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NEW YEAR’S THOUGHTS.
A Bpirit from the skies
Came {nto our trodden land;
1t glowed in roscate dyos,
And around its brow a band
Was bound ko a sun stronmin tno west;
And as its acconts broko
O'er tha land our men awokao,
And oach felt the atrangor*s yoke
On his breast..

. And first a flush of shame
§pread along their manly irows,
And noxt, in God'a drend name,
They swore and sealed thelr vows,
2 That Ireland a free state should bej;
And from the mountaina thon,
And from each Rludo and glen,
Grn) splrits tnuuht tho men
¢ To bo free,

There was eandor.in the land,
And loud voicos.in the air;
. And the poot waved his wand, )

’ And the ponsant's arm was bare,

..‘And rellgion smiled on Valor aa her child
But, umllnlnn ta, blight
c:uno o’nr usinn nlght
UAnd nowour strickon’ plinht

;Drivos mo wild, r

Gy N

~But wlhereforo:shonld I weep,
When work &6 to be dono?

“Whereforo dreaming lio nslocp
“77 0 the qu\ck‘nhlq morning sun?

Bluce yostorday 18 gono and passed awny :
:I.will sock the holy road : .
Thnt our martyr saints have !rod
' And along it bear my load

AsImay,

Tl hearmo ns aman -+
.+ Ag an Irish man, in sooth—
No lmrrier. Mlo, or ban, . 0
‘Shall stay me'from the traths’ !
o T will have it or perlsh'in the chase,.
That 1 10\ ed my own isie well |
My boncn atlenst ulmlllcll,

"' And on what queést I fell

Py ~In that place.

Butir God grant me life

To 808 the slrng[zln oul-—.

The'end ‘of tiward sirifo

" :And the fnll of foes w mlout,

; win. dlg without'n murmur or a tear;
Forin that holy. hour ™ )
You'd not miss mo from yonr dcmor
;- Of love, nild hopo, 'and powor,’

: Jarln my dear!

TroM s D'Ancy ‘\lc(lrsr.

: 'nnllv to rest!

« KILSHZEEL"AN »

"o,
THE OLD PLACE AND TKE NEW PEOI’LE.

A HOMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

“The gilded halo hovering round decay.
—Rrrox. -—flllc G| ‘our,

CHAPTER XXIV.
‘ IN THE SHADOW,

On the morning of the day on which young
Mr. Sackwell and the Marquis: of Babblington
¢lected to shoot duck instead -of - shoolmg one
another, Tade Ryan sat, bcndmg g]oomxl) over
the dying fire, in lusllttlc cabin, with hisseanty
brenkfast of potatoes and soir milk untouched
beside him, his pretty- t\'ife, Kitty, watching
him anxiously at th¢ other sidé of ‘the table,
and his chubby-checked son and heir (Tadeen ;
anglice, Tade, junior, thice yenrs 6ld) striving in
vain to excite attention by pulhng papn's hair.

The scene was wholly. anguishing—éven
bnb\ ’s obstreperons cro“mgs ‘and pranks made
melancholy-out-of-place, like a fanfurc in’ some
dead catacomb, mocking cxlmgulshcd life with
life's ‘joy. ~The litlle eabin pictured a long
struggle, that was always losing, inching back
stubbornly to.where loss was final—back to the
great precipice over whose brink “terrene ene-
mies follow not:' . Even now, when the end
was near, it mnde its bm\'cst ehm\“cnhcnrtcnul
by 'a woman's ¢ourage, w lm.h, shrinking from
misfortune afar off, is ever its \vorst foc at elose
qnartcrq But 1ts best was pitiful,

“Holding tog(,thor on props, “like an old ) mun
‘on’crutches, the wrétched walls'and roof secin-

ed’ xcndy nb any moment to fall down and du,,

wenry of the unequal’ ﬁght with' mu(l and
weather; grown aged ‘and dccreplt. in misery,

And had they buu&l Al within in’ the  fall,

there had been'sma 'lmrc of iunian lmppmcqs
c\tmct—how many‘an aché’ mul pnng]md ‘etere
Yot 'thie: place “was not without
ather ‘shadow  of comforf, and a

its comfort,’
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whisper that'the Yove- spnrk ﬂlcl\elcd dimly in’
the ashes of a life; waiting, to be ftmncd ablaze,
or for ever stifled. - ~For in: such ‘places and in
" such hearts lie the real wonders of Romtmcc—
the re: il grandeur of Hmnumh ! .
For example, though a dcnl table, a bro]\cn
chair, and a’ \\letch(_d pallet, with' & picturc of
St. Patrick, a cracked iron pot and a cracked
earthen pitcher formed the whole.inventory ot
furniture—(the rest had gone over board one
Ly one in the year-tempests to keep the ship
afloat)—jyet they were set forth witha triumph-
ant neatness, which after all dwarfs the vie
tories of your A\IC\ﬂIl(]Lrh awl all your other
cmmcnt rnpscalllonb to w houn 1\1ttv Hannigan
would have seemed us a dust-atom soiling their
shoe-buckles. ' "And the three weary children,
barely covered in tatters, speaking starvation
through their hungry eyes, yet with a stamp
of carc and love on their wretchedness—were
they not in truth monumenta are perennius, rais-
ed in Almighty memor¥, to a mother's glory?
And the scanty potatoes and sour milk,. which
she hungered to devour aud did not—who: will
weigh against the sacrifice the glory of a Ther-
mopylae, the heroes of the world’s Prytancium |
But Kitty knew little of this her gmn(leur,
“which only vanity will i]lummate—ohlv know-
ing an eternal instinct, “hlch Dade her. lose
herself to events and be no 1om:er woman, only
wife and mother—only thmkmg, as she xmtch~
ed her hushand’s gloomy trance that something
worse than usual was wrong which left the llttlc
. breakfast untasted,
++Tade," she at last venturcd to remonstrate,
¢ what's the - matter with you at all, achora?
There's the praties gettin’ as cowld ns a stone s
an’ the childher dying to get a bit.”
s Dn I'm very hungry,” Imntnc]v sugges-
ted ’I‘ndeen climbing upon his father's. knee to
, attract his notlcc
¢ Tade, the poor craythurs didn’ t brake thcn
blessed fnsb since “yesterday mornin’ " the wife
-went on to:urge softly, “an' 'tisn't their own
father 'ud keep ’em hungry, whin he could help
N lt 11
“ Let’em nte—“ ho’s kecpm em 7' cried the
father grufily, raising a face that was livid with
despair, and %tni-ting up 8o suddenly as to upset
the little creature clinging,to his’ knees, whom,
however, the permission to, hm ¢ at the potatoes
nppmncd w on(lelfullv soon, L
“Are'nt. you goin' to lmvc nny hrucl\laht

agthore 7 asked - the mfe w;th great concern,

\undmg her nrms tcndcrlv nround lus neck.
# It might . be hctthcl but x,hurc tis “(.” to

*hu\e thnt same in paco ‘an’ comfor ’
mnkc ug thankful I . Take a'feiv lit
fuls, ',L‘ndc av 'twas only to oblige me.?” i

“No, T won't,” he m\s“grud roughly

“Shmc, what's the Hse o frettin' )cr heart
out ?. ‘There's the handful av onts outsxde there
\\mtm' all the mornm' tohme )ou ratch a hand
tolems .

Ay, save tem fol @ L) rnut. to gobblc 'em up
like the rest! I'd mther burn ’em !” he cried,
savagely; thenstarting to his feet ina paroxysm
of passion, he L\(,lmmul as he strode hastily
to' the door: ¢ ""will end ‘in murdher; T tell
youl” o .

¢ Hush, Tade ‘darlin', don't say_ that," cried
his wife, alavined at his terrible looks.. « For
my sake, Tade,av you iver cared for me—for
the childher's—" )

# D—the childher, let me pass, I say1”

The little urchins shrank behind their mother
at sight of Ryan's fearful passion. She held
her ground unflinchingly.

¢ Tade, you do not mane ¢hat,” she said, in
sorrowful reproach,
anger iver passed betune us, ncushla, an’ lave
it be the last. - We wor happy -together wanst,
Tade.” S B

He paused and looked down on the truc lov-
ing face raised to his—the one spot of sunshine
in his world—and ihe roused devil of his naturg
shrank from the apparmtion.

“I\xtty I didn’t mane to sny nu) lhmg hard
to you or tho childher, but: the sowl is burnin'
out o’ me wid throuble an’ divvelment.” What
can I do whin'I see you wenrin' yeérself away
like a galley-slave, an! the gorsoons cryin’ wid
impty bellies, an I—I can do nothin’ but curse
myself an’ ivery.wan else.”

% Tade, you aren't the sane man nLnll lntcly
It ean’t l)c any good business that keeps you
out o' yer bed till* the grey o’ the mornin’, an’
that laves you ]mrdl; uble to do a sthrol\co
work for yer own.” ;

#Girl, I towlt you that was.no business o'
yours, Ifiver there¢’stoben bright day for us
agin ’twill. come o' that same night walkin',

an’ if no good docs come- of . it—the world has. |

done its-worst for, us _already.”

# Don't say that, m,thorc, while God laves us
health and qtrength, an’ thc o“ld roof ovcr us
as bad as it is.”

# Kitty, we “ont’hnvc the o“ld “roof 1téclf
over us long,’ he eaid slow ly

. ¢t Holy. Vargin, there isn’t any ncn— broublo,
is there 77 She. was deadly pale,.:

# New trouble 1 I'd like to know what elso

“Pwas the first word in”
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we have to ‘eqicct but trouble till they murdher
s oulright—or’ w(. mmdhcl them,” hc uddcd
fiercely. '

The wife slmddcrul for she Lx)e\\ thcy wcxe
1o meumn[,lc‘;s words.

«Don't tulk o' murdher,"-ghe cricd, crossing
herself piously, ¢ Amlhmg bnt tllut But
what's the matther now #*

#Muvrone ; need you nxe? That tundherin’
villin, Murphy, is at the bottom av it as usual
—he towlt me yesterday he’d see the grags
growin! in the little cabin sfore we wor six
monthy' owlder, an’ he wmanes it, tho black
hearted thraither. I know he manesit1™

is wife raised her eyes to Heaven in silent
submission.,

#God help ust they're the Ditther times for
the owld stock, But shure what's the use o
lyin’ down to dic, av 'twas only to spite 'em?
Tade, be yerself agin,; man alive="tis' new wid
you to ' be afraid o' mane turncoats an lick-
plates!  Let 'em do their worst, there's & good
God above thub won't loxnmt usin l[ls own good
timet

U Mo chree lannuy ! you'rea brave little wifet”
cried Ryan, folding her in his strong embrace
with & vehemence that recalled his first love-
clasp at'the dance on the Common long ngo;
all despair sh uck dead bcforc such mdomltnble
hope.’ "

“Thiere now, nsthorc, ate a bit o’ bruck]nsht
—for my sake. 3

# For your sake, I will,” but as lie spoke he
started at the sounds  of horse's loofs coming
down the rond outside.: ¢ It’s no use, Kitty—
here’s Sir Albin “Artslnde, an’ 'tls uisy to know
what brmgs him.!"

