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miolstered the Sierament to her, and re-
Wimed some time by her bedside, I
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OR,
THE HOMES OF TIPPERARY.
BY'CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XII —Co~TINUED,

“Mavbe,” swid Maurice Kearney, “the
marrisge money bas somethiog to do with
keepitg people from getting married.
Ned Bropby telleme the priest will charge
twenty pounds for marrying hbim.”

¢Well,” replied Father M'Mahon with
s laugh, “that s not eo much, bearlog in
mind that old ssucepan you told us of.

servant, evidently with the intention of
dolng 'il- grevious bodlly ivjary; for
Barney was 4 po ous ss the cele-
brated tallor who was “blue moulded for
the want of & batin".”

Tom Maber, bowever, caught the wrath-
ful Barney in bis srms and held him fast.

“Let me st bim!” exclalmed Barney
imploringly, sfter struggliog and kicking
too free himself, “Lst meat him,an’ be
the ltvin’, I'll put bis two eyes in to wan !"

The tall sexvant regsrded bim with
s escow), in which scorn was largely
mingled.

“Tom, for the love uv heaven, take off
uv me, sn’ I’ll brake every tooth in his

”

Bat another parishioner of mine tells me | head

bis match is broken cff altogether on ac-

count of the exorbitant demand of the

riest. The f ther of the girl bad only
fteen acres of land, and the priest wanted
fifteen prunds for warryiog bis daughter.”
¢1 kuow all sbout that case,’”’ sald Father

Hannigsn, “He went sgsiust the priest

at the election.”

“That mskes the matter worse,” re:
joined Father M'Mahon. “‘Such practices
will bave the effect of makiog the people
lovk upon the priest sa s tyrant, Butin
the pari:h to which I refer, I am assured,
asarule, the farmer must pay half-a year’s
rent to the priest for marrylog his devgh-
'.' »”

“What do you think of the old system
of public weddings?" ssked Father Han-
nigeu ; “when friends and nelghbors were
fnvited, and the priest went round with &
plate for bis collection.”

‘I liked it,” replied Father M’'Mahon.
“Indeed I was looked upon as sioguler
becaure I did my best to encourage the
people to keep up the old system. It
made them more social and neighborly,
The priest, too, felt that what he got was
glven cheerfully, And bestdes,” added
Father M'Mshon laugbing, he went home
with & heavier purae.”

“I remember what you ssld at the last
public wedding we had in this parish,”
sald Mr, Kearvey. * 'Twas at Tom Don.
nelly’s Thbe collection was larger than

ou ¢xpected, aud when you were thank-

g them, you sald no matter how small
the sum might be, they eould eay, ‘Go
home now, sir, you are pald ;’ but that if
it wasa priva e wedding you could charge
what you liked,”

“I dare eay some of the bridegroom’s
frends bave often thought of my words
since. But [ fcar we are becoming more
Reuteel and more eelfish every day; so
perbaps it s as well to make people pay
for thelr gentillty,”

“'m told,” Manurice Kearney observed,
447,, Brien got the job done in Liver-
pool ,‘or two and sixpence, You were in
Liverp. ‘ol, Father O'Neill, How do they
manage 1 " there 7"

“Whoat y ou 83y of Tom Brlen s quite
true, sir,” 11 © young priest replied. “It
bappeued it » "** I myself performed the
B ot gy wan”
the .

AL iled by e PONGlIL” 12 Mes
Kearney, “did yon over meet any of the
poor Skehans while , "0 Were in Liver-
pool

“I did,” he replled, * Oage of the chil-
dren knew me In the stroe '’ .ndhl,‘» s
prepared the old woman for d'l“ 3 M

“I kaew she would not live ong,h i
Keatney observed ; “she was 0, “::
broken at leaving the ‘ould sow ' %%, 52°
eald horself.” “that

“Indeed,” Father O'Neill rejolned, ‘h‘t
love of the ‘old sod’ evinced ftself 1o « Y2°
some might cons!der a ludicrous msn. ¢
at her lasi moment.”

“How was that }’ Father Hannigan
asked, seeing the young priesi had re-
lapaed ‘nto eflencia

“Well,” he rerMed, “when I had ad-

thought I notice d that she wished to say

somethirg to 1 e, but hesitated to speak

Whoenever I m oved, as if to go away, 1

eaw ber oyes w ore fixed auxiously on me ;

but etill sho ea id nothing. So when 1 was
olng [ asked her was there anything on
er mind that was troubling her.

@sThare e chen, sir,’ sald she ; ‘but may.
be ’ulen’t wmuch, aa’ I oughta't to be
bothering you with it A

o] assured her it was mo trouble, and de-
sired her to tell me what it was she wlshed
to say

«‘Well, sir,” she sald, looking anxlously
Into my face, ‘I'd like to know will iy soul
pass through Deland ?' "

Mr. Lowe looked surprised and amused ;
and Gzace, who honored him with a good
deal of her attention, uttered an exciama.
tion and laughed, Bat all the rest were
slleat.

Mary stole a look at her brother Hugh,
who covered his face with his brown hand,
and seemed greatly moved, She knew he
had special reason to bs troubled, and ro-
gretted that her mother bad {ntroduced &

subject which always pained him.

