
2 THE CATHOLIC RECORD. ft.

DECEMBER 28, 1889.

DEOEUBEB 28, 1889.t drsn, («It waa Ma lut wish—though be 
hadn't « thick or thlld Mrleg belosgtog to 
hi*. 1 say that woe e charitable, Chris
tian, Irish act—sad may Ood reward ye 
for it. But that was no excoce for the 
way ye behaved. The parish priest of 
Kllree raid each a set never came into hie 
parish. And ould Peg Naughton, that 
keeps the shebeen bouse at tbs church, 
declared to myself that, though she it 
there goln' on fifty two years, "twee the 
drunkeneet little funeral she ever laid her 
area on. Im’t that a nice charac ter ye’re 
aiming for yourselves? But I hope now 
ye'll remember my words. And 
nave one request to ask of you. I want 
ye to promise me that ye’ll dig the Widow 
Beating’s stubbles for her. tike hasn't a 
eowl to do a band’a turn for her since her 
boy lost hi, health. Will ye promise me 
now that as soon as the weather is fitting 
ye’ll dig the Widdow Keatlog’i etubblee 1 
'Tie short 'twill take ye if ye all join 
together.”

•‘We'll do Id, sir,” "we will, eir, never 
fear/' waa answered all round.

"That’s right, boyi. And now any of 
ye that’s very badlr off, come to Father 
U’Mahon or myself and tell your story, 
and don’t be ashamed. There's a little 
money collected for eases of distress in 
the town. And as the M,Jor has sub
scribed ten pounds, and we’re writing ti 
Sir Garret Butler for a subscription—and 
’tlen’t easy to know to where to write to 
him”—glancing towards the parlor window 
—" ’tie only fair that cases of hardship on 
their own property eLould be looked after.
I may as well tell ye, too, the Major sent 
Father M'Mahon a quarter of beef for 
Christmas. There’s not a finer quarter of 
beef in Munster this minute. ’Twouid do 
your heart good to look at it.”

And abruptly selling the brush, he 
dipped it In the holy water, and swung his 
arm round so vigorously and dexterously 
in all directions that even the gentleman 
at the parlor window came In for a chare.

The people now dispersed, and Mr 
Lowe was conducted to the breakfast 
room, and formally introduced to the 
three clergymen.

KNOCKNAGOW bent upon going elsewhere for wives. I 
have already given half a-doeeu certifi
cates, while ae yet I have heard of no one 
returning the compliment."

‘‘Ned B-ophy la getting a fine fortune,” 
mid Mr. Kearney.

“So I'm told,” replied Father M’Ma- 
hon ; and Mary thought she could see a 
look of displeasure lu his face, which she 
could not help connecting with the tear 
•he noticed on Nancy Hogan’s pale cheek 
as she was leaving the drawing room after 
confession an hour or two before.

"Two hundred gold eovere'goe,” 
tinned Mr. Kearney, “out of an 
saucepan. ”

This piece of Information regarding 
Ned Brophy’s good luck caused a general 
laugh ; the more readily, perhaps, because 
It was given with a look of perfect gravity.

"And yon would not miss it out of it,” 
he continued, et easing quite unconscious 
of their mlith.

"Out of what, sir ?” Richard aiked.
"The saucepan,” replied hie father : 

"Ned himself ti ll me so,”
"Do you approve of this fortune hunt

ing, Miss Kearney 1” Father M’Mthon 
asked, turning to Mery.

“No, sir," she replied, blushing deeply, 
"I don’t like it at alb”

"And what do you say, Miss Klely 1”
"1 really have not thought much on the 

subject,” Grace replied. "Bat It Is by no 
means unpleasant to be rich. And I m 
rather inclined to think there le a good 
deal cf truth In the proverb : ‘When 
poverty enters the door, love files out at 
the window. ’ ”

Father M'Mahon lent back in hie arm
chair, and laughed a lew and somewhat 
satirical laugh

"I feat,” he said, "there is not much 
love in some of these cases. I am as much 
opposed as anybody to Imprudent mar
riages. But this buying and selling is a 
bad business ”

"Sure you don’t want them to be like 
the Protestants 1” Mrs. Kearney observed 
reproachfully.

"The Protestante I” Father M'Mahon 
replied with surprise. "How is that ? ’

"I never knew a Protestent,” she re
plied, "that would not live with a husband 
on a lough of water.”

Father M Mahon opened his eyes and 
seemed to want inoro enlightenment.

"There a-e the three Misa Armstrongs,” 
continued Mrs. Kearney ; “the youngest, 
to be sure, made a very gcod match— 
though she hadn't a penny—for they were 
after losing the property before her mar
riage. But the two eldest girls, with their 
fine fortunes, married poor men—though 
they were respectable, I know, and sen
sible too. Due of them, I’m told, is doing 
well in Dublin ; and Mr. Armstrong tells 
me Fanny said in her last letter from 
Australia that they expected to come 
home and purchase an estate in Ireland 
yet, they are making a fortune so 
rapidly. ”

"Mr. Lowo,” said Mary, "you ought to 
make mamma a bow. She has compli
mented both the ladles and gentlemen of 
yonr religion at our expense.”

“And look at the Miss O'Dwyers,” con
tinued Mrs. Kearney, not heeding the in 
terruptlon ; "the fact le, I believe they’ll 
never get married, as they can find no 
suitable matches "

“It might be better for them to be 
doing well In Dublin, or even making 
a fortune lu Australia,” said Father 
M'Mahon.