It was indeed- the baronet who rod(, up to the
cabin, bestriding-his horse with the air of one
to \\hom equestrian dignity ‘was an-awkward
necessity, but with that cold hard look in his

face that disdained all show of pity-, and spoke’

only of: hatred'and of- the insclence of power.
By his side, like & “pale :shadow: of the great
man’s greatness, sinking self totally in hisgieat-
er self;on a'steed that wasa shadow of the great
-man’s steed, Mr. Duncan.MLaren rode—a sénsi- |
ble Scotchman who, without being specinlly bad
himself;ithought the least that was his due; by
commandment human or divine, was to leave his
master bo'agbad as he chose; © He was a prac-

ticul man‘and:made. real’ improvements : if he:

hadibeen ‘free to ifollow his own*notions-he
- would have moulded native industry into ‘his

improvements;: and :/perhaps: fused - effectually’
“But .

Snxon steadiness:with:Celtic impulse, .-

man of Mr. MLaren’s’ intelligence  wss not -
‘long in discovering that the darling object of
| his master (and probably the ténure of his office)’

admitted no truce with the natives, but degra-
| dation where it might be galling enough, and,
where that failed, extivpation without parley.

And so the worthy steward, under protest to -

his conscience, worked his master's will, shrewd-
ly conclurlmg tlmt il his seruples carried him
too fur, there were many Mr, Duncan M'Larens
north of the Tweed, orsouth of iy for the matter
of that, would cheerfully do bad things in a
much worse spirit than himself. I morulists
don't think the theory perfect, let them put the
peceadillo on the one side and the. stewardship
on the other, and’ uniess they be lunatics (as
many lunatics moralists there: be) they must
admit Me, 3 Laren was & wise man, lf he w s
not alsoa good one.

Mr, Jer, Murphy, the Dailiff, mndt, a trio of
visitors to "'nde Ryan’s poor hovel ; slinking at
n respectable distance behind his superlative
and compurative betters ; with befitting sleek-
Hess and awe'in his-daneanour, and swaddled
in.fur cap, mufiernnd shroud, like frieze-coat
enough to equip the heavy villain of nny tragic
monstrosity: on- record: nor indeed was the
‘character quite foreign to his own, whose func-
tion was to do all’ wickedness which required
vileness in the exccution ; Irishmen being in all
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time best wasted by Irishmen, and his degrada-

tion being of a depth that made his Irishism
tolorable even to-Sir:Albin,

Poor Ryan saw them halt opposite the cnbm, .
and tottered fo the:door to meet them in a-

mood ‘of ‘half-stupefied -despair, for -he knew
their mission well. He had been the -buts’ of
thenew-people’s wrath for many a day, 5o the

penalty of his stubborn attachment to the old -

people and the-old notions, and his part in the
afiray which ended the festivities of 8ir Albin
Artslade’s welcome-home had ‘marked him, he

kuew, a8 & vietim they: must needs be rid of, ..

He struggled:to muster & smile with which to

meet # his- honm," hut he onl) mustered a

frown, = - " .
- Who will‘not (.lmg to t.he straw upon s sea of

troubles ?2—with- wife, and: cluldxcn, and home

ready'to be ‘swallow ed up? - He ‘essayed—God

knows with what a pangl—to doff his hat.to
‘the. insolent: stmngex

and the- did l——doﬁed it
cringingly-1w. -
The- buronet never notxccd the, sulutahon

never changed his cold stare ; God-like, unheed--

ing " adoration more :than Godly: but . turning,

40 his obsequious steward; whose adoration: was .
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more  fragrant—more smelling of myrr and
frankincense—said coldly :

¢ Thiy man's holding disgraces ‘the csmtc "

Ryan listeued in dumb despair,  UHis wife
was ready (o swoon with terror, only the chils
dren that clung to her skirtsand the baby nest-
ling in her bosom made swooning an impossible
Tuxury.

# Aweel, Sir Albin,” said the steward, as
spiritlessly as possible,  these folk are uncom-
monly dirty, an’ lazy—above o/, luzy.”?

AN av 1 may make so Lowld, yer honor,”
edged in the bailifY, sidling up near his great
master; “ this sming man is wan o' the wusht
kat-rack-theres in the barony.”

Hyan eyed the speaker for a moment like &
tiwrer ready for a spring; but the sight of his
fumily sobered him.

# Yer honor,” he plended, with as much
humility as he (,oul(l gather, « I'm payin’ five
times what [ used to pay for ‘the liltle bit o
land, an’ av 1 was to wurk from day-light to
dark I could burely squecze the rint an’ o beg-
gar's male of vittles out av it not to mind or-
unmintin' the owld cabin, that's ducant enough
alrendy, God knows, for the wretches that's in
it. . Yer honour; I paid you: yer rint, \\hcu it
cem out o my heart’s blood.”

Still no sign from the bnronet who turned
" again coldly to the stewnrd.

#¢Could anything be done with thlb fellow's
puatch:of lund? 7. .

Mr, M'Laren hcmtc.hed his head delibera-
tively.

¢ 1 dunno itll iver turn to mickle guid, Sir .

Albin,!? was his reply,. ‘¢ At the best it's but
puir soil, an’ these Irish bodies are.the.vern
“de'il—savin’ your worship—for exhausting it.
But there's & guid mon frac our country, one
Donald Ross, is sair distrest for a lectle bit o
pasture - ground, an’ if you pleased to throw
. .these couple o’ ficlds in . wi’ his holding, I dout
- ut you wud hae a safe tenant an’ a safe rent.”
.1 will," broke in'the baronet, impatiently,
tgrive this man s 'month to rid the estate of his
presence. . We'll have none such lazy louts on
Ashenfield.”  The greatmandpoke with vulgar
' vengefulnesss—a vengefulness ;all the smaller
for the contrast between svenger and victim,
Not dirt alone was Tude Ryan's crime. B
"The peasont heard -his. doom stolidly, His
agonizing wife sank on her knees inan nmtude
of utter miséry, ; ' .
#“Oh!. have ' mercy, yer honor—}mve gome
merey!” she crivd. . % You are a father .yerself

—oh!-think what you would feel av yer ﬁtz\r-v.‘

vin’ childher wor dhriven out ny the ovnllyknpot‘

they had ondher Heaven, to die by the rond.
side! Have merey, us you expect muré)" ycr-
seler

« \[y good woman, you are mudl” sxud lhc
baronet.

“T may well be mnd yer honox—-‘twould
be the blessed cxduum. for me to be mad or
dend "

“ M'Laren, come onl ' and the grcut umn’u
horse, umu.olmg,, almost trampled the kneeling
suppliant,

With a fierce ery, R)un lulpcd to the haraey
head, and chucl\ud the bridle with, such vio-
lcncc, the animal plunged and reared in terror.

# Stop a minnit," he thundered wildly, des-
perately.  #1 can’t have the handful av oats
suved in o month—do you want to rob me o
that, too 7" :

“ Of everything that can mnke you insolent,'
cried the baronet, in furious rage. # Leave go
the reins, fellow I

“anc go the ranes, yon lmpxddcnt VAr.
mint?” and Ryan's hend was struck dowh from
the bridle by u blow of the bailifi’s klron-londed
whip, . N
- A demon flashed in the peasant’s eye for s

moment ; but with & plunge that nearly upset
him, the grcnt man's horse was away and Tade -
Ryan turned with nigh-broken heart to his

enbin—his no more—to cateh his starving wife
in his arms as she swooned at last.
CHAPTER XXV,
ROMANTIC MARCHIONESS,

er Albm Artslade went on his;way as ]lghtly,

as if he had not trodden out the hope of five
young lives": indeed ‘a8 if thst same stamping

out were only a poor holocaust on the altar of ..

his greatness.
pily.

The power of nchcs W2, n(ter z\“ thc. only
wenpon with which he sought to:conquer hap-
piness, not to woo it ; which, fust as he followed,

He went Iightly but not hap-

retired faster and faster, till now,. on' the high .
pinnacle ‘of rank. and power, with the strong .

sun and the strong storms of eminence beating
in His face, Happiness secmed still afar off be-
yond' heights' he. could not' climb, .in, clouds
there was no reaching : and on his great peak

he stood; tearing his hair and rankling his

heart, insatinte and insatiable, looking towards

the Happiness that luoked back mockery on his‘ . ;y

exalted wretchedness. - | . o

. Yet he would conquer. all .that rxcheu could
conquer : he would: buy. honors . though: thero . ;
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was no honor in them : he would rifle society of
its prizes, ils golden ashy-fruited prizes, wring
plaudits from the lips, though there were curses
and sneers in - the. hearts 3 he would go on—on
“restlessly—hating  and hated—agnin like o
small Baal—drended idol, hated god—on to
wide-renching devastation of the recusants, to
loud-sounding  cymbals of the pronc-hearted
herd, to revenge on all kis world, if not to vic-
tory. He had the cournge of Happiness, want-
ing the simple goodness without which the
thing named Happiness is fire-material without
fire, -

How those busy ambitions tortured him!
How would one glimpse of that tempestuous
furnace of a heart. of his have made Tade
Ryan's undilated poverty look bright in con-
trust ; how would it have reconeiled him to the
empty stomach hard by the clean heart l—and
strangled the murderous thoughts that were
éntering there, and hailed and embraced and
thrice welcomed the holy crowds of sorrows
which were guthering ub every avenue of his
thoughts and -hopes !

But now. that his projects of revenge were
nearly all accomplished—now that all the old
people were gone out in sorrow, dead or crush-
ed hopelessly—now that every trace of original
menness  was effuced, - save the -Balshazzar
charncters writ in his-own heart, which nothing
could efface—now: that he had ereated for him-
self a litlle world in which. he was worshipped

as a God, and’ all remembrance save of his
“greatness blotted out—Sir Albin Avtslade had
leisure for other L]mughfs, chief of which was
this—that all fruit of his life's labours must die
with him, e had no son who would be Sir
Albin Artslade when he: hud passed away : the
name, the trivmph, all would-be covered up
in lh(. grave, if he had no son to transmit their
fame,

Aft And this « I1” led him into n tmin of
thought which had several times before flashed
across his mind, but:only vaguely: now.in
somewhat distinet and settled shape—thought
-which carried him back to distant dreams and
pssions—distorted visions. of love—which he

conld bargly. remember, so pitchy dark a period
- covered the years ever since with their tangled

uncouth ambitions. ., Not that u ray of softness
. teached him now;-but misty speculations of in-
terest and necessity. which pleased him.

