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faction that a few momenta after be be
held the groom, mounted on “Brian 
Boru,” riding quietly away from the 
oourae, and in an opposite direction to 
the town.

In one portion of the course the ex 
citement had received a new and extra
ordinary impulse in the sudden appear
ance of a man so tall in form as to in
spire awe by his unusual height, and with 
so sinister and repulsive an expression 
as to win no brief nor pleasant observa
tion, and dressed it so dirty and strange 
a garb that many shrunk from hie ap 
proacb. He was screaming at the top of 
bis voice, and gesticulating wildly.

"My horse ! my horse ! I sent him 
here ; be was to run ; sombody has stolen 
him !”

A crowd gathered about him, and by 
degrees sufficient of his story was learned 
for some one to volunteer to conduct him 
to one of the stands.

Tighe a Vohr, arm in arm with Corny 
O'Toole, beheld the approaching 
—for every one who had heard the man’s 
strange account now followed in hie 
wake ; he ventured near enough to 
ascertain the cause of the gathering. 
“Blood an’ oune ! Corny, if it isn’t ould 
Maloney 1 oh, where'll 1 go at all, at all I 
It’s all up wid me !’

Corny became unexpectedly equal to 
the occasion.

“Get to my room aa fast as you can, 
—and stay there ; if they do discover 
enough to put the police on your track, 
they will not find you awhile. I’ll stay 
here and see how things goes.”

“But they'll be aftber you too, Corny ; 
Csnty'll tell how you tuk the message.”

“The divil a one fear of their getting 
anything out of me; I’ll badger them, 
Tighe, till they'll think they've got 
enough of Corny O'Toole, jackass,
Canty politely called him,”

Tighe a Vohr followed the little man's 
advice, and was soon safely housed in 
the bachelor apartment, much to the 
delight of Shaun, who had been con
fined there r. very unhappy prisoner since 
early morning. He immediately began, 
with the help of sundry garments of 
Corny’s wardrobe, to endeavor to change 
his diess, and thus to disguise effectually 
bis appearance.

At that same time the train which 
came down from Dublin brought Carter ; 
be was in a flurry of excitement, having 
expected to reach Tralee in time to 
witness the race. He hired a convey 
ance, anil was driven rapidly to the 
course. He mentally cursed Lord 
Heath cote, who had been the cause of 
bis unlucky detention, and with a wildly 
beating heart he ordered the driver to 
urge lus horse, that at least he might be 
in time for the settling of the stakes. 
He was met on the grounds, as he de- 
cended, perspiring and panting from the 
vehicle, by one of his intimate sporting 
friends,

“Gone—Carter—we’ve lost !”
“Lost !” Carter appeared transfixed ; 

his eye almost starting from their 
sockets.

“Yes ; Canty's horse diln’t appear, 
and a magnificent animal n. mod ‘Brian 
Boru,' and ridden by one Timothy 
O’Oarmody, distanced all the others 
without an effort.”

•Timothy OCarmody !” repeated Car- 
ter in a dazed way.

"Yes ; those who know him say he’s 
always called Tighe a Vohr."

"Tighe a Vohr !” Carter threw up bis 
hands and gasped for breath.

"It’s the queerest piece of business 
that ever happened on a course,” re
sumed the first speaker ; 
ing Joe Canty's been swearing and 
fuming like a madman, and alter the 
race was over an old man, acting as mad 
as a March hare, came rushing on the 
course, screaming for bis horse, andeay- 
ing that it had been stolen, They have 
got him now in one of the rooms, and 
he declares that you sont Tighe 
Vohr for the horse, which he says 
is the one that Canty was to ride ; 
and they have dispatched me to find 
Canty ; so you had better hurry in your
self”—indicating the room he had just 
left—“and throw what light you can 
upon the matter.”

Carter required no second bidding ; 
excited and panting, he soon stood amid 
the equally excited inmates of the bet
ting room. On his appearance Maloney, 
who had been talking and gesticulating 
wildly, gave a shrill scream ; then he 
bounded toward Carter, uttering some 
frenzied statement, but his voice was so 
thick from terror and excitement that 
the word horse alone could be distin
guished.

“Where is your horse 1” yelled Cartel I 
"why didn’t he run ?"

“Where is my horse ?” screamed 
Maloney, this time a little more die 
tinctly ; "you scoundrel, tell 
he is ?" and he shook his bony fiat in 
Carter’s face.

At this juncture Canty entered, and 
seeing the attitude of Maloney, and 
fuming himself to he able to revenge his 
disappointment and humiliation, both of 
which in his blind passion he attributed 
to Carter, he rushed forward, and before 
any one could intercept or even devine 
his intention, planted a well-directed 
blow full in Carter's face. It staggered 
the latter, and but for the friendly sup 
port of some one in his rear he would 
have fallen. The friends of Carter, in. 
diguant at the outrage, fell upon Canty ; 
but the latter was not without his sym
pathizers, and they immediately assisted 
him in true lighting style ; Carter and 
Maloney, the reluctant centers cf the 
struggle, were obliged to strike in their 
own defence even though the courage of 
neither waa of the stanchest kiud. 
Everything became confusion and 
clamor ; it was the first mein of the day, 
and the hot young bloods, of that class 
whose chief sport seemed to be breaking 
heads and disfiguring faces, hailed the 
affair with delight. Sticks flew, chairs 
were overturned, and the pewter mugs, 
which stood on the table still reeking 
with the remains of Beamish and Craw
ford’s porter, were hurled among the 
combatants. Maloney was knocked 
down, and Carter was shoved heavily 
upon him so that the frantic cries of the 
miser, in which the word horse was in
cessantly uttered, were somewhat 
smothered by the heavy weight. The 
light speedily attracted attention with 
out its own immediate precincts, and 
shortly almost every one on the course 
had arrived at the scene of the excite- 
ment. The police followed, and peace