“is it a fact,” Mr Mr. Lowe asked, 
turning to Hugh, “that Protestants are 
lets hard to be pleased In the 
wives and husbands than Catholics in Ire 
land ?'•

“It docs really seem they take the 
plunge more courageously,” replied Hugh. 
“I have noticed instances of it even among 
the humbler classes.”

"Yes,” said his mo.her, "there Is George 
Hartford, who gavo his daughter to Henry 
Johnson, the pensioner’s son, though he 
hadn’t a trade or anything, Took him 
into his house and kept him till he got a 
situation lu the jail.”

“Ah, that throws some light upon the 
matter," said Father M'Mahon ; "situa, 
tlons of all kinds, high and low, are re 
served for the professors of the favored 
creed ; landlords, too, will give farms at 
lower rents to Protestants than to Catho
lics ’’

"And leases,” said Mr. Kearney. "I 
don’t know a Protestant that hasn’t a 
good lease ”

“Yes,” Father M'Mahon rejoined, and 
it would seem the rule will soon be that 
Catholics will have no leaeee. And it is 
this state of dependence, this uncertainty 
of being able to keep a roof over their 
heeds, tbet has made manligee the mercen
ary bargains they often are among ne,"

“It was not alwaye so," Father Hannl 
gin remarked. "I remember a time, my
self, when the man looked more to the 
woman and les» to the fortune than 
now.”

"That Is true,” eald Father M’Mahon. 
"Leaeea were general then, and the people 
were consequently more Independent 
Emancipation has done us harm in thle 
respect. The sacrifice of the Forty ehlll 
leg Freeholders was a great injury to the 
country."

driven ; It had a black velvet collar and 
waa (aatened with a brass clasp. It waa 
torn, and the rent had dark atalne of red, 
Jacquea draw the cloak around him, but 
It was too long, and trailed on the ground 
behind him. Marguerite made a large 
fold Inside, and looked everywhere for 
pine to fasten It ; but they were so poor 
that no pine could be fourd. Jacques, 
who was Ingenious, picked up some long 
thorns, which bad belonged to a burnt 
fagot ; the tborni were used Initead of 
pins, aod then Jacques put on the cloak. 
Just as he was going out, with his hand on 
the door-letch, Marguerite called him 
back :

"If you see the Crucifix of Treves, 
don't forget to say a prayer.”

THE OLD CLOAK. bo oh they lived In was their own ; It was 
vsry small, very shabby, end out of re
pair ; but they were happy there, for they 
were hard working and honest, and they 
loved each other. So the neighbor! said :

"La Margnerita was, after all, not so 
•Illy when she married Grand Plena ; he 
1» a good and atrong workman, who is at 
hie work early and late, who te thrifty, and 
doaa not drink ”

Yet, Qrand-Plerre was a good workman 
—active, ponctuel, talking little, but toll
ing herd. He wee employed in a etooe 
quarry, and drove a cart loaded with large 
block» of atone, dragged by four powerful 
horses. Pierre excelled in the manage 
mtnt of the crane ; he knew well how to 
load and balance the hogs stones, and 
bow to bring them safely down the steep
est declivities leading to the plain. When 
his day’s task was done Plena came home ; 
hie bowl of soup was ready for him, with 
hie jog of elder ; he then hung up hie 
homespun carter's cloak on a nail, put hli 
whip down In a corner, and, taking off his 
woolen cap, said to Marguerite :

“Come, mletreee, alt down and let us 
have supper, for It b time to feel very 
hungry.”

AU teemed bright 
young couple’s humble home, where soon 
was seen a wicker cradle, made by Pierre 
Id the evenings, for little Jacques was 
just born.

But happlnem la not lasting In this 
world ; an Arabian proverb aayi : "When 
thou bait painted thy house rose color, 
then fate comes to turn it black. “For 
eleven years Pierre end Marguerite hid 
lived joyfuUy, without anxiety for the 
future, when misfortune crossed the three 
hold, took up its abode in the house, and 
would not leave it. One dark, dreary win
ter day Grand Pierre set out early in the 
morning for the mountain quarry. After 
having loaded hie cert carefully and 
brought hie horses, holding them by the 
bridle, through the meet difficult dtfilee, 
he felt tired, and sat down on the cart, 
leaning against a huge block of granite. 
Unconsciously his eyes closed, and, lulled 
by the motion of the vehicle and the 
monotonous tinkle o( the bells, he fell 
asleep and woke no more in this world. 
One of the wheels passed over a thick 
bough which lay across the road ; there 
was a sharp shock, and Plsrie was thrown 
down. Before be could move or rise, the 
the wheel oi the heavy cart had crushed 
his chest.

The horses went on tbslr way, ancon 
scions that their driver, their old friend, 
lay dead behind them. They came to 
where lived the master of the quarry and 
stopped before his door, "Where Is Grand- 
Pierre 1” Search was made ; they went 
to his house ; he was not there, and Mar
guerite waa getting anxious. Night had 
come. They took lanterns, they lighted 
torches, they followed the mountain road, 
calling out “Ho, Grand-Pierre ?” No 
one answered. At lest they found him, 
poor fellow ! lying across the toed, with 
outstretched erras, his chest crushed in. 
The wheel had torn his carter’s cloak, 
which waa stained with blood.