In this frame of mind:Sir -Albin Artslade had

ridden on, and_half unconsciously allowed his |°

horse Lo strny through. the avenue of old Kil-

sheelan Park (now a purposely neglected ‘sheep-r

wallk, with - grass-grown ‘drive’ and unkempt
undcnwood to remind the viclor eternally of his
victory) ¢ whcu ws the baronct und his hench-
men upprouchu\ the 'old Castle, two female fig.
ures emerged froni the ruins; the one older,
more richly-dressed and bedizéned than - the
other, but each in her wuy o pleusunt picture,

What freak of fate was it, chiming in with
his thoughts, that thus threw in Sir Albin Art-
slade’s way his amiable guest, the Marchioness
of Bulblington? - For he immediately recog-
nized her in one of the figures ; and to his mind
she Tind never looked so lovely andamiable be-
fore, T'ricked cut in a gruzy summer costume,
with the shapeliness of hier bust well displayed,
her languishing dark eyes radiantly bright,
and the ravages of time concealed under many
u benutifying touch, the Marchioness wanted no
single grace or bumiy that a man conslduubly
above middie age would look for.

And above all she was so natural ! So natu-
ral, that she started quite girlishly ut sight of’
the spproaching horsemen, and gave o bewit
ching litte cry of surprise and delight on find-" -
ing one of them to be Sir Albin.

# Oh! Sir Albin, this is, indeed, a plcubnnt
surprise,” she cried, with the sume girlish im-
pulsiveness, as she advanced to meet the bar-
onet. 1 hope you won't be shocked to find
me wandering alone so far from home——you see
I have “nlready domesticated my S(.lf 1 ghe
added, in pretty confusion, I am for ever
Lhmkmg myselfat home hcxc n

#1 thought you were unwell, Lady Babbling-
ton," snid- the baronet, gallantly dismounting,
nnd pressing - the snowy-white httlc hnnd deli-
cately entrusted to his.

T was just u little fatigued——you know we
played whist to an- unconscionably late hour
last uigl)t; Sir Albin—we’re such an admirable
match? Bubt I wore it off,” she went on hur-
viedly, ng'if in her innocence she had made her
Inst remark rather too f)ointcd. # The morning
was 50 fresh and lovely, it quite cheated me in-
to n long . walk, and \hss Artslade and Adol-
phius were awny amusing one another, as child-
ren will, 1 thonght, for the z\d\'cnl\\r\, of the
thmg—I’m unpardonably foid of adventurel—
T would explore those old ruins for mysc]t and”
suvprise you all at dinner with my discoveries.
Wasn't it romantic???

- # Tt must have been dnl] 1 think.” obser\ ed
the bLaronet, dryly. :

By no menns, Sir Albin, 'This dear child ”—
turning {o ‘her “young ‘companion, who had
wodestly velired .« few yards ofti—tt has beesnt ‘a
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charming cicerone : indeed, she can tell roman.
ces as preitily as f Clarissa’ herself, and interests
me a great deal more. - When you surprised us
50 agreenbly, she was in the most exciting part
of the history—how & fine old house went to
wreek and ruin—how the last of their line—
such a glorious boy ! as she describes him—~—was
driven out upon the world n friendless panper
—I assure you we nearly wept together over
his fate, it was so snd and noble—didn's we,
Miss Marton 2"

“ You forget it was all a romance, my lady,”
said her companion, her sweet face red as scur-
let, natheless her affected gaiety. ¢ And now,
if you plewse, [ will say good-bye. My futher
will be calling for me."”

The Marchioness extended her band with renl
frankness, . :

¢t Good-bye, my dear child,” she suid, “andif
you think better of my offer—if you will ex-
change this old place for one where there's
plenty of joy in store for youth and beauty—"

¢t My lady, 1 cannot think better of it. But
I thank you deeply,”” and kissing the Marchio-
ness' hand gracefully, the light figure vanished
like 2 sunbenm,

“ What o sweet child?

‘The Marchioness turned sm:lmg!y to er
Albin Artslade for endorsement of the opinion,
and was not u little startled to find his gaze
rivetted on the spot where her young friend
bnd disappeared, with a smmge troubled fug.
eination which nearly frightened her,

“Who is that girl?”" he asked, half uncon-
sciously, as if wrestling with memories, dim
and shadowy, but troublesome-—~which some
spell had awakened from their long sleepm
conscicnee’s land., ,

Her ladyship made imalicious note of hla
interest.

¢ Phe caretaker's daughter, T believe,” shc
said, quietly. - ¢ Rose Marton, she told me is

“her name, - She is a surprising child for & care-’

taker's danghter”

# Who is this carctaker 7® askcd the baronet,
abruptly, of Mr, Duncen M’ Laren, who wag all
this time dawdling about moﬂ'en.sxve]) .

% An auld body from London, Sir Albin,”
was the reply. ¥ Puir mon ! he's. for ever laid

<. up wil ‘ln, rheumsatics, an’ gangs not e’en-to

kirk o Sabbaths.

¢ From London 77

wAy, Sir Albin—he an’ his dochter—tlmt win-
some lassie ye hae jist seen—live up there alone
in that ould rookery those two years fully

“Tho.t girl is his dnu&hter then 27

« Bless us yes, sir—1

# Pooh ! of course she is 1 the baronet eried,
in audible soliloquy. "¢ M'Laren, 1 will not
want you further to-day. Murphy, take charge
of my horse. I will veturn on foot ; that is "~
he added, with @ stifl bow to the Marclhioness,
=4 if you will not reject my escort.”?

fNever was the condition more unnecos-
sury, Sie Albin,? said the Marchioness, softiy,
with n languishing sweetness in her -voice
which was not wholly lost on her companion,
thick as was the casing of his emotional
nature,

They turned together into a little woody
glade, through which there wos o shortey pas-
sage lowards Ashenfield, and found that its
cool wnpbruge guve u ;:rmcful shelter from the
sun's rays, wnmien came softly through the
arching - vranenes, ana wmto the grassy. nooks
which openea un evury side of them,

Lady Bavonugiou was in celestial temper—
celestial event e one wno never fell below the
amiable 1n soctery s parometer—and chatted on”
celestialty o cetestial things, ~ But the baronet
wis not yev ria o1 these tronblesome ghost-
memories Jfose Marion s sweet face had awnk-

fened, aua ever una anon he found himself -

v.n,stlmz With toem strangely,

(T8 curwus I'* ne exclaimed once, qmtc
abstracteaty, 1t cknnot be, and yet that -
gil’s fuce reniuas we srangely of one I'knew
ycu.rs—lon'r years /g0,

“Ah! “ g ner -jadyship, somv intimating
in this way ynat ane was a listener, yet know-
ing. not wnay parL nue was expeeted o take in
a conversnton ot wnich she knew nothing. )

#The very eyes—eaa hair—everything the
samel” ne weut ous 50 absorbed in  his
thougl\ta us seemed ta forget qmu that he
Wa§ not fsiumv .

4 Doubuess, some sweet syren- was in your
thoughta, zugesea wne \{m-r.b\onesa play-
fully, “4¢Ani Sir Atpin 7

- & Pshaw 1tn1y 16 cnitdish 1 cried the lmronet,f
half-fiercewy, as 11 ne were crushing down some
thought tnv woxea spring up again: then, to
the Marcmoness : « you will excuse me, Lady.
Babblington—it wax oniv & passing thought of
one I betrienaey tony ago in London ”

# You mex niways do befriend pretty girls
ssid the Marcmoncss, roguishly, not without a
woman's curtosivy o know moere of the cause
of Sir Albiny unwonted agitation.” #Shemust
be uncommonty prem,lt‘ the caretaker's dnugh- '
ter reminas you ot her so strongly " i )

"4 8ha was pretey,” suid the bavonet gloom\lv
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# Was? - The poor thing died, then 7"

1 0h, yes—I believe s0," the baronet re-
plied, hursidly. ¢ She was only *a strolling
player, and—and 1 lost sight of her, But
haven't we taken a ridiculous interest in her 7"

* Not al al}, Sir Albin, anything that con-
cerns you cin never be without interest for
me," und the dark eyes melted in tenderness us
they sought the baronet's, and, resting there
for 2 moment, seemed to swoon of pussionate
love, ‘

% You nre very kind

#“ ARl 8ir Albin,! and the dark eyes were
going aguin on their mission of tenderness,
when a startled cry of # What's that P’ from the
buronet, mede her cling closer to his side,

In one of the little shudy nooks before them,
almost environed- Ly clustering shrubs and
creepers, was stretched o young man, so deeply
buried in the book he was reading, that he
never noticed their approach ; but, immediate-
ly that he suw them, starting up, he dashed
through the underwood, and in a motnent was
Tost 10 sight in'the deep grove which extended
thence up the mountain side,

\\'llh & ery ofalarm, the Murduomas fainted
away in thé baronet’s arms.

Sir Albin “Artslade had caught on] ¥ one
g,lnupae of the stranger’s fuce; but it was
eriough to ussure him he hiad been face to fucc
with Gerald O'Dwyer ; and without quite know-
ing why, a strange tigerish rage tuok posses-
sion of him’,

- “leavens! what a dny of surpn.scs " he cned
savugely. ¢4It was not enough ske should come
out of her grave to mock me, but this nccursed

beggar must eross my path againl It was he,

“beyond doubt : but what can he want here 7]

'T'o redeem the mortages, could it be? - Tmpos-
sible? The fool Lurned his own titlexdeeds
when he burned the Castle; and mine—they ure
where he ean never challenge them., The
Government have warned me of some Popish
rebellion - brewing © somewhere  here-nbouts,
Could this young madeap be at the bottom of
it? By G-— I have it! The Government talk
of French ofticers organizing the country—and
he was a French ‘officer—so they told me.” Ha,
~hat the ruhcul bas trapped himself famously,
To hxmg ke a dog beforé his front gate—what
a glorious end of the O'Dwyers of Kilsbeelan 7"
From which charitable wﬂcctlon, Lie wus re-
called, by n'low sigh, to the kno\v]ulge that the
Mnnlnom.hs of Bubblmgtouhx) fumtmg in hn}
arms,
is first nnpuls; was to let drop his bmdun,

un(l trust fo woman’ 8 rccupumhve power to do
the remaninder, Butluudhe; counsels triumph-
ed.  The lhou;,hts which the above related
incidents disturbed eame on him now again
with triple force. . Mere in his arms, clinging .
to him with unnecessary fervour, wus & woman
of noble birth—one whose name wus a key to
the best society in London—who plainly locked
an him with partiality, if with no very ardent
love, A fine woman too—for, though the
bloom on her cheeks looked unnatural enough
now, lier broud, heaving bogom, and queenly
head pillowed trustingly on his shoulder, cover-
¢d many a fault,

Sir Albin Artslade was not softened in the
lenst, but reconciled to a necessily.