The fact was the Skehans had been
under-tenants of his father's, and, though
not exactly ejected were Induced to glve
up thelr little holding on recelving a trifl-

ing sum for the good will and b‘emg for-
given the arrears of rent, The mere
suspiclon that the landlord wished to get
rid of them has driven many an Irish
family far away from the ‘‘old eod,” who
Joved that old sod even as did the widow
Skehan, whose last eartbly wish was tlu,tv
“her soul might pass through Ircland
on its way to heaven.

“My GZd 1" exclalmed Father M'Mahon,
“how they must suffer!”

He stood up and strode across the room
to & window, where he stood gezlng at
the waite hills, with his hands clasped
behind his back, for some minutes, and
then left the room without taking notice
of any one.

“Father M'Mshon,” sald Mary, 1s pon-
derlng over some serlous subject now.”

“How csn you tell that {" her brother
“Ig It because he has

Ricbard asked.
forgotten his politeness?”

“Oh, we can all tell that,” Grace ex-
elaimed ; “didn’t you see the ‘proud

Here Phil Lshy appesred with his
rayer book atill in bisleft hand ; and, lay
ng bis right on Barvey’s shoulder, he

addremed some words to bim in & low
volce,

“D—n well he knows that,” replled
Barney, almost tearfully, “D—n well the
blagard knows I'm in the state of grace
to-day. Bat,” be continued, through bis
clenched teeth, and shaking his fist at the
object of his enmity, “bat, please God, I
won't be In the state of grace always. You
Kerry t——4,” be muttered, as be walked
away, “from the County Limerick !”

This characteristic bull was recelved
with a shout of laughter from the by-

stenders, But Mr. Lowe's asintance
with the geography of Irelaud was too
limited to enable him to see at omce
snything ludicrous In calling & man a
Kerry anything from the County Limer-
fek.

Owing to the frost the snipe were not
as plenty in the bog as ueual, except
where there were springs.

At one of these places half a dczen rose
together, but so far off that Hagh didn't
fire. Rlchard, however, whose practice
was—to use his own worde—*‘‘to bleze
away at everythiog,” let fly, and down
came & snipe, The successful merkeman
looked from one to the other of his com
panions with a stare of amezement, as if
the vresult of his blezing away on this
occaslon were sometbing altogether
beyond bls comprehension.

["Yl:m really have winged him,” sald

ogh,

“Yee, I think so,” returned the doctor
falotly,

“Bat,” sald Hagh, laughing, “you were
just pulllng the trigger when that one
got up ten yarde nesrer to you than those
you fired at.”

But the doctor by thls time bad real-
ized the fact that he had shot a enipe, and
the trifllng drawback alluded to by his
?rother dld not abate his elatlon in the

east,

He rushed forward, bounding over
several bog-holes, reckless of consequences.
Bat just as he reached the stream from
which the enipe had risen, the wounded
bird sprang several times a few fet from
the ground ; and, finding these «florts to
get upon the wing valn, it ran quickly,
with a look of stealthy cunning, 1ts long
bill and neck stretched out horizontally,
towards & clump of rushes some yarde
from the bank where it had fallen,

In his esgerness to prevent the prize
from escaplog, the doctor, lustead of leap-
ing the stream as he had leaped the bog
holes, rushed through it, sluking to the
hips in the black mud. He maneged to
drag bimself through the weede aud cresses
to the cpposite sids, Bat when he at.
tempted to climb up the bank, be found
one of his legs caught in a bog stump at
the bottom of the streamn. He pulied and
pulled, keeping his eyes fixed on the snipe
a8 1t made for the rushes, till he had freed
his leg, and then jamped upon the firm
round, Aud now, being sure of his
qu T the doctor walized several times
roa. ‘d the wounded snipe in a very grace
ful 1 auner, braandlsbiag the long duck
gun oy °or his hiead, He wasrather pleased
than oti.7erwise at the loud rosr of laugh-
ter by w.hich his frlends, as he thought,
meant to a oplaud his performance,

He took up the bird and carefally ex
amined the L token wing, as if he found in
1t an interestl.og study from & profeeslonal
point of view. Then, throwing off the
professional ai- and assuming that of the
sportsman, he knocked the bird’s bead
againet his gun and put it into bis pocket
with a look of euperhuman calmness, as if
bagging snipe by dozens of braces were an
everyday proceeding with him,

And now it occurred to the doctor that
Hugh was rather overdoing the laugbing.
He took out bhis powder horn to load
agaln, feeling comfortably sure of “tum
bling”—{t 18 to feathered bipeds we apply
the word—every bird he polnted his grn
at daring the reat of his life. Bat, on
glancing at his companione, he pauared,
with bis thumb om the epring of his
powder horn, in real surprise, for he saw
them stlil convulied with laughter.
“What the devil do they mean {” he
thought, putting hie hand in his pocket to
make sure that he had a snipe,

His stare of inquiry had such an effect
on Hugh that he was obliged to have re.
course to his pocket handkerchief to wipe
the tears from bis eyes,

“'Hang 1t,” exclaimed the doctor, “what
are ye laughing at? Is there anything
wrong 1"

‘They polnted towards himself; but
after looking all around him he could see
nothing unveual.

At last he glanced at his feet ; and to his
utter bewilderment discovered that one of
his limbs was as bare as & Highlander's,
The fact was, when extricating himself
from the bog-stump he left one of the legs
of his trousers behind him,

“1'd recommend you,” Hugh called out,
“to find the miesing article, and draw it on
as fast ms you can. I see a car coming
this way,”

“Do you want me to dive for 1t1” he
asked, looking ruefully down among the
weeds and creeses.