was only restored when arrests bad been 
made of the leaders in the affair—Mor
timer Carter, Joe Canty, Ned Maloney, 
and a couple of others who seemed to 
have taken the part of instigators. In 
vain Carter protested, ssying that the 
fight was a mistake, and the origin of a 
misunderstanding ; in vain Canty swore, 
and in vain old Maloney pleaded on hie 
knees to be released that he might look 
for his horse ; all were borne in triumph 
to Tralee bridewell, and Corny O’Toole, a 
spectator from a distance of the whole 
aff fir, grew so red from laughing that his 
yellow complexion, to which Mrs. Car- 
mody objected, quite disappeared for the 
time.

madly eager for the arrest of Tighe. 
Venting his rage in loud, deep oaths, he 
left Canty’s presence, the latter at last 
satisfied that Carter had been as badly 
tricked as any one else.

Tighe, arrayed in some old-fashioned 
garments of Corny O’Toole’s, the said 
garments being much too wide and too 
short for their present wearer, presented 
a more odd ana droll-looking figure than 
he bad been wont to do in his 
costume before be exchanged the latter 
for a valet’s outfit. He was listening 
with every evidence of delight to Corny’s 
animated description of the fight on the 
grounds and the arrest of so many of the 
parties, but when Corny ceased Tighe 
became suddenly despondent.

“They’ll make out a clear case agin 
me," he said, “an’ they’ll put me in jail 
an’ begorra that won’t suit at all—to be 
losin’ me toime in prison whin the 
maether’s thrial is so near cornin’ off.” 
He bowed bis curly head on his hand for 
a moment. Corny, in deep sympathy, 
but unable to afford any consolation in 
the face of what he felt to be the truth, 
was silent ; suddenly Tighe looked up 
“Corny, jiet write a bit o’ a note to 
Carther in my name ; tell him I’d loike 
to see him a few minits on business that’s 
o’ life an’ death importhance, 
run down wid it to Hoolahsn’s ; I think 
I’ll foind him there.”

“Sure that'll be putting your head in 
the trap at once," said Corny ; "if you 
trust yourself out of here before night 
fall, you'll not stand much chance of an 
escape from the peelers.”

“I have an idea, Cimy, an’ it’s that 
idea that’s dhrivin’ me to what I’ll do 
wid the help o’ God, mebbe it’ll come 
out all roight, but, for fear it shouldn’t, 
do you kape Shaun here for a while.”

At the mention of his name the dog 
roused from his sleepy attitude near 
Tighe, shook himself, and drawing closer 
to his master, looked very expressively 
into the latter’s face. Tighe returned 
the lock with one of admiring affec 
tion.

Corny O'Toole was beside himself with 
joy. He threw up his hat, and he exe
cuted piroeettes, to the intense amuse- 
ment of wandering spectators, and then, 

before he would see Tighe a Vohr, 
be went in search of Joe Canty, who, 
some one said, was being held by main 
force within one of the booths, Corny's 
pleasure would not bare been complete 
without a sight of the humbled and dis
comfited sport, and perhaps, also, with 
out an opportunity of making 
mockingly triumphant speech to the 
latter.

The report of Canty was not wrong ; 
four of his own class were about him, 
seeking to detain him from rushing out 
madly upon the track.

“I shall shoot Carter I"
“this it all an infernal trick to make me 
fail, and that fellow Garmody, whom 
nobody except Garfield seemed to know 
anything about, is at the bottom of it— 
he, and Maloney, and that jackass that 
came with the message to me the other 
day.”

“How can that be,” answered one of 
hie friends, “when Carty and Maloney 
both will be heavy losers by this affair ?"

Just then Corny O'Toole thrust his 
head into the inclosure. "The jsckaaa’d 
like to congratulate you, Mr. Canty, on 
the success of your knavery, and to tell 
you you’d better spare your powder on 
Carter—it’ll do you little good.”

“Let me at him!” shrieked Canty, 
striving derperately to release himself, 
and to spring after Corny. Hie rage was 
so violent that froth issued from bis 
mouth ; but be was firmly held, and 
Corny O'Toole, with a mocking chuckle, 
disappeared as suddenly as he had thrust 
himself into their sight.

Excitement reigned everywhere, and 
on different parts of the course shillalahs 
and whisky had a due meed of atten 
tion, The bettors were busy with their 
important interests, and Garfield was 
in too much demand to be able to seek 
the Widow Moore, as he desired anxi 
oualy to do. Now, in the flush of that 

for which he fondly believed she 
also aidently had hoped, he thought he 
might venture to approach and address 
her ; but his presence was necessary in 
the sporting circle whose interests were 
so intimately concerned with his own, 
and thither he was reluctantly borne by 
his friends.

