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SALLY CAVANAGH,

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHATTER XYVI., Continued.
“Oh | Cotney,” said his mother, laying
her hand upon his head ; “an’ didn’t yon
ate any of it yourself
I was goin’ toate it,” replied the boy,
“4ill I rémembered this was Christmas

.Day, an' we had no mate; but I eat all

the bread.”

Sally Cavanagh laughed to keep her
gelf from orying,

;' Hand me s platean’ a knife, Norah,”

-sajd she.  “An’ Jsn't poor Corney a good
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fellow?’ Bhe divided the ment in four
parts, and placed it before them.

“1f yoit won's have somo for yourself,”
gava Curney, sulkily, “1*'m sorry 1 brought
it atall.’ -

Bally langhed again, Bt this time
she rested her elbuws on the tuble, and
put her apron to her eyes. After a while
ghe raised her head, *You're the dhroll
Courney,” said she, cutting a [ragment off
Corney’s. own piece, which was the
biggest, for hersell. The five penny
louves were then produced, anid
Bally Cavanigh and her children sat
down ‘to their Christmas dinner. But,
remembering that it was unlucky foc an’
odd number to sit down b0 a Christmas
dioner, little Willie was taken from his
cradle and brought to the - table, greatly
to the delight of lis brothers and sisters.

. " the sweetest bit I ever tasted, |
Corney,” said Suliy Cavanagh, looking |

into the fuce of her generous-hearted
boy, who was so-like his father.
Tte night, a8 Mrs. Haz'itt expected,

" wag us dark as pitch. A flake of snow

. to be sorry.

fell down the chimney on Bally Cav-
anagh’s hand, as she sat down, after
putting the children to bed, thinking.
“God grany,” she thought, * we'll soon
have ‘a letter. 'Tis litle he suspects
that the oats was taken from us by that
blick-hearted villain, The neighbers
are good, I know; but what could they

do? Aun’there's peor Mr. Purcell that ‘replied his father impatiently. * I tell

has his own ftroudle now. ‘Ilie
iymant ‘il never stop till he. has ’em
broke horse and jut. An’ ’tis poor
Counnor’d be sorry 10 hear misforiuna fel)
en that family ; un’ good right he’d have
Well, God is -good! An’
whatever hapnens Cunnor Shea’s child-
her, I'll never ax lor charity at any man‘s
door.” . - '

Bue knelt down'to-pray; but starting
up suddenly with a irigatend look, she

“made the sign of the cruss on hir fure-

head and on her breast, and blew out the
rasch-light. She heard a step’ approach-
ing the house.- The latch was raised,
but the door did not open, as it was fas-

“tened with the back-stick.

“Bally,” suiu » voice outside, “yon’re

© not in bed. -Lsaw the light.”

~ at Ballycorig. ‘The little: family-circle.

"CHAPTER XVII.
Christmasa was not what it . used to be

in the parlor Wag silent, not to say
gloomy ; and the e/oud which bung over

© 1t appeared to cast & siadow on the lar-

- Purcell’s great - rice .pudding failed fox.

ger circle in’the kitchen. Even Mrs.

.once- to call up cheery looks into -the
-faces ‘of .the workmen and servants,
. though’ ‘every saucer was' filled to the
- brim with* whigkey- punch * hot, strong

o and sweet.” - ..

.o How sorry I am,” said. Kate Purcell, | -
. *that ‘Fanny. conld .not comse. as she
CoLpromiged, B T s T s e
7% Indeed; thep

-z mother; in-her:a

Brian.will - brin;

, 80 a1 sorry,” said her

1 ;}:ﬁya ‘they.talk, . Thelast:time :they

8 i L y o N “
' 'YOu . gﬂk‘ Toughttodo?” he
asked, turning to Brian. -

o Brian,
“ If [ must speak my mind,” the latter
rgplied, “my opinion is, that to pay the
rent'hehins demanded would leave you

a heinr inafew years.! ?
- “Tymes might mend,” said his father.
. “Evea #o0. Fifty per cent. additiona)
(i more than the land would be worth
the best of times. . And, besides, what's
to prevent -him from giving the screw
another turn -

“If he is so bad as that, wouldn't he

| serve me with a notice to quit at once ?”