¢ 'Tis Hanly’s pbewton,” sald Hugh,

The doctor looked towards the road,
well vigh petrified with horror.

Yes, there was the pt wton coming nearer

walk
bralus are wool-gathering.”

Bat though Father M'Mahon forgot hia
politeness, he did not forget poor Norah

Lahy,

CHAPTER XIIL
THE DOCTOR IN (A FIX

“Come,” sald Richard to Mr. Lowe,

“let ue propare for the shooting.”

As they passed the lobby window, Mr,
Lowe glanced out into the yard, and was
sstonished to see Barney Brodberick in

That's proof positive that bis

and nearer. A bend in the road would bring
it within forty yards of where he stood—
and not as much as a bush to obetruct the
view.

He turned his back to the road ; but
the thought that the view thus presented
would be, if poseible, more ridiculouns
than any other, made him quickly “about
face” agasin. He trled to hide the un-
draped limb with the single berrel duck
gun ; but the fatility of the attempt be.
came instantly apparent, Equally hope.
less was the idea of wheeling slowly
round o s to keep the presentable leg to-

the road. Tae sum, too, at that moment
burst through fts covering of clouds, which
bhad the effect of bringing bim out in
bolder relict before the ey s of the wonder-
iog spectators. Ho would have sworn he
could see the bewitching Kathleen's dark
orbs open till the white was visible all
round. And then, what was still woree,
the pearly teeth flashed from between the
roay lips, and the fair Kathleen's head was
thrown back in & manner which placed it
beyond all doubt that she was laughing at
b

\m,

He thooght of flinging bimsell upon his
face or his back ; but the bank on which
he stood was just sufficlently elevated to
render such & proceeding uselees, The
wild notion of divesting bimeelf of what
remained of the unlucky garment crossed
his mind ; it would be less excruciatingly
ridiculous if bis legs were matches. But
there was no time for even this. There
was the plaon, there were the ladies,
peesing at the nearert polnt ; and that mis
chief loving Rose—‘‘infernal,’’ we regret
to say was the epithet he coupled with
ber name—bowing to bim with fiendish
politeness, And there was Docter Richard
Kearney with the nude limb stretched
backwards as far and raiced as bigh as poa-
sible—like & gander with the cramp—re-
tarniog the salate with the grace for which
be weas famous among the young ludies of
bis acquaintance, He actually forgot to
drop his hst upon his head, or change his
position till the phaeton was out of sight.

Aud then he cursed his stupidity for
never having thougnt of takiog  “header”
Into & bog-hole, sud remaining there with
only his nose above water till they had

He might bave escaped in that way If he
had thought of it in time.

He wiped the persoiration from hisbrow,
and, as be glanced fiercely at bis compan.
fons, he formed the dreadful wish that his

un were & double instead of a single

rrel, that he might share the contents
between them. They were etill laughing
at bim,

Becoming more calm, the doctor made
his way back to them, and Hugh, in the
most unfeeling maoner, suggested the
advisability of getting home ae fast as he
could,

“Home I"” exclsimed the doctor, *‘and
perbaps meet the Lrd knows who on the
way. No, I’ll ran over to Bub Lloyd’s
and borrow a trousers. Come with me,”
be continued, turning t> Mr. Lowe, “and
we'll have pleasanter shooting than here ”
“'Pleasanter shooting,” remarked Hugh,
drily. “I bope s0.”

“Will you come 1” the doctor asked.
¢No, I'll follow the stream,” said Hugh,
who was a keen sportsman, and was glad
to get rid of them for the rest of the day.

CHAPTER X1V,

MOUNT TEMPE AND ITS MASTER,

Bob Lloyd’s domicle was ciose to the
bog, and r¢jiced In the name of Mount
lempe. Why Mount, it would be hard to
tell, for it was in the middle of a flat,
dreary tract of country ; and why Tempe,
was a still greater puzzle. Either taken
siogly might be accounted for on the *“locus
a non” principle ; but, jolved together,
they are too much for us  We must eon.
tent ourselves with the fact that Bub
Lloyd’s reeldence was known by the style
and title of Mount Tempe.

Bob Lloyd was a bachelosr—we canuot
add, “by no cholce of his own.” Forif
ever mortal man had the enviable privilege
to pick and choose among the fair ladies
of the nelghborhood, that man was Bob
Lloyd, of Mount Tempe, Many and in
genious were the snares laid to catch him,
and many and miraculous were his hair-
breadth escapes, Mammas mapc 1vred
for him ; papas palavered him ; daughters
exhausted all their arte and thelr patience
to capture him. Bat there he was safe
and sound, and free as the wind that
seemed to recoguizs ia him a congenial
spirit, and took a pecullar delight in rash |
Ing down the chimneys of Mount Tempe
House, or flinglog the slates off the roof
into the yard behind, and upon the gravel
plot, and out on the green lawn in front—
auvd partlcularly and ¢specially through the
roof of what was once a conservatory at
the south slde, to the terror and misery of
an unhappy fox that dragged out a life of
wretchednees chalned among the empty
flower.pots, It was in keeplng with the
genius of incongrulty which presided over
Rob Lloyd’s eastablishment that the fox
should be domiciled, of all places in the
world, among the flower-pots. And the
odour that asalled the nostrils on ap-
proaching the conservatory was, to speak
mildly, of a kind for which strangers were
unprepared, and was usually greetod with
an exclamation indicative of a surprise
the reverse of agreeable.