He lnid the fainting form somewhat tenderly
on n grassy bank, while he fetched from a
ncighboring rill a little cold water with which
he sprinkled her forehead, .
C“Faught”  He shrugged his shoulders in
disgust, as the moisture raised u clanmy
powder on the skin. But, mastering the sensa-
tion with an ugly grin, as though o wedicine.
dose, he beut down, with sundry ‘unloverlike
grimacos, and kissed the sleeping benuty’s lips.

Wlu.ruu on the mumnt the lnngulbhmg
dark e) (2] opu)cd, al] beaming with tenderness,
and n voice which was not very reproachful, ex-
‘clnimed ;

“Oh ! Sir A]bm "

'l‘lmt night, the Marquis of Babblington mudov
his way, dispirited und tremblmg, to his moth-
er's c)mmbu- where he found. that etce]lent
lady beaming with triumph, which Adolphus,
with the recollection of - the arbour secne still
freshly horrible, could ill sympathise with.

“Dolph, you have not succeeded?”
Marchioness nsked, quickly, noting his Miserers ™
face,

#N-not cmcth ma—"

¢ No matter, boy—-[ have "

CHAPTER XXVI.
FATHER JOUN u‘xmnnué A JOURNEY.

‘We return onee more to Father Q'Meara’s
cotlage, in the little thchcn of which we dis-
cover the good priest holdmg levée with the a8~
sembled mnisery of liis pamh-—u rngged fmu-_ .
ished pathering of widows, orphans, cripples, .
und miscellaneous starvelings, united in hun-
gry brotherbood, ﬁmong whom ‘the priest's .
y.mod chcery fucc shom. ag. an mvxgorutmg
sun,

One’ by one he wasg’ dmmssmg them, w1th
such poor spolls 18 ‘wore still - Jeft lmn to dc .

The ~
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poil himself of, all the while casting uncasy
thief-like glances towxird-‘. the door, ‘as if hi
expected to'be dx:.covuul in his w ork of rob-
bery. .

¢ Fair play, now, Judy—fuir playis a jowel,”
he cried, good humouredly, to one old hag who
was helping herself liberally out of a heap of
potatoes in the corner.  # You won't' lave me n
potato to bless mysclf with,”’

#Wisha, yer rivieence, 'tis T wouldn’t lave
vou'idout a goold crown, not to talk o’ a hand-
ful o’ praties if the times were what they used
to be; but that poor gorsoun o' mine, is goin’
hard o' the decline, and sorta the taste o fuod
he had this blusscd day.”

# There, there, be offt with yourself, Judy ;
and don't let Biddy sce you for your life, or
we'd all'come infor snncks,  They didn't léave
vou the little pig, Mrs. Malone, did they 77

“They didn't lave me the straw that was
ondher her, yer rivirence, the' murdherins
thieves " said a bxttcr.fuccd old woman, w ho
carried'a blind' boy at her side,

“ Cheer up, Mrs, Mulone, (;od punishes thosc
whom He loves,”

w Be"or, then, yer riv? lencc He' must be
xmght\' fond o' me, an"He dosen't care a but-
ton “for the oul(l t)r:mt in tht, -'r(.'lt ]lOl\bL,
beyant.”

“ Youw're a drcadful old sixmer, Mrs. Malone
—I never will'get any good of you. There’s &
fip'penny biz-for the snuff; and now be off if
you'don’t want me to curse you with bell, book
and- candle light ‘for a hardened old h(.u.tlc. o

“Oht the Lord save us, your nv'rcncc—l 11
go this ‘minnit an’ say a Pnthu-an-.\v "

Vel Jerry,' old man—"'he old story I sup-
posc—nothmw in thie pot, eh? "

Not exactly, yer rivirence : but wid res-
pccts ‘to you, there iswt & shred o the ould
breeches together? and the speaker pumtcd
to his dmphonoub shndo“y nether ;:,nrmcuh as
cloquent testimony that he did not éxngigir-
ate. : {

i Why, you robber-of-the-dcad you. don’t
think I I\ct.p a tailor’s shop on the pxumsua? "

5 Begor T'wouldn't bi wldoub the ould blLL-
ches if you did, yer rivirence”

“YWhat on c.u'th \ull Buld) gay t() all’ Hne?
But| wait’ thenc i momcnh .Tcny;” wnu the

_ priest harried olit of the’ 1oom returnnw m @

n.w'momcut-; \uth somct]nn«r miude up m .

-bun(lle, which- he thrust mto the old man’s

arms's ¢ ‘Iow ru’ hkc a Rcdslmnlc, or T won t
answer for the conscq -nccs” ot
Thc old mo.n was m n" oﬁ‘ us rnsl a< o

years and & lnme leg would permit, when a
shrill.female voice in the pusausu blought him
to a standstill w ilth—-

“# What's (hut you have there "

# Murder-and-Trish, tis Biddy 1" eried I¢ utht.r .
John, with wuaulu.thh, tu,pldutlou i Now for
a scene” )

And while he spoke, the sc\'cx’e‘form of the
priest’s housekeeper appeared at the kitehen
door, lugging after her poor Jerry, whom she
obliged ignominiously to disgorge the bundle
on the floor.

#'The Lord give me p.'\tn.ncel his own Sun-
day pants!"

1t wiis too much for thc w orlh) hOllsL]\chLl‘
who for some inoments looked from the pants
to Jerry, and from Jerry to the mob of chartered
plunderers, and from them :MLin to Father
John, in spcuclﬂess indignation, It was with
u mighty sensc of relief she at last found words
to exclaim, with scathing emphasis '

¢ Fathér John, I'm sshamed of you, sir T’
‘ashamed of youl™”

Father John looked and felt us if hc was ns-
hamed of hlmsclf and preserved meck silence
till, the flood-gates of blddy’b wrath at lt.l)"Ul
bcm" Toosened, she burst forth in an mdmnuut.
torrent of reproach.

* ¢ Father O’Mcaru " she c\(.Immed Iofuly tig
there an atom of bmms left in yer head ? or do ‘
you {ake me for & born idiot ? 91 -

]:.xlhu Iohn mtlmutcd mildly thnb he. had
the very highest opinion of her sanity.

# Then, Father O'Meara, 1 h«,g luvc to tell .
you réspeetfully £hl:...thub av you're gom’ to
lave nothmg liere but the four walls, an’ av you
have any fancy for livin’ on air an well-wather,
well uml good but—wid “all r«,apect I suy it,
sir—1* m not goin’ to join you,”

" Nonscnse, Biddy—never sn_y die. while.
there's u shot in the locker.” '

SEEA shot in the locker, indeed ! » rcpcalcd the
hOlthLCc]lOr bCOlnfll“) #Td like o know
what yer riverence mnm.s b) wshot in the lock-
er.whin you don’t ]\no“ from wan day 16 an-
other whether you'll havé a, blt to put into yer
mouth, or.a cont to puh on'yer bncl\ by dint of
robbin’ :m’ pl\m(lum’ )cr.sclf l‘m L\‘U’) Jdirty -
sprissaun tlmt suys, he's lnmgr .. Get out wud
ye, lhis mmmt )u mance 1.Lgnnmﬂmb " ghe
(.ru.d turnmg ﬁcrccly on thc, m.mxshe(l ucmd of
bcgbmrs, S bt.h(.w. )t,d n.tc the. flesh down off
his hom.s, v )(. L!\ougi\t’t\\m\l(l fill yer hl.lhu‘
ofY \n(l ye, this mmmf ye. thu.vm rogues, uv'
ye dow't’ want the itbie o' bitin' wather o fol-, )
l.()\\'v)cl’”“( R
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In o twinkling, the l\llchcnwnb cleared, crip-
plés, “widows, " orphans ‘and ul) ﬂymg belter
skelier from thc cmngcdhoum.’lcucpt.r wlno, now
that the victery’ Was won, bug:m 10 think she

might possilly Tt bedw um,l\uutxtblc and,to |-

aténe for any such contmgulcy cast some su\.-
plicatory prayers wild 1ooks . towarils Huwul
and, in contrite soliloquy; éxclaimed,

“ Oh tthen, may the Lord: tolgn'«, you l-uth-
er Johu, for ull yoursinst®

;\mux B\ddv " said the pncht with a smile,
“ Saya rosary fol we, like o gaod ‘sonl, and
then perhaps yow'll be nb]u to rulm. n fc» tum-
Llers*of punch!? "

Wherenpon he Jeft the kitehen i full posses-
sion “of the' conqueror, who, as lu. turnid his
back, followed hing with «- Iool\ of affectionute
u_\’ucm.c sned - then, rising hu
Heaven, unmrl‘cd nn_n(ull\ B i

vW Lll, glory be to God!—tis lnnndf hus
the big heart, afterali 1 :

* You must be sick of waiting, Gerald,” cried
Fdther Ju]m as he Lurst info the litQe pxulor
where (.umld O'Dwyer, looking paler and sag-
det than tsunl; wns nw munglnm
mnl\mg nzvcdt‘ucqunltcd \uth u little of my
neighbors’ miseries; If 17w ew to” bid &,ood
morrow to all the miserics I mLLt oW -u-duy
1 would infallibly di¢ “of thé dumps
have not l\cpt you too long" o

By no mearns, sir: my nu\‘s Ib of u kde
ant tirno hmr) lo tellr o ‘

Bid news! “Then il kéep tl]l \\c vehad
a Lmublcr of punch which will be il tht. BW et
er, thiat T bcllw ’tl.s tlw lust dxop in t g
'.]Ll” EEPHEREI

uy’cé to

1 ’hopcyl

And the’ last drap }mvmg, under thc mﬂu-t

encé of B\dd) 5 blcsmm,s and hot wate swo)hd

into two stewmning tumb!v.ra-full ]euthu‘ Jolm '

announced ’ lumu.]f ruuly to huu‘ tho “ox.st

‘news’ ihat’ tfanspired sinée thc full of Adrun i N
nul smu:h)_‘

were it the cullmtd Jencrule (or
itsel; R
“You lmvcn’t, hc-xrd of the uffmr m Dub]m
yeslcrdny 17 asked O'Dwyer, |
W Iu Duplm-hmv ' poukl I?

cd up )et" :
' 'lcylllxood lhc lllllllh were stupped—

C:uuum\' to think of Ireland unv ‘more,

Y \\(lh)\lht

) t,hou'rhl\\ ould bhuc mto ruo]utlon ‘
they w cle W romr—-all mcn arg \\ho tllmk t]mt"j’
"nuked Yight' can® struggle long in o dm of
They are expinting their! ﬁnc exrox to-