Tighe a Vohr, now that so much had 
been successfully accomplished, began 
to think somewhat of what the cense 
quenoes must be to himself. Breaking 
away from his admiring friends, many 
of whom had been astounded to reoug- 
nizs in the successful jockey the well 
known Tighe a Vohr, and who now, in 
their ardent friendship, would have 
detained him by main force, he sought 
the stall of “Brian Boru," and there, 
attending to the horse, be encountered 
Arty Moore, the gloom, whom he had 
left in the little country place where the 
horse had been stabled, with an injunc
tion to remain there till he, Tighe, 
should return with the animal. There 
was a knowing look in Arty’s eyes, and 
a boldness of manner very different trom 
the cringing, humble air which bad 
previously marked his deportment to 
Tighe.

“How dare you disobey me ordhers ?” 
asked Tighe, with an assumption of in 
dignant authority that would not have 
done discredit to Lord Heathcote him
self.

THE CURFEW AND THE AN- 
GEL VS.CARROLL O'DONOGHUE.

CHAPTER XXVIII. It THl HIV. «NIAS H'dONELL DAWSON, 
H. D., I. B. S.

Bishop Geddes was still able to continue 
bis literary labors, and with his wonted 
activity. Dr. Glelg alone kept him busy, 
and at work (,f the most agreeable kind. 
This Indefatigable wiiter had just pre
pared an article on pnrgctory founding 
on “The Papist Misrepresented and Repre
sented.” In this essay the learned doctor 
showed that the doctilue was perfectly 
harmless and not peculiar to the Church 
of Rome. There appeared 
edition of the Encyclopedia 
purgatory which he considered very 
absurd. But the doctrine be thought, 
when fairly stated was exceedingly 
reasonable. He requested that the hi bop 
would write for him a ehort paper on 
canonization under the word rulnt, or to 
refer him to a good and fair account of It, 
such as he remembered having s#en in 
Bishop Hay’s Scripture Doctrine of Miracles 
Dr Glelg, moreover, consulted the bishop 
in regard to the Roman Catholic view of 
the Rial Presence in the Euchaiist, which 
he proposed inserting under the word, 
transnbstautiation, or the Lord’s supper.
It must be owned that the non juror's 
edition of the Encyclopedia Britannica 
freely opened Its pages, with most i x 
emplary Impartiality, 
on both sides of every vexed question- 

We now find diplomacy at work, Mr. 
Hlpplsley, es powerful at Rime as 
ever, applied, with his wonted energy, 
to the apparently hopele a task of 
obtaining national superiors for the 
British Colleges, Mr. McPherson, as 
representing the Scotch Bishops, car 
dlally seconded his endeavors. What 
may be called an acc’deut, held out for 
some time a prospect of success Serious 
disturbances occurred In the Irish college, 
consequent upon the misrule of Its 
Italian mas'ers. The students appealed 
to Mr. Hlpplsiey. The diplomatist 
promptly to< k np their cause, sad ad
dressed Cardinal Llvizzsnl, the protector 
of the Irish. The Caidioal replied in 
polite terms, but not to the satisfaction of 
Mr. Hlpplsley, who, In turn, expressed his 
regret that his arguments had not weighed 
with ills Eminence, adding, moreover, that 
“he trusted to the wisdom and justice of 
the venerable Sovereign whose modéra 
ucu, sweetness and goodness have gained 
for him so much glory, and won sll 
hearts.” The British envoy loet no Y mi 

yirg the case to the Pope, pleading 
earnestly for Irish superiors to the 
collsge, and for justice to Ihe students 
He also addressed to Cndlnal Albani, 
Dean of the College if Cardinals, a letter 
In which much kindness of heart was 
mingled with the politician's Instinctive 
love of négociation and diplomacy. The 
vigorous appeals of Mr, Hlpplsley, mean
while, backed by his threats of asking his 
own Government to interfere, give, at list, 
a fair prospect of success to the cause for 
which the blehop had been so long con 
tendir g. The death of C-mpsnelll, the 
English protector, destroyed this prospect 
Albani end others concerned in the 
matter condemned the proposal tr make 
any change. The support cf Cardinal 
Anton till at Propaganda was lost to the 
advocates of national superiors by his 
resignation, at the time, In consequence of 
his Increasing Infirmities. His successor, 
Cardinal Gerdil, although good and able, 
was too eged and too little acquainted 
with Scotch 
him. The Ei g'ish college, notwithstand
ing, obtained a sort of promise that a 
national superior would be appointed at 
the next vacancy.

Some difference having arisen between 
the two priests at Aberdeen and Bishop 
Hay, the mistrust entertained ty the latter 
was done away with by the peace-loving 
Bishop Geddes, who assured the senior 
bishop that there were no two c!c gymen 
In the country who bad bis welfare mon 
at heart. It was a source of consolation t< 
Bishop Geddes to contribute toward 
peace and unanimity.