Mr. Lowe, on passing this delectable
concern, stopped short and clapped his
hand to his nose, as if he had recelved a
violeut blow on that feature ; but Richard,
belog prepared for the assault, passed on
to the hall door without winching.

He knocked loudly, and while walting
for the door to be npened, cccupled the
time in rubblog his leg, which was fast
becoming numbed.

No one answered to his knock; and,
knowling the waye of the place, instead of
knocking a tecond time, he ralsed one of
the windows and put in his head.

“"Morrow, Dick,” eald the gentleman of
the house. “Come ln,”

Richard lald his hand on the window-
sill and vaulted into the parlor.

“I have Mr. Lowe with me,” he re-
marked, as he walked out to the hall to
admit that gentleman by the door.

Me. Lowe looked at the owner of the
bouse and around the large room ; and
then turned to bie friend as if seeking in
structions as to how he ought to act, or
what wae the enstom of the country under
such circumstances.

Mer. Lloyd was stretched on a eofa play-
Ing two jews harps,

{chard walked dellberately to a cup-
board, and taking a tall equare bottle and
a couple of glasses from 1t, lald them on
the table —having first swept a ehot belt,
a bridle, a pair of horse girthe, and two
palr of boxing-gloves off the table on the
flhor.

Having fi'led the glasses, ha tossed off
one, and beckoned to Mr, Lowe to do like-
wise ; which he did.

The gentleman of the house at length
wheeled slowly round, let his feet drop to
the floor, and, eitting upright, contem
plated hls friend with a look of compla.
cent admiration.

“Pon my soul, Dick,” he sald, very
serlouely, “yon look well,”

the act of rushing at Father M'Mashon’s

- ]

wards the carriage as it turned the bend of

He put the jews harp ln his left hand

to bis mouth, and twanged it with the
listle finger of the same hand, Then
putting the |jews barp in bis right hand
to his mouth, he twanged that too, Me.
Lloyd then put both jews harps to his
mouth, and played a tune, always keep
ing his eyes fixed on Richard’s leg, s if
there were some extraordinary fascination
about the cap of the knee,

'Tisn’t the'latest fachion 7 The newest
style from the, city, you know? Eb,
Dick ?”

“No. Ieank in a bog hole and tore it
off with a stump or somethivg. I want to
borrow one from you. Of eouree, I can
getydt1”

“Ay, faith,” ssid Mr. Lloyd,

“Aud dry etockloge?”

“Call Jer.”

Richard desired Mr, Lowe to sit near
the fice, aud went o search of the last.
named individuasl,

The musician on the sofa applied him-
self to bis fnetruments, and the lstener
began to wonder at the sweetness of the
melody.

“Kuow the name of that tune?” he
aeked,

No ; I ean't say I ever heard it before,”
waes the reply.

“Listen agaln.,” And he repeated the
tune,

“Kaow it now?’

“Woell, I don’t. But itseemsa pleasing
little alr.*

Mer. Lloyd extended one hand, end
swinglog it gracefully in time to the air,
saDg :

*'Oh, mv breeehes full of stitches,
On, my breeches buckled on,

Oh, my breeches full of stitches,
Oh, my breeches buckied on.”

This is a character,” thought Mr. Lowe
“I suppose,” he eald aloud,” “our
friend’s mishap has suggested it to you ?”

“Dick is & bloody clever fellow,” was
the mnot very relevant reply, “He has
words at will.”

The subject of this flattering remark
here csme to the door and called to Mr.
Lowe tno come with him upstairs.

The first hing that strack Mr. Lowe on
enteriug Bob Lloyd's bedroom was, that a
faded horse-rug did duty for a counter
pane on the bed,

Jer appeared with the dry stockings,
with a half dozon dogs of varlous kinda
at his becls. Over the yellow striped
walst-coat usually worn by servants, he
wore a cast-off green coat of his master’s,
which was sadly out of keeping with his
tattered corduroy small clothes and heavy
brogues. Jer was a person of importance,
particularly in his own estimation,
and looked upon bimself as a sort of
senlor partner in the eetablishment. His
irfluence over his master was such that
his good word was deemed indispensable
whenever it was sought Lo make Bob
L'oyd a party to any transaction, whether
it might be the buying or selling of a
horee, the graoting of a lease, the paylag
of a bill, or the bringing about of a matri.
monial alllance between the owner of
Mount Temple and any one of the many
fair demsels who eighed to make bim
happy. For it was well known—thls i
reference to the falr dameelc—that, thongh
Bob Lloyd had & genius for never allow-
ing both ends to meet by any chance, his
rent-roH showed the recelpt of good elght
huudred pounds a year; and it was
remarked that there “wasn't a better lot
of tenants in Ireland” than h's,

“Well Jer,” eald Richard, “any chance
of & wedding this time ?"

“We're goin’ on wud a couple slr,” re.
plied Jer, “but I don’t say they’ll come to
anvthing. Fverything was settled wad Miss
Jane ; an’, begor, there was no fear at all
of the fortune they wor givia’ her. She
wea tryin’ on her weddin’ dress on Satur
day, when I weat to tell her he couldn’t
marry her ; an’ she tuck on terrible In-
tirely.”