All the villagers followed the funeral 
to the church end to the graveyard ; all 
came to press Marguerite’s hand as she 
stood, white as wax only her lips moving, 
for she prayed ; but she could only say :

"Ltrd, have mercy upon me 1 Uh ! 
Lord, have mercy upon me !"

Jacques bad just reached bis tenth year. 
He dta not, he could not, understand the 
extent of the calamity which had fallen 
upon them ; hut he cried when he saw his 
mother shed tears, and so he often cried. 
Since the day when Grand Pierre had been 
so suddenly overtaken by death misfor
tune had marked that cottage which had 
been so happy ; now it witnessed more 
than poverty—sheer wretchedoess and 
misery. So this is why Marguerite sob 
bed bo bitterly on Christmas night.

OB,
I. rope he tied hie bundle carefully, la 

•bould lose a twig on his way ; the 
threw bis cloak around him, aid, lei 
on a stick he took the shortest cut 
led to the village. Hts lege shook a 
aa he trudged on, for the load wa» h 
and the enow deep ; often he was oh 
to atop and take breath, leaning egaii 
tree.

THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
At the top of the church steeple the 

Belle were talking together, 
youngest wan cross, and said to eaeh 
other :

"la It not time to sleep 1 Midnight is 
near at band, and twice we bava been 
shaken; we have been f tretd to rates 
voices In the darkness just as if it were 
broad daylight and as if we had to ring for 
tha Sunday Mass, Theta are men fussing 
in the church down there ; are they going 
to worry ue again ? Cinnot we be left lu 
peace I” ...

The oldest of the Bills granted angrily, 
and in a deep though chocked voice said 
to the others ;

? Br CHARLES J. KICKHAM. The two
CHAPTER XL 

fathib Haemal*'» anno*.
It is right that we should follow tha 

two gentlemen with whom we parted 
«orne boute ago on their way back from 
the old eaatle. Mate was nearly over 
when they arrived at the college ; and 
Richard quieted hie conscience for losing 
it, by persuading blmeelf that his absence 
Was a case of necessity.

A table in the ball, raised to ■ sufficient 
height by mesne of two chairs upon the 
becks of which It tested, served tha pur
pose of an altar,

Mr. Lowe was igaln struck by tbs 
fervor of the people; who filled the hill 
and kitchen, while not a few knelt on the 
froisn ground outelde the ball-door. He 
was not n little surprised to see Hugh 
Kearney, officiously assisted by Phil 
Lahy, “serving Mete.”

Piloted by Richard, he got Into the hall, 
the people making way for them as they 
went on, into the parlor, where Father 
O’Neill wu «till betting eonfeesione.

Mr Lowe eat in the window.eeat next 
the door, where he could see Ihe altar and 
the officiating clergymen. He law tbit 
he was too late for the sermon he wei so 
anxious to hear, as Father Baanlgau wee 
In the act of taking off hie vestments.

But tboagh Father Heenlgan hid 
delivered hu regular discourse after the 
first gospel, it wee his habit to addtiee a 
few homely words to the people, at the 
conclusion of the Maes, upon whet we 
may call local and Individual topics. He 
now turned round and began, in his deep 
Kg voice, with :

"Now, wbat’e this I wu going to ny to

our

VII.
Walking on bravely, thongh wetrll 

esme to au open ; lace where eeveril' 
toeda met ; it was the Treves. Form 
In the dnye of the Roman», it bed 
called Trivium, for there were three r 
branching iff ; the Latin word hu 1 
corrupted into the French word 
Treve. Formerly there had been an 
dedicated to Mercury, the protector o 
roadside, the god end friend of pid 
and thieve». The Christians threw d 
the pagan altar and ericted in its its 
luge crucifix of granite ; on the ba-eu 
worn away by creeping plants, may 
be read: An. Dom. 1314. During 
Hundred Years' War the Image of 0 
wu broken, end lta remains strewed 
ground, but when the victories of Joe 
Arc bad restored the Kingdom of Fr 
to “the little King Bourges,” the it 
had been put back in lta origin place, 
wu much treuured In the nelgliborh

On the pedestal, with extended i 
nailed to the cress the figure of C 
•earned to summon all sinners to 
tefnge in His embrace. The image 
of large size, end in the folds of the gl 
birds hid made their neats, which had 
been disturbed. The face was turned 
wud the east ; the ey es, opened wide 
Intensity of euffering, were raised ton 
Heaven, u if they sought for the 
which guided the wise men, and appei 
to the shepherds of Bithlehem. By 
side of the greit cruaifix hid been plai 
mountilnash trees, wnoee red bei 
recalled the memory of the drops of hi 
which fell from the Saviour’s brow.

Marguerite loved to prey at the foo 
the great crucifix of Treves because 
men who had brought beck her husba 
body, sad and weary, had rested there 
bad preyed for the eonl which had so i 
denly been taken by death. This Is i 
■he bed said to her boy : "When you 
before the crucifix of Treves stop and 
a prayer.”

con-
ouldnow 1

f

V."Be slltnt, children ! Yon are talking 
When you went to R me to be 

blsseed you were consecrated to do your 
duty ; do you not know that tha first min 
nte of Chrlstmu Day is going to strike 
and that yon must now eelebrata the birth 
of Him for whose resnrreetlon you have 
•nog I”