This year (1795) Mr Rattray and Mr 
John Sharp, so favorably known after 
wards in the missions,were expected fron 
Spain , and the same year Mr. Andrev 
Carruthere and Mr. Andrew Scott, both 
at a later dale, bishops, the former a 
Edinburgh and the latter at Glasgow 
were ordained prieata by Bishop Hay a 
Aberdeen. Mr. Cbarlee Gordon, destine: 
to be for many years the popular pries 
of Aberdeen, and who at the tim 
wanted two or three months of the ag 
required for priests’ orders, was on th 
same occasion promoted to the rank c 
deacon. The day alter the ordinatio 
the bishop conducted Mr. Scott to it 
mission of Deeside, lor which he wi 
di stined, and introduced him to ti 
congregation. The bishop on returnir 
happened to pass a man who was leadii 
a young horse, and at the moment ti 
bishop was passing the animal turns 
suddenly round and kicked him on ti 
shin. The blow was at first very painlu 
but he thought nothing of it till I 
reached Aberdeen, when it was found 
be so bad as to oblige him to keep t 
room for several weeks. He waa th 
prevented item giving any assistan 
with the duties oi Easter tide.

During the reign of terror in Fran 
considerable anxiety waa caused to tl 
bishops by the imprisonment of k 
Alexander Innés, wbo had been tempt 
arily appointed Principal ot the Scot 
college at Paris. When some kind 
order whs restored, however, he was e 
at liberty.

Mr. baiquarson, ialely appointed 
Glasgow, as succeescr to Mr, Alexantl 
Me Done 11, gave at this time a ve 
favorable account oi the mission the: 
In a letter to his flit nd, Mr. McPhersi 
he slated that he bad been ten days 
duty in the western city, There 
lack of work ; everything was quiet a 
prejudice was wearing off. Andr 
Cairulhers, recently ordained, waa to 
hia neighbor in the mission cf Dru 
mol d. There was an emigrant Frer 
priest at Glasgow, ore at Dundee, c 
at St, Andrews, two at Edinburgh beai- 
several in Galloway. They ail hoj 
scon, on the conclusion 0 pesce, in 
turn to their own country. Bishop H 
Mr, Farquarson adds,was about to ref 
to the North ami spend Ihe mmii 
there. He was heartily tired of 
ing the pecuniary business of the misai 
there being a deficit which he knew 
how to make up, in consequence oi bo 
loties, the late increase of missions!

A DEVOTION THAT IS DEAR TO THE 
CATHOLIC HEART.

We were much pleased with the copy 
in words of Millet’s beautiful painting, 
"The Angelus,” by Miss Emma Howard 
Wright, in last week’s Mirror. It was an 
exquisite production, and what the lady 
says of the picture, viz, that while gazing 
upon it “you can almost imagine you 
hear the sound of the Angelus bell com
ing softly through the still evening air,” 
we may say of her description ; for to 
him who does not read merely with his 
eyes, the picture and the suggestion are 
all before nim.

There is, perhaps, no devotion more 
dear to the Catholic heart than the 
Angelus, that overarches the dawn, noon, 
and deny eve with meditation and 
prayer. We hear the bell, and no matter 
where we are, or what we are doing, we 
turn at once our attention trom earthly 
pursuits, to the contemplation of heav
enly things ; and while other lips may 
hesitate to utter the prayer we speak, no 
one who sees but must feel editisd. The 
very sound ol the bell sends a thrill 
through the heart. Especially is this 
the case at evening. Non is the hour, 
sings Dante—

THl RACE.
The morning of the race dawned bright 

end clear, and Tralee, despite the ex
citement caused by the approaching 
trials of the Fenian prisoners, six ot 
whom beside Carroll Ü Dcnogbue were 
confined in the county jail, seemed to he 
equally exciled about the coming race. 
All the town appeared on its way to the 
course ; trom gigs driven tandem, to 
curricles, and painted jaunting cars 
moving on springs, family carta impro 
vised into jaunting oars, and innocent of 
«prrngs or paint, every description of 
vehicle was employed, and laughing faces 
and bright eyes looked from every one 
of them The road lending to the course 
was crowded ; and between the sallies oi 
gool natured drivers, the imprecations 
of jostled pedestrains, and the laughing 
repartees of some of the occupent® of the 
various vehicles, all waa a scene of happy 
confusion. The stand reserved for 
ladies and gentlemen of high social posi
tion was already full, and still each 
moment brought a fresh accession of gay 
gallants and rosy-cheeked, mirthlul 
damsels. The Widow Moore, stout, fair, 
and resplendent in a light robe that set 
off her clear complexion and admirably 
displayed her fine form, was foremost 
among a bevy of beauties, and surrounded 
by a half dcun admiring masculine 
satellites. Gaitield was there, consider
ably removed from her, but where his 
eyes could devour her. His jealousy, as 
he observed the gracious, familiar 
manner with which she accepted the at 
tentions of her admirers, would have been 

violent but that he remembsred, 
and now fondly believed, all that T'ghe 
had told him. He was iully persuaded 
tha. she liked him in secret, and that she 
was anxious for the success ot his horse 
n ih- nee And Crra; 0 Toole was there,
Hi his antiquated cistume, and as near the 
place whence Ihe horses w re to start as it 
was j os-ible for him to get, in order that 
he might have a close viewol Joe Canty’s 
discomfiture; already it was rumored 
tbs'- Canty was well nigh insane because 
ot the non-appearance ol the animal he 
was to ri !e, and that messengers and 
runnei-s were hurrying in every direc
tion :o obtain some tidings of the absent 
r acer. A telegram had been dispatched 
to 1 Maloney, but no answer had been 
received thus far, and it was within a 
fcwmiuutesoftbestartirg time. Ctnty 
danced with passion, swearing that he 
■vas I ho victim of some trick, and all his 
tuckers looked blue with consternation. 