“I know ihe man,” said Brian, ¥ and 1
believe you sre not served with notice
to quit because he hoEee to beggar you
first. And if you take my advice you
won’t try to pay what he demands.”

- “But he'll turn us out,” said Mrs,
Purcell. )

“Let bim. Better to be put out now
than in a year or two, when you'd be
left not worth a shilling.”

“ { lost more improving the place than
would purchase the fee-simple of it.”

“8o much the worse. There’s no use
throwing good noney after bad. So tell
him plainly you’ll give up the farm if he
wants more for it than youn paid Quill.”

“ 'Tis too bad,” said Mr. Lurcei!, “that
a man can be robbed in this way. Such
a thing couldn’t happen in any other
‘country under the sun but this, You
talk about freeing Ireland, but why don’t
ye do something 7" '

" This rebellious sally made Briansmile.
He kuew that his father—like many of
his class—was won't to extol to the skies
the “protection to life and property
which was to be founl nowhere in such
perfection as in Ireland, and to tnik con-
temptuously of all maleoniénts of the
past and present, excepling only O’'Con-
nell, who was “for peace.” Brian, how-
ever, did not think fit, under the circum-
stances, to remind his fatlier of this; so
he merely said :—

" “Tis hard enough, sir. But 80 many
things of the same kind have occurred
under our eyes, we need not feel sur-
prised, at all events.”

*There was never g0 bad a case as
this,” said his father.

“Think of the Clonbuee tenants, sir.”
“But they were nearly all poor pevple,”
Mr. Purcelli observed.,

Brian looked grave, but said nothing,
“If we can get that money,” Mr. Pur-
cell continued, * we'll be all nght.”

This was an allusion to a sam of
money which he had lent to gentleman
in the neighborhood many years belore,
and about which Brian intended going
t0 Dublin,

“ Don’t you think, sir,” Brian asked,
“we could all live comtfurtably at Cool-
bawn ?” ’

“ Don't talk to me abont Coolbawn,”

-you nothing was troubling me so much
a8 the thought that you would not live
hiere after me. I intended leaving it in
my will that yon should live here, where
your father, and grandfather, and great-
grand-father beflore you lived.”

Brian saw that thers was nouse in
reasoning further upon the subject,
“ Well,” said he, a8 he moved a chair

‘towards his sister, who had been pre-

psring tea during the greater part of the
conversation ; “I'll ask Captain Daw-
son to dinoer some day of the week, and
we'll talk over the matter with him.”

“To dinner here, Brian ?”- Katie ex-
clzimed in surprise.

“And why not, Katie'?

"7 #0h J” gaid she, as'if récollecting her-
“gelf, “if any good is likely vo come of it,
I suppose that makes a'difference.” :
"~ “But objection could you have to my
|asking Captain Dawson to dine with us
under any circumstances .
- “Well, I have my own notiong,” Katie,
shaking her head. =
“Let us hear them.”

“Ifyou want to.know, then, I can't
think it quite consistant with -seli-res-
peoted {0 know gentlemen, the ladies of
whose families wonld not know me.”

I gee,-Kate,” said Brain, leaning ovor
.his sister’s chair, “that you are proud.”
“Well, If that.is pride, I am:proud.”
“And . what,_do. you think of your

- “That%: jusy what made me think
-abdut it first.." "Tis ‘pérfectly ridioulous,

friends, the Misses Maloney’s 7’ .