A young Bell then eald piteously ;
"it’s so cold I”
The old one recited eternly 
“Do you think that He was not cold 

when He came Into the world, frill, 
naked acd crying? Did He not enffer on 
tha heights of Bethlehem, when the ox end 
the ass warmed Hie poor ficzin limbi with 
their breath ? Ioetead of grombltng and 
complaining put forth your sweetest tones 
to memory of the hymn which Hle Mother 
ung to put Him to sleep. Make ready ; I 

they are lighting the candles ; near the 
altar of the Lady Chapol they bave mads a 
crib ; the banner hu been taken out of its 
•heath ; the beadle U hurrying about ; be 
hue bad cold end is sneezing ; oh, fie I now 
he is snuffing a candle with hli fingers ! 
Monsieur le Gate hu pat on hie best 
embroidered elb ; I hear a clattering of 
wooden shoes, the peasants ue coming to 
Pta> ; now the clock Is going to strike— 
the hour Is come I Y nie, Y nie ! ring now, 
ring e fall peal, that no one may say we 
have not enmmoned Christians to the mid
night Mus !”

<rJacques trudged on the road ; no 
human being could be icon fu or neu ; 
all wu sad and desolate ; the enow fell 
fut, and «earned to fell horizontally, being 
driven so violently by the north wind ; a 
crow, perched on the hlgbut branch of a 
poplar, crocked as be passed. From time 
to time little Jacques wu obliged to stop 
and stamp bU feet, for the enow hid 
gathered under bis wooden ihoe». He wu 
not cold, but the dock seemed very 
buvy ; nevertheless he trudged on bravely 
through the storm ; for he wu a good 
little fellow, with plenty of spirit and a 
firm will to do hli duty. Ho had walked 
a long way, and wu jut reaching the firet 
shoulder of the mountain where the forut 
begin, when be stopped short, greatly 
frightened, for there wu $• garde cham
pêtre, with hli cocked hat and hie sword, 
smoctng his pipe.

He wu greatly feared by all the young
sters, gruti"Pere Monheetw,” who, before 
being raised to the dignity of garde- 
champêtre, had been in the army, as eapeur 
to a regiment ot grenadiers, and who so 
often talked of hi» axe, which be un
grammatically called “mon hache,” that 
bis surname stuck to him, and he waa 
known as “Pere Monhaehe." Woe to 
the urchins who wore caught trespassing, 
or stealing apples, or shaking plum tree» ! 
he caught them by the ear, growling 
terrifically ; and dragged them straight 
to Monsieur la Maire, who, altera solemn 
reprimand, bad them taken to their 
father», with the announcement that 
personal chastisement wu expected by 
the authorities.

Jacques was consequently extremely 
frightened, when he found himself sud
denly face to face with the merciless arm 
of the law.

‘ Woere are you going, Jacques, my 
bov, in the devil’s own weather?"

Jacques was tempted to seek some ex
cuse or equivocation ; but he remem
bered that bis lather had told him that 
he must always speak the truth, and 
though his heart throbbed faat he an
swered bravely :

“I am going to the mountain, Father 
Monhaehe, to gather dry sticks, because 
we have none, and mother is ill and very 
cold.”

The gerde champêtre uttered an expletive 
that he would have done better to keep 
to himeell ; hi» moustache quivered, 
then he rubbed bis eyes and said gruffly : 
“This north wind hurts oae’a eye» and 
make» them water.”

Then, looking at Jacques, not at all 
crossly, he added :

"So, little Jacques, you are going on 
the mountain ? Weil, we must part 
company, for I am going toward the 
plain, so we shan't meet ; and when you 
come back, if I come across you—well, I 
won’t look that way. I was a friend of 
Grand-Pierre ; he was a good, honest fel
low who never did anybody any harm, 
and I am sorry to find that his widow is 
in trouble. To day, on account of 
Christmas, we have made some nice 
soup at heme ; never fear Marguerite 
shall have some, and I will take it to her. 
These are bad times to go through, Jac
ques, boy—but 1 have seen woreo, when 
1 used to carry mon hache at the head of 
the regiment. Keep a good heart, and 
say nothing about what I have just told 
you, or I will pull your ears "

The gay de champêtre walked off, shrug, 
ging hia shoulders, half-sorrowfully, half- 
orosely. A few paces further he sud
denly turned round and called out: 
"Ho ! Jacques, boy, go to the underwood 
of La Prevote ; you will find more dry 
sticks there than anywhere else.’’

nonsense.

’

and cheerful in the:

ye r
He pressed tha fore finger of his left 

hand against hie temple, as if trying to re
call something thit had escaped hie 
memory, Mr. Lowe thought he was 
about giving up the attempt in despair, 
when he suddenly jerked up hie head, ex
claiming—

"Ah I ay I ay 1 D'ye give up iteallog 
the turf in the name o’ G id I

"Everyone,” he continued after a pause, 
"must steal turf such weather ae this that 
hasn't It of their own. But sure if ye 
didn’t know It was wrong, ye wouldn’t 
bs telling It to the priest. And ye think 
it would be more disgraceful to beg then 
to steal it. That's a great mistake. No 
decent man would refuse a neighbor a 
hamper of tuif such weather as this, 
And a poor man Is not a beggar for asking 
a hamper of turf such weather as this 
when he can’t get a diy’a work, and the 
Kisïor water billies bursting. But ye ell 
know that stealing Is bad, and ye ought 
fitter make your cases known to the priest, 
and maybe something might be done for 
ye. VrieU Is a good thing—lacent, manly 
pride—and ’twill often keep a man from 
doing a mane act even when he'a sorely 
tempted, t'perit Is a good thing. But, 
take my word for it, there’s nothing like 
honesty. And poverty, so long es It is 
not brought on by any fault of hla ow
need never biing a blush to any ;___
cheek. So, in the name o God, d’ye give 
up steeling the turf.”