"Time!" called the starter.
Everything became bustle and expect

ation. Une by one the horses were 
called, and led out to their respective 
piaers, their jockeys standing beside 
them ready to mount.

• Brian Boru" was lire last called, and 
a buzz of admiration followed tbeapj err 
ance ol the magnilijent steed. T.mothy 
O’Cirmoiy, in true, jorkey style, every 
garment a perfect tit, and hia lithe form 
cunningly made up to reach the required 
weight, stood beside him

Too horse ’ Charmer," not appearing, 
was withdrawn,

The jockeys mounted, tha signal was 
given, and the horses started. They 
kept well together for the first stretch, 
neck and neck with even speed and 
equal mettle. Intense < xcitement and 
eager e xpectation prevailed, even among 
the fair sex, who, aa enthusiastic as the 
most interested of their masculine 
friends, leaned forward, clapping their 
hands, waving their handkerchiefs, and 
aiskijg their own shrewd guesses as to 
the power and endurance ol the animals, 
.Nock and neck they 11 “W, now one horse 
u head’s length in front, now another 
badly lagging for a moment, then re
covering lost ground by a sudden feat 
which brought him the length of a neck 
ahead ; but “Brian Boru" seemed to con
tinue at the same rate of speed with 
which be started, nor did hia rider appear 
to hr making any extra effort. With a 
carelers grace Tighe sat his horse, now 
stretching forward to slacken his bridle 
rein, now straightening himself to hold 
in the animal, but doing all with an easy 
manner which proclaimed his perfect 
fikill and confidence. There was none 
of the nervous dash about him that 
marked his fellow riders, and his horse 
asanobip, so easy, so apparently careless 
of effort, was rather calculated to make 
an unfavorable impression.

The horses were now on the heme 
stretch, each animal, excepting Tighe’e, 
spurred to its greatest endurance. On 
they flaw, manes streaming, hoofs strik- 
ing tire from the track, and riders 
strained to their utmost nerve. More 
eager, more wild, grew the expectation 
oi the spectators—a breath might be 
heard ; and cheeks flushed, and bosoms 
swelled with the ardor of the moment.

The attention of Garfield, at last with 
drawn from the widow, was tremblingly 
centred on the race. His heavy face was 
unusually flushed, and his small pale 
ayes shone with a singular light ; he 
leaned forward, clasping hia hands so 
tightly together in his excitement that 
the nails sunk deep into the flesh, A 
naif-Biuolhered oath was on his lips as he 
jrw "Brian Boru” drop a full length be 
kind, and still his easy rider appear to 
make no effort to recover the loss.

But Tiguo a Vohr knew well what he 
■.van doing ; he had not made daily trials 
of the horse for the past week without 
becoming perfectly aware of the nerve 
and temper of the animal, and by what 
peculiar moans of his own he could cause 
“Brian” to perform unusual feats ol 
speed, lie waited till they were within 
a quarter of a mile ol the home stakes, 
then with an eary flourish of his whij>, a 
single straightening of himself in the 
saddle, he put his horse to its full racing 
powe r. In a short time he had dislanced 
his competitors by a neck ; in vain the 
latter strove to recover their ground ; 
“Brian Born’s" mettle, hitherto not fully 
displayed, was unequalled, and in a lew 
seconds more he came gallently in, the 
-winner by two full lengths.

Gheer after cheer was given : people 
■were wild, and Tighe was speedily sur- 
rounded by a dozen or more of hearty, 
geoial, delighted fellows who fain would 
have borne bim in triumph upon their 
shoulders ; while Garfield was the center 
■of a large group of lucky bettors, each in 
turn shaking him by the hand and con
gratulating him and themselves in a 
breath.
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CHAPTER XXIX.
TIQHA A VOHR’s SWEETHEART.

Garfield, and the betting circle of 
whom he was now the popular center, 
had gayly pocketed their winnings—a 
proceeding which might have baen un • 
pleasantly delayed bad It not been for 
Mortimer Carter's incarceration. He was 
now out on bail, having been confined 
but a few hours; and Canty, having given 
surety, was also at large.

Old Maloney was not yet released, 
owing to hie inability to procure a bonds
man ; he was utterly unknown in Tra
lee, and if be sent to Dbrommaeohol he 
would be aa little likely to find any 
surety there. In this despondent state 
he was visited by Carter, at sight of 
whom the old man raved like a wild 
beast, "My horse ! my horse,” hia loud 
and incessant cry. It required time for 
Carter to quiet him sufficiently to gain a 
coherent statement ; but at length he 
learned all : the visit of Tighe a Vohr 
with the note, the extraordinary tale of 
Unity's forthcoming arrest, the line of 
conduct prescribed by Tighe for the 
miser in the event of Mr. Canty’s antici
pated visit—all of which Maloney 
divulged now without a regard for the 
oath of secrecy he bad taken—bis yield
ing of the horse and groom to Tighe, and 
his remaining in quiet certainty ol all 
being right—a certainty which the fact 
of his receiving no visit from Mr. Canty 
rather strengthened. The old miser did 
not suspect, and the cunning rabble of 
Dhrommacohoi, each of whom waa too 
ardent a friend of Tighe a Vohr to dis- 
obey him in the slightest particular, did 
not tell him that the excitement and 
terror into which he was thrown one 
afternoon by the horde of yelling people 
in front of his door was due to the occa
sion or Mr. Canty's visit, He had no 
suspicion of aught being wrong until the 
the arrival of the telegram on the morn
ing of the race. The contents of that, 
which ran :