Richard lavghed, but evinced no sur-
prise,

“The ould mlsthress aa’ the young
ladies {s tryln’ to briog it on egain, Bat,”
added Jer, solemnly, and as if he hlwself
were the princlpal party concerned,
“’twon’t do.”

Richard explained to his friend that
Mres Lioyd and her daughtera lived in
Kilthubber, “Divilish nice girls they are,”
he added ; “particularly the second.”

“They’ro anxione to have him settled,”
Jer continued with a sigh, as if the set-
tling were a great weight on bls mind.

“An’ sure God knows %0 {s myself.
But ’tis so hard to meet a shootable
woman, I'm after promisin’ Tom Otway,”
he continued, *“that we'll run down to
the County Carlow in the course of the
week to see his cousln, Himself 1s for
goln’ by the coach; but I'm thinkin’
’twould look better to drive tandem.
What do you thiok ! he asked, as if he
found it hard to declde,

“Oh, the tandem, by all means,” esald

ichard.

“That’s what I think myself,” rejoined
Jer, as he left the room, followed by his
dogs, except two that had got into the
bed for a nap.

“Is this all & joke 7 Mr. Lowe acked.

“No. Bob’s wooings are always carrled
on in this way ; and Miss Jane can bardly
bave been taken by surprise, for she had
examples enough to warn her.”

“Aud how does he escape the conse.
quences {”

“Do you mean why is he not called out ?
The idea of such & good natured fellow as
Bob Lloyd shooting anybody or belng shot
at! But he will tell you ‘the heaviest
cloutin’ match’—to use his own phrase—
he ever had, was with young Alicock for
refusing to marry bis slster, who declared
that he had popped the question and been
accented In the most formal manner.”

“But the law,” sald Mr. Lowe. “Have
you no such thing as breaches of promise
in Ireland 7"

They are not quite unknown, though
very rare, down here, Bat the immunicy
which Bob enjoye may in some messure
be accounted for by the fact that the bus.
inees ie all done through Jer, Bob never
writes letters; and, perhaps, as he would
say himeelf, that saves his bacon.”

It muet not be inferred that writing
was not among Mr. Lloyd’s accomplish.
ments, He wrote a falr, round haud, and
was fond of displaying his caligraphic sktll
whenever pen, ink, and paper chanced
to come in his way—particularly, and
nlm?ist exclusively, in the execution of the
words :

*'Command you may your mind from play,”

which he was wont to finlsh off with a
flourleh, and seomed to derive great pleas.

ure from the performance,
'Can we get & shot without going into

that fofernal bog egein 1"  Richard asked
when they had returned to the perlonr.

¢'Ay, faith,” Mr. Lloyd replied, “If I
went out to that well beyond ten times &
day I'd be sure to meet & snipe there,”

4Gt your gun snd come with us,”

Mz. Lloyd strapped a shot belt over hle
sboulder, and was taking up his gun, when
the door opened and a stout, middle sized
mao, with & round face, unceremonionsly
walked in,

“'Morrow, Wat,” sa!d Mr. Lloyd.

¢ Morrow, kindly” Wat replied, cffarlng
him a sllp of paper.

“How much fs it 7"

“Fifteen pounds eleven and seven-
pence,”

“]"]] see about 1t,” said Me, Lloyd.

“That’ll never do for me,” replied Wat.

“There's not & ponn{ under the roof of
the house,” satd Mr. Lioyd.

“The devil a foot I'll stir out of this till
1 get it,” Wat rejoined,

“Have a drop of this,” Mr, Lioyd re
marked, filling a glass from the square
bottle,

“No objection,” replied Wat, sentent!
ously,

nf. Lloyd went to the side board, and
returned, holding s large dish in one hand
with as much ease as if it were a small
plate, and grasping a loaf of bread with the
other.

“Come, Dick,” sald be, placing them on
the table, “let’s have a bite.”

He cut some slices of bread and meat,
which Richard converted into sand:
wiches for bimself and Mr, Lowe.

“Wat,” sald Bob Lloyd, with his mouth
fall, “I’ll see about that,”

“Pay me the money, and let me go for
the cow ; that's the seein’ about I want.”

“What cow 1" Mr, Lloyd acked.

“A fat cow I’m afther buyin’ from your
father,” sa!d Wat, turning to Richard;
“and he won't let me take her wudont
the money. So, shell out,” he added,
turning to Me. Lloyd, with & sort of hum-
orous sulkiness of voica and look,

Mr. Lloyd, appearing to pay no atten-
tlon to this speech, bit a semicizcle out of
hies sandwich, and holding it between him
and the light, seemed to admire its regu-
larity.

Wat, drawing an old arm-chalr towarde
the window, thereby dlsturbing the repose
of an old setter that had poesession of it,
deliberately sat down, and crcssed his legs
with the alr of & man who wae bent upon
taking his ease, and had nothlng on earth
to trouble him, Mr. Lloyd advanced in
silence, and presented a carving knife wt
him with a substantial slice of cold meat
on the top of it.