Naw umc I’

: \\ hnt follm\s'ﬁuluru in Ip,lnnd

rcuchcd me this ‘nor! mng before dawn to wurn

me’ T piust fiy for my life,

u‘ I'vc no’ fzmc_y

Tor hnnvrmg——ﬂmt ull i5 ov, er W txh Lhc mhurn.t.- '

tion 1

« Bub yon spcnk in nddl«.s still Lo me,
thcrc‘th(.n Dbeen’ an msun(.ctlon—-— ‘

“he hun) g,host of an msuncc(ion—3 oS,
' almost nshamed to tell the story ns it has
been told to me.
the Trish invasion plo_]u:t wits finully griven up
—that \'npoleun wis {060, )X\\\Lh ocu\)md with

Ht'xx'

thit

fleets e sw ir;lL like chafl by the English,” Dis-
gust, dese rtlon and treason mnd-. “short work
of the Irish org.mu..ltlon—ltcn\'(,n hLlp us ! we

ave always fond ‘ehough {0 hdpe without eause
and Lo desprir without necessity!
better, perhaps, to' let our ‘darling project die,

hard s we woiked to put the life in it ; but 1t '

senns our failure ‘mtist alway§ be tmgxc A
fow of the Dublin Directory, hcmm" they were

betrayed,” and ‘thatthere was n plob for thiir

capture, thought to die like soldicrs, nud—f.ul-
(.d of cottrse .
tumu]t in the streets of the (.nplt.ll w)uch thiy

t\nc\ms
day—tlic best Lu\d lmwcst. of u\em lie in’ prison,
waiting 10'be ]mng(.d or .uo ﬂ) mg—-—Cod knows
\\'hen. | Tather John T am'sick, of
[ mn) “end of all’ om hopes!™

A tear startul to ‘the prnest’b ‘eyé a8 hc llst-v

Néwis catie from '[‘x.mLc Lhnt ’

It liad been

Yesterduy they raised an 140}.11(:(1 ]

Ofcomsc‘ ‘

Whnt

and B
;evenif he had 1hé best wighes in the
world, his hands were hopelessly ticd, for bis

‘ened, und thc) cluspcd onc nuothcrs hnnda n -

dmnb sof row

was all'lie'could say.

at Bub nro you

still mmblmg in his e)u s 'l‘lu,u.
plenty af t(mtot to ﬂu. lost cn.use
not b(. sife “llb momentl I lmow ‘tdd el

lel‘Lllle ofL

an old mai Wio loolks b.\ck 0\' (0}

i Gdd hclp poor. Ircland l-—-thc old, old f.nle '"::",

lou umy

I ]1fc (1t sccm .

'J.‘hc) were silent m\hxle-—cm,h occupu,d w 1th o
the’ smm .solemn thoughts .
‘ot 1omng tune 3oulself my
bo) o ub angth ns);od Father, Jo]m “the te'xr"r"

’l’he scan ot‘ i
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od an age long) of aimlessness and failure—the
prospects to which he was born, vanished like
distant drenms—the hope of his life farther

- than ever from attainment—every joy and am-

bition and struggle of his withered by the piti
less Destiny that scemed to attend him.  And
now that the end sppeared nigh with its Peace
and Rest, he almost longed to meet it,

Almost! There was still one link which at-
tached his heart to the world, T'here was one
spot in his Heart' which was still Paradise—
flowering into youth's undying hope, filled with
& delicious presence : whither from the realities
of his lonely 1ife, he could retire and sleep on
asphodel, drenming n sweet dream.  Though
he searcely admitted it to himself, much less
breathed it to the world, he loved Rose Marton,

* with all the chivalry and fervor of his nature,

Perhaps his long hours of solitary thought gave
bridle to his imagination : it had become a
marvellous enjoyment to him to hover uround
her unseen: to see her in the garden like a
beautiful fairy, to see her in the moonlight on
the western battlements like & celestial spirit,
better still to think of her ss the womnn in that
peevish old mnn's home. He did not know
her, and scarcel; hoped ever to know her: he

knew his love vms an 1llusmn but it wasan| -

unselfish one which yet, in the patience of this
buried beauty, brought balm to his own ill-
fated squl As long as the world held her it was
not all a desert,  Yet what & dreary hopeless
waste it was all round, bounded only by God’s
Heaven—yith Kllsheelan mourning in its ruins,
with strangers on every side, with the o]d
people and the old timesand all {nm!lmr Lhmgs
and faces fading painfully away, and now with
the Revolution, which was to repair alI vonish-
ing in absurd delusxon—“ ith the gxbbct frown-
ing blackly in the issue |’

t T don’t know whether I owe so much to

Life that I should take' much trouble to shelter

it, 'sir,”? he smd “smiling sadly, ‘‘but at all
events, I have no immediate ground for fcur I
will remain at the Castle for a while.” ‘
“My dear boy, it is madness,!” said thc
priest, camestly' HThe game is hopeless now,
if is ever was hopet‘ul Surely you do not utlll

" think of sendmg our atanmg pensnnts to the

slaughter? ¥
« I never dn.umed of tfxal sxr, and now less
than ¢ver ; though, Gdd' knows! if sulcide were

. 'not a crime, their best fricnds would tell them
‘e soldnr’b death was nobler than a dog's.!”

“But-the soldier's death'is not the death of a
gheep ina alnughtcx-house n .

“You are right, sir; our poor 1)(,01)11, cannot
even dle But there z\rc a thousand other rea.
sons w h} 1 must remain,  In the first plu.cc, 1
am safe enough in‘the old Castle,” .

¢ Remember Sir Albin A:lsludz, has seen you;
be is not likely to be your friend.”

#It wag unfortunate he should have cuught
we napping.  But it wasa ‘moment’s watk—he
could never have recognized in me the beard-
less boy he knew three years ago,  Even if he
did, he might search the Castle ten times over
mthout unearthing me : there are crannies in |
the place one could hmdl) explore in u life-
time.”

# 8ir Albin Artslade isa shrewd man, Gerald,”
sajd the priest, gravely, tand cruel one. Do
sure, if he has seen you, he knows you, and will
not rest till he knows more, As o magistrate,
too, in the confidence of the government, he
will nssuredly get notics of your presence
here.” )

“ Be it s0: I will remain, Remember I nm
commissioned from France, und capnot desert
my post on & \nguc suspicion of danger, tin I
hear something more terrible than that a street
berricade was demohsht.d AWl may not yet be
lost for Ireland.” ‘
T'he priest shook his hcnd
ull i1 lost 1 he said sndU

it At any rate there is one other refson : pcr-
haps I should rather say “eraze (aud it {8 per-
haps the strongest of nll), W lm.h \nll not allow -
me leavo Kilsheelan? .

The priest had on]y to ]ook into the ﬂushcd
face and ardent cyes of his young fricnd to
know what the craze was, ', By a movement of
sympntm they clnsped one nnothcr’s ]umdx,
and knew there wasno seeret between them.., .

# AR Gcmld 1 was b(.gmning to. thmk you )
would not be lom; Up at'the caslle in the char. .
acter of anchorite"— .

# Tpon my honour sxr, you ‘mistnke—I hmo :
never exchanged 8 word with Miss Rose Murton,‘ )
and nevér hope'to)

% Pooh | boy, you necd not blush hLe a bnby
——-our worth) friend Adnm Jost andlse for less
cnuec Iam qmtc proud ofmy prctty pemtmt o
if it was only for 'the conqust “Hist! "That,
was like the sound of a' horn, wnsn‘tlt'} Ay, :
there 'tis again!. 1t'g the mail-car'?

And presently with 8, loud funfare " from’ tho.
dnvcr the lumbcrmg old mail-conch wuddlcd'
up thc hx]kenny Rond ‘giirrounded * with an
enger crowd, to whom the: driver was, mth an

“ For ou; day

news of“ the " nsm,;, gn\uished \\ith fanciful.

oir of vast 1mpormncc communicating| 0‘(01“"3‘,,‘ -
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' ’plgmrcs of his own mnn cllous adventures with
the rebels.

Mistress Biddy.hnving intercoptcd the conch,
and having given the driver tounderstand, with
considerable bitterness, that it was *‘no rau.
meshe about himself or his rebbils," she wanted,
but ¢ his riv'rence's Evenin' Poat," rotumcd
with i to the parlor where Father John eagerly
‘tore open the newspaper,

There sure’ enough, with all due emphasis
and details, an account stared them in the face
of the emeute in Dublin the ‘day before, with-its
speedy suppression, and the sorry calendar of
victims it had given to thc out-raged majesty of
the lnw,

U But stop'! What 18 this " cried the priest,

. .starting in amazement, and rubbing his cyes ns
another pnmgrnph attmotcd his attention,
U Why surely my eyes are not—-—No, fnit‘h‘, iv's

*there in black and white | No mistake about it.”
4 Good news sure]y,mr by your looks 7 The
French }—can they have landed 7" )

u Better stlll, my boy, for present purposes—

' yovu'rvun»c]c, Lord Atholston, has been appointed
Chief Secretary for . Ireland (" cried the priest,

-pushing ACTOBY the ne\\bpnper to Gcmld who

read ;—
‘ "Thu Lom\on packct, “h\ch hu )un\ arrived at
Howih, brings the awthentic’snnouncement that \bc
Earl of Atholston, iho eminent Tory sintesman and ora-
tor, of Atholston Manor, Northumberiand, and connected
by marriage with an anctent Iriah fnmny, hing been pp-
potated to succoed Lord ‘Augustus Blank in the Chicf
Becretaryship of Ireland, The appointment will be hatl-
od with univeraal satisfaction In this country whore

“tho tame of his lordahip’a great ability and generouns

. aympathy for Ireland has precoded him. Lord Athols-

-tonwas to havoleft London Iast nlght for his post,
owlng to tho disturbed atato of the counlr), and is

- thorefore expected to arrive in Dubun t0- morruw 1"

i Glorlous news | xsn’t it 7" cried the priest
1mpntlcmly

# Poor old man 1 am glad of it for his sake,”
said Gem]d, quictly. It wasan o}d nmbmon
of his'to do Justlcc to Ireland, and 1 do believe,
if ane good heart could do it, it were donc '

“You'seem'to take it very cooly,” said.the
priest, rather dnmpcd m h)s enthusiastic joy
ovor the news; R . .
©#FRr from it sir , indeed : i T lmd no other
rcnson, ‘Lord’ Atholston’s kmdness and fundncss
for me would have given mc good cnusc to Te-
_)oice i his ndvancoment,”

7 But ‘ean’t’ you soe any better rcnson my.
boy? -Why, it's ‘clear as light to any but a
moon-mck enthuslast, You know how hc Wi ould

have hct‘ricndcd you before but for your—par- |

don me, my boy !—perverse folly. ~ He is:all-
powerful now-—one word of his- will! transform

‘you wero the Inst man on earth 1 Bhould have

‘madness fo die for ﬁd\,ht) when (rm\or% rmm

you from'a hunted outlaw Into the happy lord
of Kilgheelan.”