Here he paused, and Phil Lahy, sup- 
posing the discourse ended, ad vanced with 
a bowl of holy water with a kind of brush 
laid across It, for the purpose of sprinkling 
the congregation before they Blspeteed. 
But Father Hanulgan motioned him back 
•nd uroceedtd :

"Father O'Neill is against the beagles. 
He says 'tls a shame to hear the horn 
sounding, and see ye scampering over 
ditches and hedges on the Lord’s Day. 
Well, I don’t know wbet to say to that. 
’Tls the only day ye have for diversion of 
any tort. And cs long as ye are sure not 
to lose Mas:, I won’t say anything against 
the beagles. The farmers toll me they 
don't mind the loss to them to let their 
eons keep I dog or two. And if ye meet 
after Mess—mind, I say, after divine set 
vies—L don’t see much harm In It. I’m 
told, too, the gentlemen of the neighbor 
hoed—that Is, each of them as are gentle- 
met—don’t object to It, ae ye are honor
able sportimen and spare the hires. Bat 
then there’s the hurling. There's a deal 
of bad blood when ye hurl the two sides 
of the river. If there’s any more of the 
work that was carried on at the lut 
match, ye’ll be the disgrace of the country, 
Instead of being, as ye are, the pride of 
the barony. 'Tls given np to the Knock, 
nagow boys to be as spirited and well, 
conducted u any In the county. Didn’t 
I point ye out to the Liberator himself 
the day of the Meeting, and he said a 
finer body of men he never laid hla eyes 
on. Such men, said he, ate the bone and 
ainew of the country. Some of the best 
boys ye had are gone since that time, 
short as it it—”

Here there wu a murmur amongst the 
women ; and a low, suppressed wall from 
two or three whose sons had bat lately 
emigrated, made him pause for a moment.

"Well,” he continued, shaking his head 
aa the law wall died away—"thank God 
the crowbar brigade didn't pay ye a visit 
like other places ; and I hope there Is no 
danger of it, u the landlords here are not 
exteimioatora like some I could mention. 
I wu in Cloonbsg the other day at a 
funeral—I wu curate there six years ago 
—'twu the first parish I wu sent to after 
being ordained, and it broke my heart to 
see the change. I could hardly 
’twu tho same place. The people swept 
away out of a whole side of a country, 
just u If ’twu a flood that wu after pas
sing over it. I married some of ’em my
self and christened their children, and left 
’em happy and comfortable. 'Tie little I 
thought I’d ever pan the came road and 
not find a human face to welcome me. 
Well, pltue God, there’s no danger of ye 
that way, at any rate, And yet, sure, 'tie 
little security ye have—bat I won’t say 
anything that might discourage ye,”

Father Hannigan turned toward the 
altar, and Phil Liny wu again advancing 
with the holy water ,- bat after taking a 
pinch of snuff he resumed his address :

“I want yon to keep np the good name 
ye have. And talking of funerals reminds 
me of your conduct at the berrin’ of that 
poor man ye brought to Kllree the week 
before lut. Twas a charitable thing to 
carry him thirteen long miles through the 
teeming rain, and I know ye had pains in 
your ehonldeti next morning after him. 
•Twu a charitable thing to lay hie poor 
old bonne alongside of hie wife and eMl-

I»
CHAPTER XII.

MATBMONT AND “MABBIAQ* HONEY.’’
IBB WIDOW'S LAST WISH.

In tha matter of breakfast, Mta, 
Kearney cerne out In full force on the 
occulon of a Station. Eren Mr. Lowe 
could not help teklng notice of the die 
play on the table. The antique silver 
ojffjo pot wu particularly conspicuous, 
and It wu quite effecting to tee the 
reverential gentleness with which the 
good women hsniled thle relic oi the 
U'Oarrolls. Her fingers would sometimes 
play softly on the lid In a manner that 
caused her husband visible anxiety ; for 
the coffee pot had been her grandmother’», 
and wm presented to herself at the time 
of her marriage by her Uncle Den. A 
tall nrn wu equally an ot j jet of dread to 
honest Maurice ; and when she wu heard 
to ask Father M'Mahon did he remember 
the day long ago, when he wu a young 
student, that the urn was upset by Annie 
Oleery’e sleeve being caught by the deer's 
horns on tha lid, a fall and true history of 
Billydnnmore wu looked upon as Inevlt 
able. Bat, fortunately, the housekeeper 
whispered into her ear that a certain 
cream jag, which, by tight, should have 
attended the coffee pot, was forgotten ; 
end the announcement so startled Mrs 
Kearney as for the time to put Ballydun- 
more and the tea-urn completely out of 
her head. Father M’Mahon epoke little, 
and seemed to the stranger reserved, and 
even haughty.

The reserve cf the young curate wu of 
a different sort, and evidently arose from 
biihfulneee.

But Father Hannigan bad something to 
say to every one ; and Mr, Lowe was not 
long In discovering that, with all hla 
pccu'arltles, Father Hannigan 
ecbolsr and a gentleman

Oa finding that the stranger had taken 
hie degree in one of the Euglish univer
sities, Father Hennlgan engaged him upon 

knotty points of classics! learning, 
and the young A. B. soon began to feel 
not q alts at Ms aass with so able an an
tagonist.

