Church on this fmportant
subject. They fall to realiza that the
Church is a liviag orgaulsm with a prin.
ciple of unfailing continunity and vitality,
that the revelation was made in, and to
the Cburch ; and that the Caurch is the
depositary, a8 well as the £uprems source
of authurity under God—* the pillar and
ground of the truth.’”” The Church {3
not “lasplred,” though the Holy
Spirlt dwells in her tn His falness
not to reveal new truth but slmply to'
guarantee her sgainst the possiblitty of
fallicg Into error in interpreting the
revelation which has beer. committed to
ber keeplng. There is the came necessity
for divine guidance in futerpreting the
revelation as there was in giving it at first
through Inzpired men,

_ The Church was before the Scriptures,
Siels “the witness and keeper of Holy
Writ” She put her smprimatir upon
the genulso while she rejected the
spurlous books, Shs appeals to them ag
contempozrary documents i confirmation
of her traditional teachlng, but does
not exalt them Jato a co-ordlaate author.
Ity to be appealed to iudepeudently of
herself, The authorlty of the Catho.
lic Cbhurch s not dual “but slngle, Sha
bas what 13 escential to all organizaq bodies
and established governmenty—a supreme
Jjudge snd final Court of Appesl to declde
gnestlons of law and to end disputes,

Her formal, ez Cathedra decitinng oﬁ fslth'
sud morale, uttered through her head
end mouthplecs, the succossor of Sg

Peter in Rome, are guaranteed to ys ‘;
ln!ermb!e f“‘(} are biudlng on the con.
sclences of all the Catholie p

is the graad feature o s ol

f superors
distlogutshes the old hlstmﬂc (Jhu‘r}z’:h“;'lr]::xl:

all otker bodles calllng them e
churckes.  Withont eucthn i;;nf‘:;al:!‘;;;
tribunal of appeal thers can be no unity
no harmony of teaching, no solld grouml'
of falth, but we are necessarlly and
Inevitably driven forth on a wild sea of
doubt and uncertaluty on the 1;10“
lmpurt.‘mf: and deeply Intereating ques-
tions that can engage tha attention of
man, - There {5 no uge in blinking the
q‘uea:!on, there never can be real Chris.
tian unlly among the varlous conflicting
sents‘ uniil they reiurn to the hosom of
that “Mother and mistress of sll Caurches,”
from wl_l_v‘m thelr forefathers go bfh;d!}
and fooliskly, and causelessly wandered,
R

o A Child Saveq,

My little boy was taken very bad wi
iarrhwea, he was very delicate 5;;(;\1"(:;1:%
low we had no hope of his life, but a lad
fneugl recommeuded Dr, Fowler's ]‘)xtru"t".
of Wild Stru.wberry, and although he coul‘:l
only bear a few drops at a time he got well
It saved my child, Mns, Wy STEWART, ¥

Campbellville, Ont,

AUGUST 9, 1890,
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Happiness.
BY ALEXANDER POPE,
Know, all the good that individuals find,

Or God or Nature meant to mere munkind,
Reason's whole pleasure, all the Joys of

sense,

LieIn three words—Health, Peace, and Com-
petence.

But Health ¢nvstets with femperance alone ;

And Pescs, O Virtue! Pesrce 18 all thine
own,

The good or bad the gifts of fortune galn ;

But these less tuste them as they worse
obtain,

THE PILGRIMAGE TO CAN,
TERBURY,

THE BATTLE OF THE FUTURE.-BER:
MON BY FATHER MORRIS, 8. J,

London Universe, July 12,

The love of Catholles for the sacred
shrines at which thelr forefathers wor.
shipped was fully shown by the number
of those who journeyed from parts of the
country, far and near, to take part in the
pligrimage to Canterbury on Monday.
The quiet old city presented a ecene of
unusual activity from shortly before nocn,
for the pi'grims from London were landed
at Canterbury just a little past half past
eleven, aud were soon joined by others
from Tunbridge Wells and many adjscent
towns, while not a fow came from places
as distant af Cornwall, The pllgrimage
began with the celebration of Mass fn the
Church of St. Ltheldreda, Ely Place, at
which the me jority of thoee who started
from Holborn Viaductattended. Arrived
at Canterbury the London pllgrims at
once proceeded to the Church of St
Thomas. There they were jolned by thelr
fellow pligrims, the crowd of faithful
worshippers swelllng to an exteat which
made it diffizult to find accommodation
for all in the sacred edlfice,