“ What! Tum vulgar apostntel Join the
mob of traitors to poor Ireland! Father John

looked to for this ndvice.” ]

My boy you judge mo hnstlly n

“IfY do, sir, I will be happy to ask yonr
pardon ”

4 Gerald 0’Dwyer, one may be Yoo sensitive,
and forget there is a- word called ¢ discretion”
with a grand meaning to it.” You have done
enough, Heaven knows | for honor and principle
~—do gomething now for reagon and duty—the
duty you owe your father, your people and your-
self. * 1f one glimpse of hope remained for Ire-
land in rebellion, I would be a rebel : but not
one glimpse remains.”

Gerald shook his head in mournful agsent.,

1t Surely you can promise no principle that is
worth calling & principle by accepting inexor-
able necessity—no more than you do by breath-
ing the air which our masters breathe also,
Why cast away a life devoted to a great duty in
wrestling with Destiny? - Surely, Heaven has
sent you this prospect of rescue and triumph..
You have nothing to’ betray ‘in consenting to
Yivo. If you “will not think of yourself, think of
your poor father—think what his memory bids
you do—think of the hclpless people that ery
out toyon to save them 1©' From what you know
yoursclr indeed from what the world says of
your uncle, I feel pcrsundcd you have onl) to
ngk, in order to obtain a full ‘)nrdotl for your
part in- this unhappy business.  “Who knows
but with that pardon may come.the recov ery of
your prize -moncy——thc recovery of Kilsheelan! -
Think over it, my boy, and then think of)our
fate if you devote )oursdf to ccrtnm ruin in a
hopeless cause,”

For ‘some moments Gerald O’Dwycr bent
his head in painful thoughit ; ; Tooked the dazzl-
ing tcmpfatlon strmghtm thc face; nnd-—-spum-
ed it.

u No Father 0“\icum, it is mxpossxb_lc," he
stid sndly but firmly. ¢¢Ibargained with rovo-
lutlon in its hey-day, and I will suffer with it
to the bitter end.? -

T

it

et

[ Gcmld this is childish.” -
- A5 the world thinks—it is—so it ‘may bo

the’ glbbcfr—unlmppxly my :perverse conscmncc
makes me child and madman.” :

“The ‘priess ~ shook his head, ‘sadly: he  saw
‘how fecble his' persunsion was ngmnst such
irrational heroism-as this. i
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980 THE HARD.

&

#No, Father John,” continued the soldicr,
more, gnll) “I thank you. du\pl; for. your
Even if I could
turn hl'\\‘\., and sue for pmdon :hecause I have
done what conscience. bade me .do, how ahould
I expect Lord Atholston, who is “above ali
things a man of honor, to h'\\(, any feeling but
one of Contuupb for thc wreteh who could not
even be a staunch rebel 7 And, were his gener-
osntv—lmv his cr«.duht\——-morc than human,
how should I chl\\len"c it, with the burning of
Kilsheelan still Im(] to my clmr"c and no pros-
pect of refuting xt—nnd .my ﬂlqht from him be-
fore rising up ﬂg'unsL me to accuse me.as &
coward and an imposter? I hope I will be

ready to chu]lengc the w Ol‘ll ThY erdict whenever |.

the world's verdict interests me': hut T will not
ccrtmnl\' commence by thro“mg myself on the
merey of the court. Talk of it no morc, Fath-
er Jolm : it is impossible.”? R
Father John talked of it no more ; l)ut. {]mt
mght after Gerald OD\\\er had Iv,ft for. his
retreat in the old castle, thc ;:ood puut w ho
for all his young friend’s obs(mnc\ wag in ev,d
lent humor mmouncul to, hm .aminble house-

_}\CL})LT tlmt he.was going to Dublm the next
- morning, m\d Aot o\\ld most hkc\) be s («.\s dx\v

from homc
i . To Dublm Fnthchohn P cwclulmtd Bldd),
mth some such horror as.she wi ou]d have hcnrd

_-him announce hc was. about to attempt the
- North East l"\ss'xgu.

¢ To Dublin?. 'To Dub-
]m"’ she repeated, as.if trying to rculxsc the
full import ef the news.. * I respectfully hope
yer riv'rence hnsn t ts\ken lme o! yer singes 1!
‘T hope. ‘not, indeed, Blddy” 5md the prxcst
good humouredly, :md I think \'ou'll be say-
ing, too, that T have my wits about me when T
bring you a canister of snuff as.big as your
head. . - - ;
“ITis )ou re, thc good W armnt cartml) fo .do
that same, yer riv'rence,” obscr\_cd the house-
keeper, with an emollient grin: but with a
severc: - protest  against. !sitch galhmnlmg
through the country’ still in the-hack  ground, .
I want you. to rub up m} blg coat,you

“know, Biddy"— -

# Big coat, indeed 1" said Bxddy mth Acorch-
ing sarcasm.. . ‘¢ It's n wonder you dow't.axe for
the gnow.that fell last Christmas.)’, ;

surely.” ; :
- 4. Per'aps; yer riv'rence is, plzwcd to forgcf. thni

‘the only big-coat you iverhad, at lnste.in myy:

time, yer riv'rence was omluuclx enongh—~1I,;

RS R o

humbh axe yer p.u(lon but therc's no. other

word for it— onshineh cliough tocut up for b]'hn-
kets for .the Kiltys—the thievin’ vagabones!
blankets they w i\uh.d v and the housckeeper's
awm fuiled in words to express itself, -

- ¥ XNever nun(l Buldv "gnid the priest, com-
plmuuth “Good blnnlu.ts it made for the
Kiltys." - ;

# Many a comfortnbl«, jOllrnL) yer rn"rcnce
med wid the same. big-coat,” suggested Biddy,
maliciously, :

# For variety sake,now we'llmaken _\oumc)
m{lmut it,"”? said Father John,

(T be continued.)

USE OF SILENCE.

A pl(v thnt 50 fc“ people understnnd the full
effect of well-timed silence!  Iow cloquent it
is in rcnhtr Acqnusccnce, contradiction,
difference, disdain, cmburmsbmcnt and awc
may all le e‘:pncsscd hy smmg nothmg It
may be necessary to ﬂhmtmtoytlns ;\ppﬂrdnb
pﬂrndO\ by n few nnmplcs Do you seck an
Assurance of your lnd\-lovc's nﬂu,txon? The
ﬂur one conﬁrms her lover's fondest hopes by
complmnt and an r\w,ntmg silence, Should’
you hear an assertion which: you mn) dccm
fn]sc, mndc by .some;one of whose veracity
pohtcncss may mthhold you -from  openly de-
chmng your doubt )ou ds,notc a difference, of
opinion by.remaining silent. Are you .receiv-
ing-n: reprimand from a supermr ?You mark
your rcspcct by an attcntnc sxlmcc Are 5ou
compelled” to liston fo the frivolous conversa-
tion of a fop?  You siginify _your opinion of
him by trcntmg Dis loquau{_y with contempin-
ous silence. . Again, how.much domestic; strife
might have been prevented, hm\ o(ten mxghk
the quarrel “which. by mutual nggm\nhon das,
perhnps texmnmtul in bloodqht,d had it been
checked in thc commcnccnn.nt b_) a;udzclous
511cnccl Thosc pcr‘:ona oul) w ho havc experi-
enced them nrc aware of thu b(,n(.ﬁcml effects
of thnt forbusmnce \\hlch lo thc cmspemtmg
thrult thc mnhclous mct.r or Lhc muustly
unpnlntt.d culpnlnhty .slmll nt.ver JANSWEr 8
but

hi)
xng “ t,h(. ast .

et

ERRIRURIIIEY

$ should only take troublein domg our dutv
and leave ev erylhing else in the hands of God, -
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REPLY T0 MR.

GLADSTONE,

Mr. Gladstone's third, and indeed, only serious
charge agnainst thc Catholic Church is; as every
reader is awares :

“ That no one can now become her conwrt
without renouncing his moral and mental free-
dom, and placing his civil loyalty and dut) nt
the mercy of another.”

He calls npon us, Catholics, to disprove this
charge, or failing in‘this, to throw off the pre-
tended * yoke, and bo]dl\ nqscrt our nbsolnu
freedom, :

How shall we mcct Mr. Gladstone ?

Simply thns: :

The Church claims authority over faith m)d
morals, over the intetiect and’ the conscience,
in ﬂpmhmls and temporals. !

“Here we would mark two things as distinet
from'oncanothers (1), the elaim of the Chureh,
and (2), the authority claimed.  To deny the first
would be anti-Catholic or Protestant; to deny
the second, anti-Christian or Inﬁdcl as we w il
presently sho“

Which does Mr. Gladstone (\cny? the claim,
orthe authority claimed ? :

Jis third charge, taken alone or without con-
text, is an explicit attack on, and an nuphcll.
denial of, ilic claim enly’; but, taken with con-
text, thatis tosny, with the gcxxél'axl composition
of 'his essny, it rejects the suthority in the ab-
stract, and proclaims the nﬁsolutc “freedom “of
man and the temporal ovder. - Or, in other
words, the prin_ci‘p]c on whicli he objects to the
Chiurch is that the mind and the state are free;
and thut any ruthority ov or ‘either i6_ unjust.
'l‘hcuforc, he objects to n superior nnthont),
let' who will claim 1( or lcc it hu \cstcd w hcre
or'in whom it may '
«But,” says Dr. Bm\mson in hxs udm\mbh
¢ssay on Authouty nnd Llhc'rty (Apul ]81‘)),
tthis is obvnous]y unchmhnn If we xupposc
Chnshnm(y ‘at ull Wwe niust suppo% itds an’

vump\y \)Lcnme vestm\ in {hc Chmd\

‘external rev c]nhon a definite and nuthorutno
lclxgxon, given by the -‘:upr(.mc Law givertoall
men 0§ {he Sulucme Law, hinding, upon the
whole man, sgainst which no-one has the right
to fhink, bpull\ or ncty and to which ev ery one
is hound to conform in thought, word and deed.
Al this is implied in the very conception of
Christinnity, and must.be admitted if we'adniit
the Christinn veligion at all?:. - &

The authority objected to by Mr. Gladstone
is, therefore, inclnded in the fundamental con-
ception of ihc Chrigtian religion; and,in Qb]cct-
ing to it ny a spiritual despolism, ‘hc objects to
Christianity itself as a spiritual despolism.