“Your horse, ‘Charmer,’ has not 
arrived ; have you sent him 7” 
and which was signed Joe Canty, put the 
old man into a fever. His horse not 
arrived, when a week ago the animal 
was supposed to be stabled in Tralee !
Horrible fears immediately crowded on 
hia auspicious and sinister mind. Like 
a madman he locked up his abode, from 
which he had not been absent for years 
before, and took the first car to Tralee,
He arrival on the course to find the race 
over, and that his horse was not among 
those in the stalls ; nor had any animal 
by that name been seen.

Carter was in as violent a rage as the 
miser ; all the more that the payment of 
the stakes to the fortunate winners was 
the occasion to him of no inconsiderable 
ioss. Maloney’s grief for his forfeit was 
somewhat absorbed in bis greater dis
tress for the abstraction of hia horse.
“It’s all the doings of that devil of a 
Tighe a Vohr,” said Carter striding the 
the prison fluor ; “I wrote a note telling 
of my intended journey to Dublin, in 
consequence of which I should be pre
vented from going down to Dlrrom 
macohol for the horse as I had promised, 
and bidding you bring bim up yourself ; 
and that note I gave to a little runner at 
Hoolahan's, who was going down your 
way, to give you.”

“He never came near me !" protested 
Maloney.

“Nor Canty ?” asked Carter, though 
he had already heard a second time from 
Maloney that there had been no visit oi 
the sporting man to bis place.

The miser answered testily : "I told 
you before he didn’t come.”

“It’s past understanding,” resumed 
Carter : “but there’s nothing too big nor 
too bad for that infernal Tighe a Vohr 
he’d go to hell to serve Carroll 
O’Donoghue, and I’ll warrant he’s 
had some object that waa to benefit 
hia master at the bottom of all this. At 
all events, we have a clear case against 
him :—he obtained the horse on false 
pretenses, and, if it is the same animal 
that he entered for the race, he entered 
him without any right to do so ; and now 
it looks as if he had stolen him, I’ll 
get out a warrant for his arrest imme 
diately.”

“And the horse !” broke in Maloney, 
trembling ; “will the warrant recover 
him ?"

“To be sure ; if we find Tighe, the 
horse I think’ll not be far off ; but I’ll 
off to Canty now, and find out why he 
didn’t go down to Dhrommacohoi as he 
promised.”

“And me ?” whined the miser ; “how 
long must I stay here ?"

“Be still, you old fool ! you'll be out 
tomorrow." And Carter hastily de
parted to procure a warrant for Tim Car 
mody’s arreet, and, immediately after, to 
eoek Canty.

Canty, not altogether convinced that 
he was not the victim of a trick origin
ated by Carter, met the latter somewhat 
haughtily, and seemed inclined to main Distanced in the Race,
tain his proud and moody reserve Why should Dr. Pierce's medicines not 
throughout the interview. Carter ex distance all competitors in amount of 
plained and protested, and swore that Bales, as they are doing, since they are the 
he waa as innocent of any part in the only medicines sold by druggists possessed 
transaction, and as deeply injured, aa of such wonderful curative properties aa to 
those Of tho duped party, and then he warrant their manufacturers in guarantee- 
retaliated by denouncing, in no easy >“8 tl,em t0 onre the diseases for which 
terms, Canty’s faithless omission to see thoy ar6 recommended. Yon get a cure
the horse prior to the race ; upon which Î5 money paid
fnilnntrari 4l,_ ___■ Doctor 8 "Golden Medical Discovery” cures

» • I - , g man, in all diseases caused by derangement of the
graphic and violently indignant language, Hver, as biliousness, indigestion or dyspep- 
an account of the message tnat was sent 8ia ; ai80 all blood, skiu and scalp diseases, 
to bun by Maloney, the messenger being tetter, salt-rheum, scrofulous sores and 
described by Canty as “a little old yellow swellings and kindred ailments, 
fool, and a description of his visit to Don’t hawk, hawk, and blow, blow, dis* 
Dhrommacohoi, with enlarged details of gusting everybody, but use Dr. Sage’s 
the reception that was accorded him by Catarrh Remedy and be cured, 
the people of that memorable village. Victoria Carbolic Salve is a great aid

n**?u #krewd enough to deteot in to internal medicine in the treatment of 
all that further evidence of Tighe a scrofulous sores, ulcers and abscesses of 
Vonre work, and it made him more all kinds.

he shrieked :
:

crowd

:

an’ I’ll

"That wakens fond desire 
In men at sea, and melt their thoughtful 

heart
Who In the morn have bid sweet friends 

farewell ;
And pilgrim newly on his road with love 
Thrills, if he hears the vesper bell from far 
That stems to mourn fortne expiring day."

igfeibw, who delighted so in 
Catholic customs and devotions,

to a fair statement

And Lon 
portraying 
says :

;

more "Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the 
roofs of the vl liage

Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds of 
Incense ascending,

Rose from a hunvreu neartlv», the homes of 
peace and contentment."