Grace paid great attention to this learned 
encounter, and looked so exceedingly 
wise with her elbow on the table and her 
chin resting on the little finger of her left 
hen!, that Mery wu in doubt whether she 
did not really understand every word.

“Really, Grace," said she, speaking so 
low ae not to be heard by the gentlemen, 
"one would t'.lnk yon neu familiar with 
Homer and Virgil and the rut of them as 
yon are with Longfellow and Sidney 
Smyth, to say nothing of Robinson Cm ■ 
soe.”

“Indeed, no,” she replied, with a half- 
dlspleucd look, and dropping her hand on 
the table ; "bat I wu remarking that Mr. 
Lowe pronounces Latin like papa, and 
Father Hannigan like the ‘Brehon.’ ”

"He picked up that in Trinity College,” 
said Father Hannigan, who sat next her, 
and heard part of her remark. "That’s 
not the way he pronounced It when he 
and I read Virgil together In Larry 
O'Rourke’s mud-wall seminary in Glou 
namuckadhee,”

"Oh, perhaps so,” replied Grace, not at 
all plused that her papa had read Virgil 
in a mud-wall seminary, and In a place 
with such a name u Glounemuckadhee,

“Ay, then,” continued the priest, with 
a twinkle In his eye, as If he took pleuure 
in teasing her ; “and every one of us 
brought a sod of tart under Mi arm to 
school daring the winter ”

Grace looked quite offended, end made 
no reply.

II.
It had been snowing heavily for three 

days ; the eky wu dark almost to black 
ness, the earth was white, the north wind 
moaned In the trees, the large pond was 
frozen, and the little birds were very 
hungry. Women, folded In large brown 
cloak» edged with black velvet, and 
well wrapped in their warm outer gar
ment slowly entered the church. Kneel- 
log, with bent heads, they repeated the 
responses to the Scripture words of good 
tidings altered by the priest. The incense 
burned ; before the altar, lighted up with 
candles, were a few Chrlstmu trees ”

At the entrance to the church, behind a 
column bearing the holy water font, a 
child wu kneeling, barefooted, for he had 
token off hts wooden shoes to avoid mak
ing a noise. He wu dressed in a thin 
blouse of bine cotton stuff, notwllbetand 
lag the cold ; his cap lay before him on the 
pavement of the church, end with clasped 
hands he preyed :

“For the soul of my father who fs gone, 
for the life of my mother who is so ill, 
•ud also for me, for Thy poor little 
Jecqnei, who love* Thee so much—oh, my 
Father in heaven, I prey to Thee I”

The child wept as he prayed ; he seemed 
lost in the fervor of his supplication ; he 
remained kneeling daring the whole Maes, 
and only raised his bent head when the 
priest uttered the final words, “lta 
est,” (“G), you are dismissed.”)

The crowd gathered under the porch of 
the church ; each worshipper lit a lantern ; 
the women drew their mantles round 
them, the men raised the collars of their 
cloaks, end all shivered,

"How cold It Is !’’ a boy eald to Jacques, 
"Are yon coming with us ?”

Bat he answered "No, I have no time,” 
end began to run.

From afar he heard the villagers sing 
ing, as they went on their way home, the 
old French hymn “Il est ne le divin En
fant," (“For us a Child is born.”)

men VIIL
Jacques had not forgotten bis motl 

desire ; ha pat down his loadcf wood 
began to say his prayers, while the a 
moaned draaiily ion id him, He repel 
the prayers which he bed been tough 
the village Catechism, held by Monel 
le Cure, end other words also which ci 
naturally to his lips fji they sprang fi 
his heart. As he prayed he looked et 
face ot the Saviour on which the dri 
snow wee felling ; he gazed at the pai 
lips, the upturned eyes, with their 
pression of Infinite suffering, the Hi 
convulsed by the last death struggle.

Jacques had been well taught ; be kt 
that what he saw was only a repreeel 
tlon of that terrible scene on Mount ( 
vary which had been related to Mm ; 
the memories it recalled were so vl 
that he conld not bear to look at it ; 
seemed to be witnessing tbe death oi 
Redeemer, and he was miserable ; 
longed to do something to comfort 
Divine Sufferer. When he hid finis 
Ms prayers ho took up his load of Wi 
and moved away. Bat after welkin] 
few pace» he turned and again gazed 
the image of the Saviour. A gmt 
wind covered the figure with an: 
Jacques thought cf Calvary, and the c 
suffered there, In addition to all the ol 
tortures and stopped. “Ah, poor 
Dieu ! how cold you were ! ’ and he ci 
back to the crucifix, unwittingly eland 
on the very spot where his dead fit 
had been laid.

He took off bis cloak, and, by cling 
to the atone girdle, he managed al 
climbing tbe pedestal, to reach 
■boulders of the figure eo aa to throw 
cloak over them ; he took out the the 
which bad looped it up, and spread ii 
snob wise aa to cover tbe figure. He 
down, stepped back to judge of the 
suit of hia efforts, and was pleased, e 
ing in his childish simplicity, “Now, 
least, He does not look so cold.”

Jacquea ran off, while the biting wi 
blew round bim and through bis p 
little cotton blouse. He flew down I 
bill like a young colt, feeling meanwl 
the hard wood shaking up and down i 
bruising bis shoulders. Breathless, 
stopped at the foot of the hill net 
ravine sheltered by fir trees from 
snow and wind. Oh, how tired he w

He got down into the ravine i 
thought he would real—only lot 
minute—before going home to 
mother. He pushed the wood under 
head and al retched hia limbs, say 
meanwhile, "I must not go to sleep 
must not go to sleep !” But, as he «pa 
he fell asMhp.

o,
man’s

choice of
misea

was a
IV.