Therefore, Mr. Gladstone’s order, of thought
is not, (,hnshnn v

11 it were, ¢ he conld not"—again we quote
the Jearned Doctor— object to authority in
itself; he would feel himself ohliged to assert
and nndlcntc it somewhere for some one; and
if he obje(,ted to the Church at all, he w ould do

| %o, not beenuse of the nuthout\ but Decnuse 1t

is not rightfnlly hers, but another’s<—which
would be a legitimate objection, and conchm\ ¢,
:r sustained, as of course it cannot be, _

“And thus, ns the’ veteran chmnplon o( the
Church’s nghtE ‘Dr. Browi nson mct Mr, Noursg
and others in 1849, we'meet Mr. Glndstone in
1875. The most’ conchmvc nnw er we can gn (!
to hls essay on the #Vatican Dccrecs” mthnt the
order of thought. tlnoughout is not ‘Clristian.
And so long as he w il conlmnc to boast of his
mental, moral, and citil freedom, 50 long’ m\xst
we, nnd all Chns(mns look upon him as an
nnbehm er in & Revealed Law. Bubwhen Mr.
Gladstone’ will have laid aside this. “ plond
bonst - of abisolute: freedom, and ndmxttcd an
external Rev clition and [ Snprcmc Law, thcn
will ‘wi e Cn(ho]lcs reply- to his clmrgo in
another w ay, by csh\bhshmg from sacred Scrip-
ture and tmdmon the claim of the Church to
be tli¢ Divinely commlsmoucd tcnclm ﬂnd
guavdian of that Law. )

" 'he letters written on this sllbjcct in an mttn-
Cnthohc sense by Lords Actou and C:mm) s, Mr.
Pctrc and’ others calling Lhcmsclvcs Cntholu,
lay men, do not affect our nrgumcnt in thc lensi;
'I‘l\cse genuemcn no 1ong<,r bdm\g to the bod)
of the C]nnch* for Lhc moment thc), in their
mndncss ujcctcd thc dogmn of I’npnl Infalh-
bllll}, they m_rc hkc pmsonous weeds, cut
down and Hno“ N over the gmdcn W nll Wuh
thcm 18 \n(h \( T, Glndstonc a lughm nuthouty
than th(, hinte is ol)J honublc in 113:1/’, and not
' Tho
claim for Lhemscl\'cs freedom  from nuthoui), :
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mental, moral, and civil freedom, and let them
enjoy it. : Blood and iron will tell before long
{n England as well as in Germany ; and Lords
Acton and Camoys may live to henr the toiling
half-starved mnises of ]'Jnghnd proclaim, in

tones too loud to be mistaken, their fru,dom
‘also,

IRISH ~ EVICTIONS —THE - CROWBAR
BRIGADE STILI: AT WORK.

On looking over our Irish exchanges we find
that the crowbar brigade, who bave so long
been the ruin of the Irish people, have not yet
ceased their infamous work, Tt would not bua
pleasing anticipation for a family in this coun-
try to think that while snow was on the ground
and the temperature fifteen or sixteen degrees
below zero, they would have to leave their
house and place—the home they have lived in
for years—with no place to go to, or 8 plncc to
cover their heads, unless some kind friend lent
them a helping hand. Happily, we in this
country know nothing of evictions; but Irish-
Canadians—viz., native-born. Irishmen  who
have remained for any time in the old land—
know. too well. “hnt an Irish eviction is. "If
you were in Ireland nnd go to the ngsbnd"c
tcrmmus, at Dublm, go. to’ the milway termi-
nus at Cork or Limerick; go toany country
r'ul\m) station, and you mll sce piles of boxes
laid - up with bedding, &c., and all marked
“\Icw York " % Boston,” !t Moutrenl, " 4 Toron-

0, &e. TIf you mect one of the fnthcrq of the
fnmxhcs who are about t6 seck a livelihood in a

‘str'mgc ]nnd and ask. him why is he leaving

home, or c(m!tl he not'as well live at home as
he could in the United States or Canads, he
wonld tell you that he had a comfortable home;
that he had a home and a farm—the latter
which, perhaps, was a barren waste when he

_pot it, was now arich nnd fertile one—but Jjust

at the time that he con]d obtain an mdq,pcn-

. dence out of thé procceds of his farm, his lease

explred ‘and he was sc.rvcd with .a “notice to
qult”‘ ’I‘hc landlord,. pcr]mps as is usually
the case, resided in Dnglnnd He had a tyran-
mc:xl ngent placed over the property, and as
so0n as the lease cxplrcd the agent r(:qmrcd

the farm of this honest, mdustnous man for‘

some ! friend " of hls or othcrwzse he wantcd
to' make it a grunng fnrm to plnce a qunnhty
of ‘dry stock there to fntten and mal\c food for
such’ men as hl§ 4 hoss M who' rcsxdcd in Eng-
Im\d Th«. poor mdusmous fnrmcr oﬂ'cnd to

but no, the agent's heart was hard as a &tone,
he would not listen to such a propoml he
wanted the farm and he should get it After n

, { sufticient time elapsed after the service of the

# notice,” the sheriff, nécnt, and a possc of
police arrived at the farmer's house and de-
manded possession, - That day the farmer, his
wife and children—his good, obedient, hard-
working sons, -and modest, fair, nud graceful
daughters — who never, until this occasion,
knew what troulle was, had to turn out. They
had to leave that home in which they lived for
years; they had to leave that home they lotud
50 well—that home in which the happiest mo-
ments of their youth passed away, and in which

,levery stone in the wall was dear to them. .

What were they, then, to do?. They had no
fricnds ; or, if they had relatives or friznds, -
they had enough to do-for themselves, and
probably did not know but that it would come
{o their turn in a short time to meet the same
fate of these unhappy people.  They had noth-
ing to do, but to scrape up ax much money as
would pay their passage to this country. That
i5 the account the farmer would give to the
inquirer at the railway station. Any onc who
has spent a little: time in Ireland knows well
the truth of this statement. M7, Butt, M. I’,,
spenking at the  Kilmallock Home Rule meut-
ing, describes the scene at a railway station.
] will tell you,* he said, “how I came to
think upon the land question. It was here one
morning T was passing along. the milway, I
wis devoting ‘myself to my professian.. I saw
one of those scenes: which no man of feeling -
has ever looked upon withont having his heart:
stirred by “deep emotions. I saw  emigrants
coming to the train ; and, as the train stopped,

.| thers was that wild cry of digtress and sorrow,’

the plaintiveness of which is unknown except
in the Irish voice, I saw an old man coming
to the train with his -gray  hairs. streaming
down, leaving behind him the country to which
he had given the toils of seventy years, 1 saw .
the, mother, coming to the train, and-in an
agony throwing her arms around the son from
whom she was-about to part forever,. I snw
pcrsdns taking away small articles of furniture, :
that -told how poor they were, and . that, they
were taking -away with them their litilo’all.
Then, as the train moved away and the officinlg
came forward to press back that :sorrowing
crowd from -under the wheels: of the engine,

) ‘(l\cn there nrose’ n mingled ¢ry of agony, and
pn) an mcrcnscd rcnt oﬁ"cred to do’ nnythmg :

_’ tlmt lu) in hxs powcr if the fnrm ‘was lefb )nm,

‘prayer, of hluamg and. gorrow; that touched ;
my h(;urt Iloq;\gd around a plnm of unsur-
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puhnnblo fnutfulm_ss from which theso people
were going—n plmn t]mt wag_able to sustain
threo times its population "7-(4 voice—Curs,,
upon the Saxon). -Mr. Buit continued: 1.
looked around again, nnd Lsaw two glorious
old ruins, 01' Treland'’s anci: nl. glnr\' that tolc
me Ireland had not ul\\n.\'r.vbu.n pour and op-
pressed. I asked myself how was this 2. Ha:
God given me¢ intellect? Has God given m-
yower? - Aud am 1 to sce thisg going on and not
turn my thoughts . to. see if .1 cannot do some
thing for the Jand. that. is so sorely tricd? . 1
was, l)u.n in: Kilmallock, and within mght of
thchc old ruins, T made. a golemn vow to God
that if 1 could, by any excrtion or by any. sug-,
rifice—aye,. even of life—redress that wrong,
and keep this. people—this great . and nobl.
prople—at )w‘mc my life would be \\dl\dc-
voted if 1 was ul)l: to, advance that cause
There was a Land Act-given to the Irish pco
ple while Mr, (‘lnd\tonu wns in power,and the
followers of that .lmw‘notoriousn anti-Catholic
and “friend ! of Guribaldi said-that it was the
grentest boon the: Irish .people cver obtained
from the English Govermmunt  But Mr, Butt
nn(l every man. of common . sense saw-through
it at .once, ang saw that, instead of being nopre-
o tectmn to the; tenant it was.simply a license. to
cvxct 'l‘hc fuunel W hm servid with-a notic
to qmt h\ tlu, lnndlm dy will puL ina cluim for
P4 compen ,nhon " for dlbllllblln(L and other. lit-
‘tle things.: But. the lun(llold will put in a
tsel-off " ngmmL Uml, xmd very seldom the
farmer ol»(mns more than. a fc\\' pomuh which,
\mnl(l not pay more  than his. own passage. to
this country, . This wus the ./;_-_cat‘:bonn.' This
was,one of tho.messnges «f pence which Glad-
stone sent to Ireland. . We.kee;that, in Louth,
¢ Mr., Ry CoHenry's, bailitf Land > a civil-bil,
oﬂ‘u.cr (proc%s sprver) Intely visited the ten-
ants on the Kileurley and lem hllll estutes,
nn(l dt,mundcd ;on l)"lmlfof the avl « f Dartry;
tquict und pmccubh. pomcssxon of “I(‘ll‘ huld-
ings.' 'I‘h(.) swere accompanied by nn; cncmt
commhng of five members.  f the, J(O\nl ]mh
"consmbnlnr) The, tenants, . it is- nnncwﬁbnry
to. snv did not, (,omp]) wllh he cmntmub inyi.
mtmn .of; Mr. Henry, .. They unanim

fuscd to give up posscanxon,,mul if \[r I[cm\-
pcrscvurcs in carrying out_his, thlcut of wholc-
sale eviction; he will, ﬁnd tlmt ihc nccomp]l h.
ment, of uh A, tnsI\ i notnmlc 5 CASY 8§ ln
nppcnrs to unngmc.‘"
Clm, f:, COrTespal lcnt. \\ntmg from Llllllb
. FAYR: “It ix slntcd upon goo(l nuthontv thnt
a cerlain hmd u'ft,n( in Clare, \\ho has lcccn(l)

Sfarming.”