Wat took the meat between his finger
and thum, and acknowledged the civiiity
by uncroseing his legs and sitting upright,

Mr. Lloyd then presented a carving
fork with the other band, upon which wae
a chunk of bread. This Wat also accepted,
if not graclously, at Jeast without any
show of relactance. Iaving emulated
bis host in the biting llne—with the differ-
ence that, the bread and meat being each
in a different band, he had to take two
bites instead of one—Wat remarked ora-
cularly :

“A pig's head ates very handsome,
cowld,”

“Kitty,” he called out to a servent girl
who was flinging her cloak over her
shoulders as she passed the window,

The glrl etopped aund looked at him.
Whereupon Wat raised the window and
asked was she goirg to town.

“I sm,” replied Kitty, “Why g0 ?”

“Tell my mother to eend me out an
ounce of tobaccy,” sald Wat, in the
calmest and most self satlefied menner
imaginable.

“Now, Wat, what a»s you up to?” Me.
Lloyd asked. ‘Don’t you know if the
money was in the housethere wou!dn’t be
a second word about it ?*’

**Wel, to do you nothln’ but jastice,”
Wat replied, “I do know that, Bat you
see two quarters of that cow are bespoke,
sud [ can’t disappoint my customers
Moreover, when wan quarter is for a wed
din’.”

“Come to-morrow.,”

“'Twon’t do.”

“Well, wbat do you want ?”

“D—n well you know what I want,”
replied Wat. “An order on Tom Ryan.
Thoat's money any day.”

“There’s not a pen or a bit of clean paper
in the bouse,” sald Me. Lloyd.

“Ketch me !” was Wat’s comment aupon
this objeetion, “I'm provided agaips:
accidents.” And he produced an ink
bottle with a leather strap attached to the
neck, and unfolded half & eheet of paper
which was rolled round a well.worn quiil
pen.

Mr. Lloyd, seelng no way of escape, sat
down and wrote the letters I and C, The
latter turned out sucha model of a capital
letter that Mr. Lloyd held it up for the
{nspection of his friends. He then slowly
and carefully wrote out the order, which
ran thus :

“I Command you to pay Wat Marphy
fifteen pounds sterling Money, which I
will allow you out of your rent,

“RoBert ORMSBY Lro¥p.

“To Mt. Thomas Ryan.”

“All right,” sald Wat, as he held the
document to the fire to dry. After put-
ting it in his pocket, he pointed to the
square bottle.

“Would you have any objection 1" he
asked,

Bob Lloyd held up the equare bottle,
and, laying his hand along it, carefully
measared the depth of liquor remaining
Seemir g satlsfied that he eould afford to
act the very broad hint which Wat’s ques*
tion implied, he filled a glass,

“‘Henlths aplece to ye,” sald Wat, tossing
off the whicky as he passed the table, with-
out stopplog.  He was immediately heard
whistliog to his bull dog, who, with his
back against the wall outelde the hall-
door, was keeping at bay quite a pack of
hounds of wvarlous descriptions —but
among which there was not a single “mon.
grel” or ‘“car of low degree”—by the
mere glare of his eye,

TO BE CONTINUED,
— .

Whooplng cough, croup, sore throat,
sudden colds, and the lung troubles pecu-
lar to children, are easlly controlled by
%romptly adminlstering Ayer’s Oherry

ectoral, This remedy is safe to take,
certain in its action, and adapted to all
constitutions.

Have you tried Hollowsy's Corn Cure ?
It has no equal for removing these trouble.

some excrescenses, as many have testified
who have tried it.
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Thelr w |
cheerloss, awidiz
shelter sc/ .4’ went often
with bis tacuer when important business
called Mr Lincoln to camp or field, and
nothing escaped the boy’s sbarp eyes,

Tad received Obristmas gifts from the
Eut aud the West, Among the most dear
and preclous was a large, elegont book of
travel, full of illustrations new and rare,
sent bin by & Boston firm, Leaning on
bis father’s knee, wiih the big book spread
out before them by the glowing fire of the
pretty red yoom, one hundred enthuriastic
questions asked, and eo tenderly answered
by the devoted father ; Tad sprang to bls
fect suddenly and eaid, “‘Father! don't
you remember how lonesome sud bome.
sick those soldier boys looked over in
camp the other day ? I'm going to send
them this bea u tiful book !” *But, my
son, you enjoy it very much yourself,”
snswered his father, Tad looked at
the book, stroked careseingly the big
dark hand ae it rested on his dyoung
shoulder, hesitated a moment, and then
toming back his bair, sald, “Father—we
bave such good times here, and—they
—don’t.” The great sad-eyed man held
his Mitle son closely, and with tears eald,
“My boy, send all the books you can find ;
and to-morrow have the steward pack you
a box of all the good things to eat in the
house. It's a little late, but no matter ;
say it’s from Tad.” The next day his
mother was “let into the secret;” Tad
stayed home from echool; Albert, the
faithful colored coachran, did the mark-.
iog as cis young master directed ; drove
the last palls, and with the fawily team,
the box was taken to the express office,
Tad sitting 1n etate beside the driver, with
bis feet on bis precious gifts. He bowed
right and left to boye on the avenue,
while many a smile crept over the Adams
Express Company as they read on three
sides: “To Camp D, etc, from Tad
Lincoln.” Taat night he 2ald to his father,
“] guess they won’t be lonesome mnow,
father, and I'm glad we did it.”—M, S,
in December Wide Awake,
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CATHOLIC PRESS,

Ave Maris.