When the first straggling rays of the 
Winter dawn awakened him Jacques rose ; 
he shook eff the hits of dry grass which 
bad got into Lia hair, and looked at his 
mother. Elbe was lying with half-shut 
eyes, pale lips and the red fever spots on 
her cheeks. Still she smiled, and nodded 
to her son.

"Have you slept well, mother?”
"Ob, yee, little one, well enough. I feel 

better, bat I am rather cold ; yon had 
better light the fire.”

Jacques looked In all the corners c f the 
room, opened a cupboard, went Into the 
little cellar, where formerly provisions 
were kept, and then said ruefully :

“There te no wood.”
Marguerite looked up to heaven.
“What is to be done 1" Then, trying to 

smile, she said.- “Never mind, little one. I 
don’t feel so cold now.”

Jecquu had eat down on a large atone 
which served Mm for a seat ; with a peb
ble, need u a hammer, he wu driving a 
nail to fallen a strap on Ms wooden shoe. 
Ha slipped it on, drew Ms cap over hli 
can, and said to hla mother : "I wUlgo on 
the mountain and look for dry stlcke. ”

"Bat It le Christmas Day.’’
"This is needful work, and Menaient la 

Cure will not be angry.”
“Little one, but you will be transgress

ing rules, the sticks are only allowed to be 
gathered on Saturdays.”

"Never mind, mother ; the garde cham
pêtre won’t see me, I will be back directly. 
Meanwhile draw yonr blanket over yonr 
shoulders and try to keep warm.”

Marguerite still bulleted, bat at lut she 
•aid : "Go, then, dear child ! God will 
bless yon because you take eare of your 
mother.”

Little Jecquu put u knife in his pocket, 
threw a place of rope over Ms shoulder to 
tie the fagots that he hoped to gather, and 
opened the door. A tremendous gust of 
wind and snow pushed Mm back end 
filled the room.

“What weather 1” said Jacques.
“Oh 1 mon Dieu !” cried Marguerite, “it 

is like a white flood I Listen, little one ; 
you are only thinly clad, and you are not 
fit to meet the bleats Open yonder cheat, 
in which I put away the clothes of my 
poor good men till you should be toll 
enough to wear them, give me his cloak— 
tha cloak In which they brought him hack 
to me on that dreadful day-yon will 
wrap It around you, and the cold will not 
hurt you. We mast have no more sick 
people In the hones.”

Jacqnos took the cloak, which was ears 
fully folded In the cheat j on the top ley i 
sprig of evergreen which had lain upon 
the coffin. The cloak was one of those 
large wraps In thick woolen stuff, striped 
black ana wMte, used by shepherds and

eome

in.
Jacques reached his mother’s cottage, 

which nulled In a hollow at the foot of 
the hill at the end of the village. He 
gently opened the door, and felt his way 
through the room, where there wu no fire 
or light.

"Is that yon, little one ?”
“Yes, mother.”
"I have prayed while you were praying, 

as I conld not go to church. Yon must 
be eleepy ; go to bed, my child, 
worry about me, I want nothing, if I get 
thlraty, there la a jag of water within 
reach.”

In a corner of the room near Mariner- 
fte’e bed Jecquu shook up a heap of dried 
g ruses and feme ; he then ley down, drew 
a rag of a counterpane over him, laid hli 
head on his arm, and went to sleep. But 
Marguerite remained awake ; she wu 
thinking deeply, and weeping, thongh 
trying hard to make no sound, lut she 
should rouse the child. She duped her 
hands dupalrlngly, and thought to her- 
•elf, “What will become of us ? Here am 
I, unable to leave this bed : 1 cannot even 
go out charing to earo a few sons. We 
have not paid the year’s taxes ; the baker’s 
tolly is covered with notches, and credit 
will be rilnied to ne. Jecquu Is willing, 
bnt he ia too young and too weak to earn 
much. Oh, what will become of ue ? Oh, 
if my poor good man were not dead ! He 
took all ont happineu away with Mm !" 
Then, hiding her face in her poor pillow, 
u she felt the tears run down her cheeks, 
emaciated and barn log with fever, she 
thought of the happy days gone by, and 
cried still more.

Her husband had been a steady, hard
working, honest man, who had won the 
good-will of all except tha landlords of 
public houses, where he 
When he was celled for the conscription 
he wu employed to drive the military 
baggage waggons, for he drove well and 
was kind to hli horses, never going to his 
own rut till he had made them comfort 
able. He wu proud of the time when he 
bed "gone to the wer srlth tha army,” 
and said, laughingly, "I have carted the 
glory of the wars In the Crimea and 
Italy.” When he returned to bis native 
village he found Marguerite still free. 
He had known her from childhood, and 
loved her. They married without any 
pro violon but their industry ; Msrguorlte’s 
only adornment on her wedding day wu 
a new cap, costing three Irenes, The
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VI.
"Well, after all, he Is not so cross aa 

they uy, Pete Monhaehe,” thought little 
Jacques, as he went on hie wey. The 
mountain path waa very steep for hla 
Uttle lego, and the enow made it worse. 
He stopped to take breath, and, notwith
standing the cold and the biting wind, he 
wiped the drops off hie forehead before he 
went on. Every now and then, In the 
dreary alienee, a sort of groaning sound 
was heard ; it was some branch giving way 
under lta load of snow. No bird? flaw 