Such la the Angelus bell ! It may be 
true that few of us haed it ; that “the 
noise of the busy Wvild” drowns its soft 
pleading, and hurry and iu«h leave no 
time to reepoud Ij their silvery tones ; 
yet will we venture to tesirt that never 
did an Angelus bell peal f jrtli Its music 
but some one was made better by the 
thoughts It implied, ihe seeds of sug
gestion it casts about oftentimes fall and 
take root where we least expect them to. 
There appeared in the columns of the 
Mirror not long since a poem by a Protes
tant clergyman that was Inspired by these 
peals from a neighboring belfry. And we 
once heard a priest tell a story of a fallen 
Magdalene, who was called from her ways 
of sin to a purer end holier life by the 
sound of the Angelus bell.

With the rise of Protestantism all de
votion to the Mother of God was looked 
upon as an abomination. Indeed, we are 
at times surprised that men were allowed 
to honor their parents at all, for not 
only was it taught that Jesus was lack
ing in obedience to this lav/ of the Deca
logue, but that no honor whatever is to 
be given to any creature. The Angelus 
boll was no longer heard in England, 
But as it had taken such a deep root in 
the hearts of man, they must have a bell 
of some kind to take the place of the de
votional Angelus, Poets, therefore, sub
stituted the Curfew. Poets, I said ; 1 
should have said one ; for the only poem 
in which the Curfew figures as a substi
tute for the Angelus is Grew’s Elegy : 
"The Curlew tolls the knell of parting day."

That this is the Curfew only In name 
must appear to the reader, when he bears 
In mind that the Cutfew was rung several 
hours after the day was, figuratively 
speaking, a corpse. The plowman must 
therefore have already homeward plod his 
we»iy way, and the glimmering landscape 
faded In the sight. Were we inclined to 
find fault with the poetry, we would 
further add that the vcib tolls is entirely 
inappropriate. The Curfew was not 
tolled, it was rung.

was ronge—lyghtti were set up in
B."
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TO BE CONTINUED.success

THE FRENCH CATHOLICS.

WHAT BOULANGER BAYS IIE WOULD 
DO FOR THEM.

Gen. Boulanger was recently Inter
viewed by the representative of an Eng
lish Catholic paper. After a few remarks 
about the general’s visit to the House of 
Gammons, the conversation turned upon 
the petition of the French Catholics at the 
present crlrle. The reporter told the 
general, that ar a Catholic journal»!, he 
was naturally most interested in this 
aspect of the question, and he aeked the 
general if ho considered he could count 
upon Ctthollc support at the elections. 
“Yes," he replied. “At every election I 
have the Catholic vote on my side, and 
this for no personal reason, but because 
the Ca-.hotici have been oppreteed, and 
they hope to get rid of the oppressors. I 
am, it so happens, their rallying point 
i gainst the policy of persecution."

“And you mean, if you can, to put an 
end to that policy ?"

“Yes, cutalnly, I am for liberty as I 
have Been it practised in the United States, 
where each one can follow the religion ho 
professes without being interfered with, so 
long as he does no harm to others. Un
fortunately, there are many people In 
France who do not understand liberty in 
this sense. For them liberty means that 
if they do not care to go to church them
selves, they must have the right to prevent 
other people from going there. But, I 
say, let vs have done with the policy of 
persecution, and let men be free to act as 
their conscience directs, whatever this one 
or that may thick of their opinions, 
is simple enough, is it not ?"

“Yes, and in the present case quite suf
ficient. But do you not think, general, 
that the men who are actually In power 
in France are trying to come to terms 
with the French Catholics, and to take up 
a more tolerant attitude ?”

"They cannot do It," be replied 
promptly ; “first, because those who are 
behind them, the men who pull the 
airings, will not let them ; and secondly, 
because tine Catholics have been deceived 
before by their promises and will not 
trust them again. No, the present gov
ernment will not succetd in making peace 
to easily, and the Catholic vote will go 
solid against them.”

“I enppose not much will be done till 
the autumn ?”

“Naturally. But in the autumn the 
general elections will decide every thing.” 

"And you hope to succeed, general ?"
“I have no doubt about it. I am abso

lutely certain," he replied with an em 
phasls.

“Well,” I eald, “so far you have made 
good your prophesies. I see there was a 
vote In your favor at some local election 
on Sunday at St. Ouen.”

“Yes,” he said, “a small e flair, but a 
sign of how matters are going.”

The Impression which the Interview 
gave was that the general fully realizes 
the strength of his position as the rallying 
point of all who for one reason or another 
are discontented with the present rulers of 
France. The French Catholics certainly 
will have no reason to find fault with his 
declaration that what France wants Is 
liberty—not as it Is understood by the 
authors of the anti Christian code of re
cent years, but liberty as it is understood 
in the United States. It will be remem
bered that the general visited America a 
fsw years ago as the official representative 
of the French army at the centenary of 
the surrender of Yorktown.

lu carr

Arty nodded with provoking familiar
ity, and returned Tighe’a stare with one 
of equal fearlessness. Coming 
Tighe a Vohr he whispered : "I know all 
about it, Mr. Garmody, and it was a very 
clever trick indeed, you played ; I have 
not said a word to anybody here, and I 
won’t, providing you share halves, you 
know."