.nere they. neverspoke a word .up-
-gubject bub the Planke}s, and the:
sye; and -the Homoiable Mr.: Cras

~~~~~~~~
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. It isno trifling disappointment to
wissithe chance of sgeing one’s nams in
the ¢ Fashiouable Inteliigence.”’ *Brian
Purcell, E-q., Coolbawn, and Mies Pur
celt!’ - Lfeel quite .penitent for having
deprived yon of that honor. Kate.”

His sister looked up at him, and there
was a world of suppressed [un in .the
glance. But after struggling for a mo-
ment ‘to look rerious,. she rested her
head against Brian’s arm, and laughed
heartily,

* Positively, Kate,” said he, ** you are
more ill-natured than people give you
credit for.” . :

“Tideed, no,” said she, looking grave.
“They are good, affectionate girls, and I
really like themrvery much.  But that
list the names in the ‘Fushoinable Intel-
ligence’ was 8o positively absurd, I can-
not help laughing .when I think of it.
"T'was Lad enough to bring such a_gath-
ering together ; but pubhishing it in the
newspapers was really too bad.”

“Let me eee,” said Brian, * whether 1
can repeat any of the conversation by
which you were so much edified the
other day. Marzaret opened the pro-
ceedings by asking Frances, ** \What can
have become of Godfrey Massey? I
have not seen a sight of him for Lwelve
days’ 'To which Frances replied, ‘How
forgetful yon are, Margaret. Don’t
you remember George told us he dined
witih  the Sixty-sixth on. Monday
week, and got cold, and has heen
coufined to his room ever since  ‘What
a funny mittake,” Margaret continnes,
‘ that was of Isabel Massey, to mistake
the major for Lientenant Pudgers 1 the
hall)  “On, yes! excl.amed Frances,
with a screau of Jaughter; it wns a
a right good one. And the honorable
Mr. Crachton cut up rough about it, too,
and poor Isabel  was dreadiully sold.’
Am I reporting correctly ?” .

“Who eouid have tuld you?’ Kate
agked; looking gre.tly surprised. * Those
are the very words,” B

“ Well, your triends called that day at
Ballytullagh, while { was there, and I
had the pleasure of hearing it all before
yoursell.” :

* Isn't it a pity, Brian?” said Kate,
with & Jook of compassion so intense
that her biother Qung himself into his
father’s arm-chair, and laughed outnght.

“ 13 & great shame for yon,” said she
reproachfuliy; * and it you knew them
as well ns [ do, you wouldn't turn them
into ridicule.in that way.”

* Well, now, which of them would you
advise me to lay siege to? Their father
has given me & hint that one of theiu is
al my service, and welcome.” .

“Oh, none of them, Brian.”

professions of regard for them.” o

" But it i3 not because I don't like
them, but—" _

“ But what 7" :

She louked fixedly at him, and said:
“Some other time I may tell you, but
not now.” .
" “T'o be serions, Kate,” said he, "1
think your notions on the subject of
which you have been speaking are, as a
rule, correct. Butb theres no rule with-
out ah exceptiof. Dawson and I are
such good friends, I see no harm in your
'meeting him. Besides, he’s & good fel-

whom your lair friends hunt up so eager-
ly. And, by-the-by, you never objected
‘10 my having dozeng of our rural aristo-
cratg to lunch 8o many times” -

:-%Oh, wnen you huut and shoot with
them, it is only . common hospitality to
ask them in when they happen to be
‘passing your door. But thai’s a differ-
ent thing altogether.” o .

“ By Jove, Kute, yon look deeply into
things. But perhapsT couid guess who
‘put these notions into your head.”,

- % No one, I only thought about it my-
gelf.” She blushed deeply, and even
seemed offended. - ‘ .

" “Don’t be annoyed with me,” said
Brian, taking her hand, “You are a