The Earl of L:ucnfield, speaking at a
resent conference of the Church Associa-
tion at Leicester, declarsd that he was
perfectly persuaded, from & very careful
study of the history of Eogland, that there
bad never been & moment, sluce the
country freed bereelf from ‘'che tyranny
of Rome,” wheun the Church (i. 3, of
Eogland) was so corrupted by strange
docirines, so divided, aud, to his miud, in
such imminent danger of disruption, as
now. Sad utterancethis—sad and slguifi-
cant.

Sarah Mytton Maury, o “The Statesmen
of Americs,” a recently-publiehed work,
pays the following tributs to the Church,
with the remark that her words cannot be
applied to the same extent to any other
whatever : “I am an Eplscopallan, or
Protestant of the Church of Kagiand ; but
I am not, can not, be blinded to the many
excellences of the Catholle Church ; and
eapecially as to its iustitutlons reyarding
America : they are, beyond comparisen,
the best adapted to curb she passions of a
young, impetuous, intelligent, generous,
and high minded democcracy ; to protect
the religion of tae llepublic froxz annihil-
ation ; to subdue the struggling and dis-
cordant interests of an immense territory
Into bharmony, and to eochaln the sym-
pathies of a whole poeple in one msgulfi-
cent echeme of morslity and devotion.
‘They shalibe one fold under one Shepherd.’
The fnstitutions, beeldes, of this Church
are themselves based upon that very
equality which their dlecipline so effi-
clantly modifies. There s one common
law, aud one alone, for all, In the words
of the Old Testament, so admirably
adapted to the description of the Catholic
faith: ‘Here the wicked cesse from
troubling, aud here the wosry are at rest ;
here the prisoners rest togethez; thay
hear not the volce of the oppressor. M'he
small and great are there ; and the servant
is free from the master.’”

NEW BOOKS.

The following new books have been
fssued from the house of Benalger Bros,,
3G and 38 Barclay street, New York :

The Golden Prayer. Short meditations
on the Lord’s Prayer for every day In the
week, With meditations on™ prayer for
every day in the month, From the French
of the Abbe Duyueene, by Anne Stuart
Balley. Paper, 1 cte; marogquette, 20 cts ;
cloth, gllt, 50 cta,

The Miraculous Power of the Memorare,
{lllustrated by examples. From the French
of a Marlst Father, by Ella McMahon,
Paper, 10 cts ; maroquette, 20 cts,

The Holy Infancy. Short meditations
for Obristmas. By Rlchard F. Clarke, S,
J. Price 153,

St, Teresa’s Own Wordy; or, Instructions
on the prayer of reoollection, arranged
from her work, “The Way of Perfection,”
by the Right Rev, James Chadwick, to
which s added s Novenato St, Teress, re.
vised by the Very Rev. Felix Varills, D
D.ThPﬂsca 50s, ]

¢ Spanish Inquisition. By the Right
Rev. Joseph D wenger, DD‘,yBllhopgof
Fort Wayne, Price 20,

Kissed Another Man’s Wife,
"YouG scoundrel,” yelled young Jaeob
reen,
. At his good neighbor, Brown,—

“'You kissed my wife upon the street,—

I ought to knock you down. "’
*'That's where you're wrong,"” good Brown

replied,

In accents mild and meek ;
"I Kissed her, that I've not denied,

But kissed her on the cheek —
and I dilfll it because she looked so hand-.
some—the very picture of beauty aad
heulth, What is the secret ofy it?”
“'Well,” reglied Green, ‘‘since you ask it, I
will tell you : she uses Dr. Pierce’s Favorie
Prescription, I accept your apology. Good
night.,”  “Favorite Prescription” is he
only remedy for the delicate d~:angements
and weaknesses of females, sold by drug-
gista under a rosITIVE GUARANTEE of giving

satisfaction in every case, or money paid¢
it retarned, ¥ ik

For biliousness, sick headache, indiges-

tion, and copstipation, take Dr, Pierce’
Pellets,

-

The sheep In quiet clusters lay
i Upon the grussy hill.

When, lo ! a white-winged angel
And told how Christ was born on earth
He bade the trembling shepherds

And told how in a manger

When suddenly in the Heavens
(The while in revereat wouder
And a 1the bright host chanted
Glory tu God in tne highest,

The vision in the Heavens

\nd vhe wondering -h'epherdl left their

= Pre——— ]
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CHRISTMAB IN OATHOLIC POETR

The custom of bafling ;the nativity «
Our Saviour with music and celebrat!:

., ite festivities by the singlng of carols

rawn from the very first ages of tI
hareh aud appesrs to have mingled wi|
the rellgious observances. It had
orlgin, no doubt, in the Gloria in Eacels
, —the song with which the avgels haile
the birth of the Redeemer in the fields
Bethlehe ;—that celestial muslc whic
Miton deedfibee In his “Hymn to th
Nativity :”

*Such music (as'iis sald)
B10Te wuw never made
But when of old the sons of morning encg,
While the (reator groat
His constellations set.”

The prictoe is found In most of th
countries of Zarope—the noels of Frane
are of the same charac’er as the Christma
carols of Eogland and resemble th
music of the pifferari, or calabrla
shepherds, who cowe dowa from th
mountains, at this season, avd waade
throvgh the Italian clties, saluting wil
thelr nill muslc the shriaes of the Blesse
Virgin and Infant Jesus which adorn th
streete.