Tighe gave a prolonged whistle, pre 
tending to be dumbfounded, and awed 
as well. “Tell me how you found it all 
out, Arty ?”

“Well, do you nee, 1 bad a great mind 
to witness the race—a great mind en. 
tirely ; and when you told me to remain 
where 1 was, it seemed very hard, 
sides, Mr. Garmody—you’ll forgive me 
for saying so—but when you were so de
termined on my staying behind there, 
and not coming forward with the horse,
I began to have suspicions of my own.
I waited till you were well gone, and I 
followed. It all seemed right enough 
till the horse was led out as ‘Brian 
Boru.’ I knew he bad been entered for 
the race as ‘Charmer ;’ that opened my 
eyes a bit, and it wasn’t very long till I 
heard the people talking of the dreadful 
state Mr. Canty was in because hie horse 
didn’t arrive, and then Mr. Maloney’s 
name began to be mentioned ; it all 
fl Ashed on me, and faith I couldn’t help 
admiring you for the clever trick you 
played on old Maloney. I resolved to 
keep my counsel, for I thought you’d be 
generous, Mr. Garmody."

“An’ I will be, Arty," said Tighe, ex
tending his band, and assuming an ex
pression as if he was just released from a 
shower-bath. “But the ehtakes are not 
paid up yit, so that I haven’t recaved 
he amount they’re to give me. But 
can I thrust you Arty, to help me, if 1 
aay a fair half ?”

“With all my soul!” and the groom's 
hand clasped Tighe’s.

“Well, then, it's repoorted that a lily- 
graph, or some divilment, has been sint 
to ould Maloney, an’ I’m afeerd o’ what 
that’ll bring foorth ; now I'd loike to 
have the horse out o’ the way, an’ rnesel’, 
too. Will you run away wid the baste 
for a couple or three days, till I see 
what turn matthera will take ? On the 
third day from now I'll mate you in Dick 
Courcy's shebeen, the same that stabled 
-Brian Boru’ tor us. You can purtind to 
payple that you're takin’ the horse to 
his masther—an' that’ll be no lie, lor so 
you will take him to hie masther, only 
we’ll thry first what we can knock out 
o’ tire ould miser. It’ll swell our gains. 
Do you uudhersthand me, Arty ?" And 
Tighe looked with a wonderfully anxious 
gaze into the snapping eyes of the 
groom.

“1 do, Mr. Garmody, perfectly ; and 
I’ll do it. On the third day from this, 
say at noon, I'll wait lor you in 
Courcy’s.”

The conversation had been carried on 
in a whisper, but even if it were not, 
everybody who approached the stall was 
in too much haste and excitement to 
give it any attention.

“Away with you, thin !” urged Tighe ; 
and it was with a smile ol intense satis-

t flairs t ffiolently to replie )
close to

- all the morn

That

a

"Curfew
haste

It was, moreover, rung loudly, that no 
one could say he bad not heard it. “Cur
few shall not ring to-night I" is much 
more In the spirit of this ancient custom 
than the famous but faulty line of the 
poet’s masterpiece. Moreover, even if It 
did toll, it would not tell the knell of 
parting day. A knell Is not tolled for the 
parting, but for the parted.

The word Cutfew may have suited his 
rhythm better than Angelus, or, as Carey 
and Byron translate it, the vesper ben ; 
but tbit It Involved bis description in 
confusion and contradictions we hope we 
have made apparent to the reader. And 
how different the picture which Millet 
paints of the Angelus. Every image is 
an Improvement on Gray’s. His laborers 
do not homeward plod their weary way, 
like the cattle described in the line before 
—no I the ringing of the Angelus awakens 
in their hearts a haven of hope and trust 
in God and His mercy. And we might, 
in connection, say the entire clergy Is 
more in the spirit of philosophy than re
ligion. The climax of the poem, as Poe 
would celt it, it the famous couplet :

Be-

:

me where

"Full many a flower Is born to blush unseen, 
And waste Its sweetness on the desert air."

The climsx should have been Christian 
hope !—Frederick J. Hahn in Catholic 
Mirror.

“GOD BLESS HER, SHE IS AN 
ANGEL."

Erie Dispatch.
A feeble old man stood at the corner 

of Nineteenth and Peach streets the 
other afternoon, when a number of 
persons bad congregated in waiting for 
the west-bound Nickel Plate train, His 
clothes were clean, but covered with 
patches of different colors, and his form 
was bent. He said that bis daughter 
lived near Geneva, 0., and that she was 
dangerously ill. Iu answer to a question 
whether he had money enough to 
pay hie fare, ho said he had just 
enough to buy a ticket to Girard, and 
that he would try to walk from there. A 
laughing-eyed, sweet-faced young lady, 
who was standing near and overheard the 
conversation, slipped into the waiting- 
room ana%>urchased a ticket to Geneva, 
which she quietly slipped into the hand 
ot the old man and then started up 
street before he could realize what she 
had done. His fervent “God bless her, 
she is an angel I” found a hearty 
response in every heart in that motley 
company, and brought tears to eyes 
unused to weep.

was

for them returned. The

man
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