FROM THE CHURCH OF BI. THOMAS THE
PILGRIMS MARCHED
to the cathedral, accompaufed by Father
Morrle, 8. J. Eatering by the plctur.
esque if dilapidated old gateway—the most
recent plece of Gothic architecture about
the cathedral, by the way—all eoon found
thamselves in the Coapter House, where
the mavy Catholic awsoclations of the city,
which, since the martjrdom of St.
Thomas, has become one of ths famous
epots of Christerdom, were thoroughly
explalned by Father Morrls. The Noz.
man Crypt, which contalned the tomb of
the saint, the beautiful chalr bullt by
Willlam of Sens to replace Laufranc’s,which
was destroyed by the fire which reduced
a large portion of the cathedral to ashes
shortly after the martyrdom, the naves
and towers, tha monastery of St, Augus
tine, the Church of St, Martin, whereln
was celebrated the first Mass in Esgland
In the Saxon perlod, and the chapel of St
Anselm, with its beautiful fresco inside;
the stairways, which still bear the marks
of the pllgrims of acrclent daye—upon all
these Father Morrls dilated. Tae inspec:
tlon of the cathedral was followed by an.
other service at the Church of St, Thomas,
when Father Morris dellvered a few
words to the pllgrims on the fature battle
in which the Cathollcs of Englasd would
have to take part, What, ke asked, were
thelr feelings on such a day? He knew
what his feellngs were, He felt Inclined
t) say,
*DEAR OLD ENGLAND, GOD BLESS HER.”
He felt inclined more then he felt inclined
before to pray for the conversion of Eng.
land, Yet it would never do for them to
make a mistake about it, It would never
do for them to imagine that because they
could come to Canterbury as they did, and
he recelved with extreme klndness, and
have thelr own way about that dear old
church, 1t would never do, he eaid, to
think that they were approaching the day
when they would see the converslon of
England, Theconversion of England was
not easy, So far from that being the case
it was exceedingly difficult, and that
seemed to him to be the distinctest and
strongest of all reasons why they shonld
pray for the conversion of England. They
were a8 helpless as babies to convert Eng.
land ; it was entlrely beyond their reach,
But God could do it, and they could ask
Him to do it. They had that day banded
themselves together to pray. If Eagland
were to be redeemed, it would be by the
force of prayer. They had begun st the
right end, There was much wore hope
for the conversion of England from the
fact that a certala number of them had
united themselves together and resolved
to approach the throne of God, There
was far more hope from that than there
was from all the kindness they had been
thown that day, The kindness was a per-
sonal thing, and they returned thelr
heartiest thanks to those who had shown
it to them, He wished to say a few words
on the conversion of Eogland—as to what
might be reasonably hoped for. The dif-
ficultles were enormous, and he did not
think the religious movement amongst
those outside the pale of the Cathollc
Church was as favorable to the conversion
of England now as it wae a while ago.
THERE WAS SOMETHING IN THE TRACTARIAN
MOVEMENT
that brought men to the Church, and
taught them thesplrit of obedience. Now
that epirit of obedience did mnot exiat.
Men were throwlng aside the idea of
obedience and the Idea of authority.
People could look like Catholics and have
their Protestant priests, as the phrase
went, for that was what really existed in
the Established Church of our time,
That was not a hopeful slgn, Taken as
it stood, it was anything but a hopeful
eign. Yet on account of that, he thought,
there were elements of hope, Let them
think of the ¢ffect which was produced on
the people by that which they
saw and that which they heard,
St. Paul had eald that even if it were
in a spirit of contradiction he hoped the
splrlt of the Gospel would be taught.
His (the preacher’s) feeling was that
though it was in & spirit of contradiction
in which the Gospel was being preached
by those to whom he was referring, yet
the Oatholic religion was being brought
forward, Consequently people were
being familiarized with the teaching of
the Catholic Church, This was im-
mensely important, In the old time
people bad no idea of what Oatholics
were., He did not mean to say that
that ignorance had been swept away.
There was plenty of it and an immense
amount of misrepresentation still, But
tbe religious movement of which he had
spoken was clearing out an immense
amount of that nonsense, It was mak-
ing people accustomed to the look of
Catholic things and to the hearlag of Cath-
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