hesitate to tell ‘you I do not wonder at
all you should like him hetter than any
one e!se you Lave met. He'is really and
-traly the noblest fellow I know. But
.you see the difficulties in.the way ag
well as Ido. And this business about
the farm makes it worse than ever, 1

-{ was.thinking.of asking my father togive
-you "this- piace, and. then we might be-

- able t0.convince him :that you would be
just as well.off ag if your forfune wen! to.

Bat.there’s, no use -in:thinking of that

“Indeed! That’'s strange after your

low, and very different frfn the shuneens {

good, sensible girl Kate, and I need oot |-

.somebody’s - sister:; .'!qﬁg.the,:.nsga;f‘wéy-.

heaved almost imperceptibly, and there . -
was A sad smile on her lips. *L'was only -
Y (‘l‘reu_m_. thongh, and she knew it.
Dn bIli :wl}.dKn:e, You wotl:hl coma to
. on't expect {
thﬁn & week” pect (0 be kept morel
: :nc'?“ldn’t think of being absent now,
" \\;ell, you are right.—yon are always
right. But won't F ey
poinll)ed - suny be disap~
* Don’t yon like Faany, Brian ¥
“Indeed I do.” v, Brlant
“You must do your best to get leave
for her to come down. I’ speak to
Father Paul to assist you. I sn ppose it
'\XIII r‘rot. beI easy torhyou to succeel,
wugh, a8 I suspect, her marnage with
Mr. M.'ls decided on,” ge N
(To be continued.)
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From Head To Foot

you feel the good that's done by Dr,’
ierce’s Golden Medic+ Diseovery, It
purifies the blood. And throngh the
blood, it cleanses, repairs, and invigr-
ates the whole system. . .
. In recovering from “ La Grippe ™ or
1n convalesence from pneumonia, fevers,
or wasting diserses, nothing can equal 1t
A8 _&n appelizing, restorative tonic to
build up needed tlesh and steength. It
rouses every organ into natural action,
promotes all the bodily functions, and:
restores health aod vigor. .
For every disease that comes from s
torpid Liver or impure Lload, Dyspapm,
Indigestion, Biliousness, and the most
stubborn Skin, Sculp, or Scrofulins affys-.
tions, the * Discovery ” is the only
remedy g0 certain thit it ean be guaran-
teed. If it duesn’t Lenelit or cure, in
every case, you have your money back.

For a perfect and permanent cure for
Catarrh, tuke Dr. Sage’s Catnrrh Rewedy,.
Ivs proprietors off r $3500 revard for an

ncurable case of Catarrhr, '

The man with a Nu. 15 neck and a No.
14 collar has had a hard siraggle to make
both ends meet.

DR WO
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rway Pi
Syrup. |
Rich in the lung-healing virtues ofthe Pine-
com’bines wlgh‘::ll‘li soothigj and e:;;edctormt f

properties of other pector: barks,
b A PERFECT CURE FOR

COUGHS %N?h ’gsOLgs

arseness, Asth: ore Throa
a2l THROAT, BRONCHIAL an
LUNG DISEASES, Obstinate coughs which
resist other remedies yield promptly to thh‘

pleasant piny syrup,
PRICE 26C.:.AND BOO, PER BGTTLE,
BOLD BY ALL DAUSSISTS,

"NOTICE

18 hereby given that an application wilt

.. bamadé to the Parliament of the Dominion
- of Cruada, at the next session thereof, for
an- Aot to revive * An Aol to ITncorporat .
the Equity Insurance Company,” haii.
 Chapler 103 of 50 and 51 Victorla; end te
amend the same by changing the name
thereof to *The St, Lawrence Insurance

Company.”
Montreal, 10th January, 1823, .

AW, GREN;ER.'
Soltcitor for Appleants,

Notice - -
v - - EETRE T
_Ishereby given that at the next sessionofthe '
‘Leglslatare of the Province of Quebecapplicas
tfon Will ‘be made for & bill to.incorporate -
_L'Allance Natfonalo,” ‘ss & ‘benevoloi$ = .
. U BEAUDIN 45UARDINAL. .
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" Attorneys for Applicant,

| u@wnnw nber 2), 1803, 8.;