Although gradually decaying the beau
tiful custom of elnging Coristmas carols
still preserved in Eugland and Wales. I
Ireland too it extets ; and in France it |
universel, It was extingulshed, alon,
with other Christmns practices, in Scotlan
by Jobn Kuox and bis Paritan compan
fons, and does not appear t> have eve
been restored.

There are numercus hymns and carol
for the Chrletmas season scattered throug!
our old poets—some of which are ver
beaut!iful. but we will merely cull a fev
selectons from some of cur principa
Cattolle poste,

The foulowing la the beclonizg of ¢
poem on the Natlvity by Gower, who
tlourlehed in the end.of the fourteent!
century :

‘‘Rorate, Coell desuper !

Heavens distil your balmy show’rs

For now 18 risen the bricht day star
¥or the Rose-May. i yw'r of 8)w'rs,
The clear eun, whom no cloud devours,
Burmouc.ting Pho. bus in the Eart,

Is coming of his heavenly tow'rs ;

Ei nouls puer natus est.”

The “Burnirg Babe,” by tke marty:
Jesult priest, Father Southwell, is said
by a recent English writer to be the fics
really fine child-poem in our literature:

‘"As 1 1in hoary wenter’s night stood shiver.
ing in the snow,

Sarprised I was with sudden heat, which
made my heart 10 glow ;

And lifilug up a fearful eye to view what fire
WAS Lear,

A pretty Babs all burning bright did in the
alr appear;

Who, scorched with excessive heat, such
fluodn of tears uid shed.

As though His flooas shovld quench His
flames whica witn His tears were fed :—

“Alar I” quoth He, "tul newly born, in fisry

. hesis 1 fry,

Yet noné appronch to warm their hearts or
feel my fire but I!

My fauitless breast the furnzace ls, the fusl,
wouuding thoroe;

Love 15 the fire, aud sighs the smoke, the
AENER, BEpume ALd score Lk

The tuil Justice laycta on, ana Mercy blows
the cuals,

The meral iu this furnace wrought are men’s
defliod sonl,

For which, &8 now on fire I am, to work
Lhewm 10 thelr good,

80 will L melr ivio & bath 1o wash them In

my blood !

h tud + vanished ont of sight, and

- b Bus ewiy]

And ighe I eailvd walo mind that it was
Uhristmas Day .

Th. following
Na iv!ty of O
¢ whau:

o hymn, “In the
" by Richmd

Y 8w € T
YVoung dawn of ou: o De
We raw Thineeses ... i trom this East,
And chusa the treamoling shn ay
Weraw Thee ; aud we bleesed 1he sight,
We saw 1hee by Tulne own sweet light,

Poor world (sald I), what wilt thou do
To entertaln this stucry stranger ?
18 this the best thou canst bestow ?
A coid and not 100 cleanly mauvger ?
Contend, the powers ot heaven und earth,
To fit & bed for this huge birth !

Prond world, sald I, cease your contest,
And let the mighty Babe siona ;

The ptnix builds the pbalx’ nest,
Love's arcaitecture 18 its owu,

The Babe whose birth embraves this morn

Mzds His own bed ere He was born.

1 saw the curled drope, soft and slow,
Come rovering o’er the privee’s head :

Offering Him whitest steets of suow
To turnigh the fair Iufant’s bed :

lfurl)rﬂl', 8ald I, be not too bold,

Your flecece 18 white, bat 'tis too cold.

I saw the obsequinus Seraphims
Thelr rosy fleece ot fire bestow,
For well tney now can spare thelr wing
Einee Henven itselt s here oelow
Well done, sald I; but are you sure
Your down s0 warm wiil pass for pure ?

No, no! your King’s not yet to seek
‘Where Lo repose His royal head ;

Bee see | how soon His new bloomed cheek
'Twixl’s mother’s breusts 18 gone to bed

Sweet choice! sald we, no way bul so,

Not to lie cold, yel sleep 1n snow.

Oar next piece s from a poet of our
own day, Aubry De Vere:

A Christmas Carol.

Primeval night had repossess’d
Her empire in the fle.ds of space ;

Calm lay the kine on earth's dark bresst,
The earth luy calm in heaven’s embrace.

That hour where shepherdas kept tLeir flocks
From God a glory sudden fell ;

The sp.endour smote the trees and rocks,
And lay like dew along the aell.

God's angel clore beaide them stood :
‘‘Fear navght,” that angel said, and then
“Behold, I bring you tidings good :
~*The Baviour Christ is born to men.”

And straightway round him myriads sang
Loud soug 8gain, and yet again ;

Till all the holiow valley rang
“‘Glory to God, and pexce to men."

The sheyherds went and wondering eyed,

In Bethlehem born the heave .ily Stranger ;

Mary and Joseph knelt beside :

The Babe was cradled in the manger !
The following beautiful “Ohristmas

Oarol” is by Adelaide A. Procter : |
The moon that now 18 shining

In s»kies 80 blue and bright,

Shone ages since on shepnerds

Wno watched thelr flucks by night.

There was L0 sound upon the earih,

T'be azure alr was silil,

rne watchers stood before,
For mortals to adore ;
Listen, nor be afrald,

The glorivus Chila was laid.

Appeared an angel band,
The Syrian shepherds stand,)
Words that shall never cease—

Ou'earun good-will aud peace !

Faded, and all was sulll

flockr
To teed upon the hill;