‘ion,
‘plaze at Dally cohey, nenr 'I‘xppcrur\ Some years

So much {or Louth. , 1 1

puu,hnncd a rcc-mmplc propclty in the nelgh
hmhuod of Lnnis, contcmplntch a w holt.snlo
-vwhon of .the, lcnnnls thereflrom.  He ]nu,]y
visited the landg, and dm\an(lc(l from. the ten-
ants the quict and p:nceable possession of their
holdings, - but they -unanimously :refused:. to
comply with hig invitation. - ‘L'here. are cight
acenpiers,’ whose. families number nboub forty
oersons -altogether.  They are solvint and:im-
proving . tenants, and  the only exsuse for the
harsh and unreasonable proceeding is; that the
purchaser, who appears to have a-peculiar pro-
clivity, wants to. get-the land- for: experimontul
Phere it-is. | Experimental farming.’
{t is for such purposes. as this .that:the Irish
people .are driven from. their - homes, If the
andlords continue these evictions, we have not
e slightest doubt: but there will be some bad
work, as the people will be driven to despera-
'l‘ht.) ought to remember well what took

ago, on the day’ whcn bcnll) thiought to ¢vict
v number. of tumnt.s Notwithstanding . the
force of police, one policeman, was;shot duady
s also” Seully’s bailiff ;. several policemen were,
severely wounded, as: well as . Scully ‘himself.:
\'ot,'on(, of those who fired from the:inside. of: -
ihe ]mum,s \\erc m)nrt.d or .ever, known, anu
hroubh the . nshmtnnu: of Lhe 1..tc Mr \Ioor.,,
of \{oo!hfort munbcr for Tlppcl‘ﬂl‘) county,,
whose ‘son is now mt.uxh(,r for-Clonmel, the,
tenants are mll occupying | thelr homcb ’.l‘hc)
nmsl know hat every;man who wmcn out here.
w ho was foreed to luwe his furm in Jrulxmd
vomes oul \\1(h t ﬁ,cllng in his, Jeart of lnm,r
hatred agninst the Govunmmt \vlm,h nllo“b
such a state of things to exist, Ifu man guts
on w ol here, hc may, in the conrsc of time, not,
lhml\ much of it; but 1f A man - fnrcs lmdlv
here, 1\nd \\lhh(.k as ¥ u\hcr' \Iur, Ty so-ably,
(lObCllh('(l at St. Bnd[,et.'h Church, a. fow Sun-,
days ago, wlshcs that he never left the old Jand:
where éven lmn'vc.r \muld Dbe more pleasant.,
and; if he-were. to, ln\ (lo“n Lo die, e would
escape, the, bltm" Cum\dlan ﬁost Ahis, mang
would uvulustmglv curse the’ lnndlmd.\\ho,
wag the cause of. Lummg lum uut, of; his heme,
nnd the, (novcmmcm “hlch n)lv\\cd auuh a,
stntc of thmg,s to, c\lst 'l‘lnq is a serious, mat-.
tcl', and it (lcscnes' thc..conaldcmhon of, tht.

: WE hmc xcz..cx‘\'cd,‘tihc followmg conn.numc -
twu fwm \V;lh.\m O’Bucn Bsq., of (hc le)'
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Daily Herald, in regard to the authorship of that
inténsely interesting story; Kllshcclau ? now
‘appearing in Tur Hare : :

DaiLy #Hgratp” Orrice, Conx,
InrLaxo; Nov, 14 1874.

_’I'o the Editor of Tur Hanre :

Sm—I perceive an impression has got abroad
in some strange way, that the story, ¢ Kilshee-
lon," at: present sppearing in Tue Harr, was
wnttcn by Mr Charles J. Kickham, Iowever
flattering the mistake may bo to my story (and
I wish sincerely theve was anything in the
matter or style to justify it), T hope you will
allow me .to-inform: all whom it mny concern
that ¢ Kilsheelan,” which was first published
anonymously in . the Cork Weekly Ierald, was

written by me, and that T alone am responsible :

for its faults or merits.
I am, sir, your obedient servant,
WiLniax O Briey,

[For Tus Haxrr.)
- THOUGHTS OX. THE USE oF TIME.

Time js- man's capital — his legacy. from
Heaven—his birthright—a fortune from his
Creator, which he enjoys the moment he sees
light. It is man's “mortal life, and is given to
him for his use and benefit. But it is limited:
It is property which he holds by lease, and the
duration of the lemse i§ uncertain. " Man is
only, then, a tenant-at-will!” The Great Osner
and Liessor of Time mayg break the lease in one
or twenty, or'less or more years, and withou
warning. Fow insecire is our treasure!  But
oh! how precious, nlthmmh 8o insccure! By
the proper use of time, man secures the }mp-

‘eternal future beyond the fomb.

We burn in the blaze of pleasure the wings by
which we were ‘to' fly from earth’ to heaven,
and then, finttering with fear over the gulf of
cternity, wo fall into its unfathomable depths.
We scuttle the bark which is to bear us to a
haven of safely, and then we sink with it below
tho surfnce of the sen of time. We aro given
life, but, like barren fig trees, we bear no
fruit, and are at Iast cut down by the scythe of
Time! '

Were we to reflect sometimes on this sub-
jert, would we not become impressed with the
greatness of the gift we have received, and
having ance comprehended its \-nluc, \\ould we
not be nwakened to the ncccsslty of employing ’
At well 7

The fivat use of time is to prepare us for thc\
This is the

end of our existence. It should receive our

first care, and constitute the prime duty of our

lives. DBut there nre other duties springing
therefrom and conducing thereto-—duties which
are intimately connected, yea, go hand in
hand with our duties’ to our Creator—and they
are: duties to society, to humnmlv to tho
world,

There iz plenty of -work “to be done for the
benefit of our fellow-mnn “Ttis to this use of
time, to this employ ment.of our lives, T would
direct n few thoughts—crude, but hondat ; un-’
polished, but sificere. They will at least repay’
one a few moments of earnest reflection,

We find ourselves in this' world in transit,’
We have not here a'lasting city, = We, who are
not muaterinlists, bhut whose reason is enlight.
ened by Christian faith—we look for one to

piness of eternity, "
By one moment of time, he may wir, foi
ever, happiness and bliss, such as the Alxr’light\

come, We are placed here to’ rfrepmc and suit
ourselves for the enjoyment of our “eternal’
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ness and grandeur: of ‘His infinite imngination,
and ‘worked “out by His’ magnificent, harmo-
nioug and sublime ‘omnipotence.

Such is the use ‘of a’ moment of lime.
are given years, and we' prize ‘them not ;
“trific them away da.} by day, and they are 10‘2(
for ever.
we should make " tréasures to be laid up in’ the
safes of Heaven and’ we find oursdves at th
end of life poorcr than" the dn) we were born
We scatter and destroy the seed with ‘which' w!
ghould sow our gm-dcn, and “hen the harves

' comes, the ::nrdcn is'overgrown with tares, W’
destroy the property we lidld by lease during it:
{im-atxon zmd at’ its

\’vc

We squundcr the capital with whic).”

_.‘d 'must pn) thc dnmngc ,

%g home, by acquiring habits of \vorshxp townrds
,ts I“tcmnl God, prompted by the great merey of | God nnd beney olcncc to“nrds man.” T do not
e -a boundless love, has conceived in the great- { think T'am vmmrmg on the exclusive ground’

of religious teachers; these are sxmply matters’
of fact upon which'we all should think, and -
they lead to a rcgulnhon of living Mnch wo
arc all bound to follow u‘ there nev er was a
clergymnn in the world. :

‘We are all, thr‘n ; equally situated fur and
equally capnme of nbtmnmg, the object of our’
existence &Ithongh we' may have to travel in’
different WRYS, We all have' dlﬂcrcnt qunhhrs‘
of ‘mind and of powcr :

Vonc of ug are qultc alike in hrxllmncy of -
mtellcct depth ‘of thought, soundness of judg-.
meht, alnhty of creating, sklll ‘of conqtructmg, '
capnclt;, for govcmmg, nor in our mclmatwns
to good or cvﬂ :

[
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The organization of the universe is an accu-
4 rate, complete and harmonious work, and as
§ every planct has its destined ‘orbit and its des-
tined use, so it Is with the classifieation of
man on carth; he hag his sphere of usefulness,
4 his position to fill, to which he is adapted Dby
4 his organization, and by which he may help
3 the progress of tho world, And, although in
x omselves we are very iﬁsigniﬁcngﬂ-, and would,
d perhaps, be little missed if we did make omr
oxit from the stage of life, still, when ncting
altogether, ench his own particular pard, we
make a grand, harmonious system, and, I be-
lieve, {usignificant as we may l)é the world
would clog in its moral rcvolutlons no matter
] ;, how imperceptibly, if we were nbsont and our
4 places not filled:
4 1t behooves us, then, if we would be useful
# to society nnd o ourselves, to scek out and
choose that particular vocation for which our
o tastes and talents adapt us, When once ii is
chosen, we should pursuc it arduously and
constantly, with fortitude and heroism. We
should hesitate before no difficulty, but ¢on-
quer all. We should not stop to remove rugged
hills from our path, but climb. them and march
fj on. We shall.meet with obstacles, no doubt,
:1 in the pursuit of our duty lO\\'ﬂl’dh man und
i the proper employment of our lives., Nature
‘B will oppose us.  Socicty itself may not relish
f our efforts for its welfare—may frown us down.
{ Even those-to-whom we look most for aid may
withhold from us their influences, and leave us
to plod our- way alone, What of that? Our
f#] duty is-none the, less positive. - Time flics, and
[ wo must freight it with good works. So we
gmust be industrions and iabor, Tt us go to
i Xature's achool and learn o lesson.  She teach-
‘ o5 ua to bo alwayas doing. What would be the
g consequences: if she “were to hesitate in her
never-censing revolutions? . What a complicn-
tion of disorder and disaster § '
For usone of the usés of time should be
the pursuit of knowledge for its own sake, and
for the sake of spreading. it among others, Tt
is. knowledge' that cxalts our pleasures and
puides our ‘mslcs-, the emulation and culliva-
gation of knowledge is one of the most commen-
" ydable ‘and most ploductlvc uses to which we
could allot our time. " If we would study our-
nclvcs we might find' that thera are, perhaps,
Eipome hidden tlcmurcs in our minds wluch re-
glquire: but thought, o little work, and a Tittle

{icare, to brmg lh(.m forth for thc benefit of
aocleh

If we: ]ook avound us WO | see cmmplu, of

whint others have hecome by n good usc of
time, We see examples of struggics made and
battles fought for duty and the right.  In the
words of the great American poot:

' The iives of great men all romind us
Wa can make our Hver aublime;
And departing, leave behing us
‘Footprints on the sands of Time.”

ITow many great works bave been the result
of time well employed?- The civilizntion of
the world is due to a "good use of time. What
would we know of science, if our great inven-
t