,th* tre«»i but a few sparrow» 
speckled the snow seeking their food and 
looked like dark stains on the white 
ground. Aa If to help bis steps and gilrt 
spirit as he went on, Jacques began to 
sing the Chrlstmu hymn “Il ut na la 
divine Enfant I"

He walked, bending forward, struggling, 
slipping, sinking up to Ms knees to ,now 
but yet keeping up a brave heart, and even 
laughing, when hla foot caught to soma 
Impediment and he rolled over In the mow. 
Coma, one « Sort more ! There Is La Pre- 
vote i wood, where Father Monhaehe said 
there would be dry itleka. 
they were plentlfuL
. £b°v» the withered heather, obova the
half-buried thorns, the enow traced fur
rows where the ende of the sticks oould be 
seen. Little Jecquu set to work ; oh. how 
herd it was ! He had taken off hla cloak 
because It prevented him from moving 
Ms arms freely ; his leg, were buried la 
thesn°w, his binds, his arms were numbed
dê^hti f.“dy,‘the hot dr°p*toUed

QP to look proudly at tho big fagot now gathered together, 
thinking Joyfully of the bright blazs that 
would warm his mother when he got 
home. He wished very much to gather a 
few ferns to make his bed softer, but he 
wss afraid that It might be wrong to take 
them ; then, too, it was time to go home : 
mother was shivering under hot thin 
blanket, while the etormy wind howled 
around the cottage,

Jacquu had gathered np aa many dry 
“ ba had strength to earry, but 

•tlli he could not rulet adding two or 
thra« mote nice erlsp branches ; with the

'tDo not >

TO B1 CONTINUED. IX.
When little Jacques awoke he lool 

around and waa greatly astonish 
Where waa the ravine, tbe enow, 
forest, the mountain, the dark aky, 
icy wind ? All gone ; and where was 
precious fagot of wood ? That waa gc 
too : he thought he waa dreaming, i 
rubbed hie eyes. He had never seen 
plaoe where he was, nor had it ever hi 
described to him. In vain he look: 
he could understand nothing ; but 
waa in conceivably beautiful. The air 
breathed was soft and warm, and seen 
to vibrate with delicioua muaio.

Jacques rose, but he oould not feel 
hard ground under hie feet ; he eeen 
to float on somethicg aoft which b 
him up, and all hia weariness had i 
appeared. A bright halo oi light seen 
to surround him. But what a beaut 
cloak waa thrown over his shoulde 
Who could have given him such a oloi 
He had never Been any one like it ; 
Stuff seemed all luminous, yet blue 1 
the sky and ae if spangled with at: 
Hia hands—hia poor little hand 
cracked wiih cold, swollen with ol 
blaina, hardened by rough work—w 
they were as white end soft as the I 
of swan’s wings 1 Jacquea was aati 
ished, but he was not frightened ; he l 
no fear or anxiety ; not only was 
peaceful and happy, but there wa 
wonderful aenae of relief, aa if he j 
got rid ot a heavy burden which I 
weighed him down hitherto, and 
whloh he thought no more, being non

Never Say Die I
Scourged with nicer», bolls and tetter, 

Weal or limb and lore of eye, 
Hopeless now of growing better, 

Surely one muet die.
Not at all, poor, discouraged sufferer 

from disordered blood and scrofulous 
trouble. Take Dr, Pierce’» Golden Medi
cal Discovery, the great blood-purifyer and 
life-saver of modern days. All those un
wholesome sores and blood disorders may 
be oared, and the victim will look and feel 
like a new man. It ia warranted to bene- 
or cure or money paid for it promptly re
turned.

believe
And, In truth,

"I am told,” said Mr, Lowe, "that 
Doctor Kiely is at present writing a work 
on Irish antiquities.”

The eyes of Ithe offended young lady 
sparkled with pleasure as she fixed them 
with a look of pleased surprise on the 
speaker.

“Yea,” said she, to a softened tone, "he 
devotes nearly all the time he can spare 
from his professional dntlea to it."

"It la a very interesting subject," he 
added. “I have heard Dr. Klely’a articles 
spoken highly of.”

Grace waa so delighted that Larry 
O’Rourke’a mud-wall seminary and tho 
aods of turf vanished from her mind and 
left not a trace behind.

“Will you have many weddings this 
shrove ?’’ Maurice Kearney asked, turning 
to the parish priest, who was so absorbed 
in thought that thia sudden address made 
Mm start

"Well,” he replied, In Mi clear, cllvety 
voles, "I fear not All my boyi

*

Perfection is attained in Dr. Sage’s 
Catarrah Remedy. It cures the worst 
cases.

never went.Death Dealing Drugs
Such as Calomel, Morphine, eto., are re
medies better left alone, «hey often 
weaken even strong constitutions. This 
Burdock Blood Bitters never does, it con
tains no mineral or other poison, and cures 
all diseases of the stomach, liver, kidneys, 
bowels, and biovd by unlocking the secre
tions and removing all imparities.

A New Element 
Mast be infused into the blood of the weak 
and debilitated, who suffer from disease of 
the stomach, liver, bowels, kidneys or 
blood. This revitalizing constituent is 
supplied by Burdock Blood Bitters which 
repairs waste, drives out all imparities and 
restores health to the entire system.
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