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bome about the end of October. In Cork previeus io the depsrtur®
gf tue athletes it is expected there will be a demoostration in thei®
onour.

‘T'yrone,—The crovs in the Dungannoa district did not pre-
seat & more backward aspect since the year 1879, All kinds grew
wel],_gc canaot now be saved. The most of the hay crop bas rotted
or is 8 far gone that cattle will not eatit. Flax has grown very
rank. The potatoes are very inferior in quality and the quantity is
alag congiderably below the bulk of last year. Corn has grown very
heavy, but the harvest will be late. The other crops are fair,
but the farmers will suffer very muwch from their inability to
secure urf, From all parta of Tyrone reports come of the very bad
condition of all kinds of erops.

The efforts of the Drapers’ Company’s tenants, who are under
aotice of eviction rear Deaperatown, to effect a settlement with the
agent, Bir Wm. Canningbam, have failed. A force of eighty police
under County-Inapectors Garrett, Deroy, and Garrett Nagle, B. M.,
Moneymore, with the Sheriff, proceeded to the house of Michael
Morgan, on the Douglass, a tributary of the Moyola. Rev. John
MecIldowney and several local Nationalists were present. The house
was barricaded but the Emergancymen battered in the door with a
sladge and crowbare. The Sheriff's officers were allowed to remove
the effecta quietly. Whan all was removed except the family, which
congiets of Morgen, his wifa, mother-in-1aw, and sevea children, the
eldest of whom is Rbout fiftcen years, and the youngest a babe of
some five months, the scene was far from chesring. The children
clang to the door cases, and were only removed by the police by force,
amidet violent screaming. The doors were then matled up, and the
evioting party proceeded to the heunse of James Quigley, After the
eviction of this family a sottlement was effected and they wera rein-
stated. Mrs, Mary Aon Dougan, Dunmurray, was then ejected, and
the police and orowbar brigade returned to Draperstown, atter ren-
dering so many of tkeir fellow-beings homelese.

Westmeath.—Major D, Stevenson,woo is a small landlord
near Maullingar, in conjunciion with Father O’Reilly, Presideal of
the National League, has started a new shirt fastory in the town.
One hundred pounde were collected for the sapport of this object at
the Iast meeting of the League, and there are over fifty girls perma-
nently employed 1n the establisament,

As might be reasonably anticipated the erops in the vieinity of
Mullingar are backward on accountof the heavy rains which have
fallen lately. The potato crop is an abundant one, and the tubers,
though not up to the usual standard, may be put down as good, The
Egtames sre wet, but nevertheless with a few dry weeks this should

remedied. The careal erops all round are promising,

Wexford.--There were placed on view at the Irish Exkibi-
tion, London, the otber day, some historical relics of the Irieh rebel-
lion of ’98, coneisting of the swords and pistols and s+sh worn by the
famous Father Mnrphy at the battles of Gorey, Arklow, New tlows,
Vinegar Hill, and other hardly-eontested engagements between the
Boya! troops and the Uonited Irishmen, in that disastrous year.
Father Murphy, in the first instance, opposed the rebellion, but
eventualiy had to defend his church irom an attack by the Royal
troops, Bubsequently, at a council of war, he was requested by the
insurgent chisfs to take command of a division of the Wexford army,
under Bageval Harvey, who was at the time Qommander-in-chief,
Father Murphy was one of the few Catnolic leaders of the rebellion,
He displayed exlraordinary bravery and daring in many of the
engagements which took place in this County and Wicklow

THE WOLYES

———————
(BpEN]PHILLPOTS, 1n Longman's Magazine.)
WHERE the 6r trees began to grow less closely ; where, befween
their tall trunks and in their black toliage, gleamed a few crimson
splaghes of fire ag the sun sank below the honzon; where the snow
lay deep and unspot'e ], save by the multitudineus prints of their own
restless feet—there, on the outskirts of the forest, at the wane of day,
the wolves were gathering themeclves together, Huogry they were,
and eager for work to begin, There was no play among them, no
leaping over one another’s backs, or wrestling, or growling pretences
at fighting. They were on business—the first business of Jife, to keep
life , and to keep life, if you happen to be a wolf, means bard work
and plenty of ir, with but little time to spare on the amenities of
existence.

Aond now their old gray leaders—warriors who have survived
many azcens of death and disaster to man and wolf-~leap out together
from the woods upoo the darkening plain, They raise their noses,
gniff the wind, and shake thcmselves. One yawns and stretches his
paws, whila a puff of hot breath rises Lrom s tongue, and, as he
shuta his narrow jaws with a snap. sharp canine feeth, white as the
enow itself, glitter in the dusk,

Then bezan that long, slouching, tireless trot, that infernal gallop
which beats horse and man and all things living for combined speed
and endurance. The pack covers nearly five-and-twenty square yards
of snow, settles into its stride, each heast moving and turning in
unispn with the reat, as a flight of birds mysteriously wheels in air,
They are Norway wolves these, and experience has lung sioce taaght
them whbat work will be necessary belore supper and a return to therr
forest fastnesaea.

Note what happens almost at the start, One lithe brute suddenly
ahips and straios bis leg, Fearfully be glances at his companions on
the right and left, but as» yet they know oot of the accident, All too
soon, however, the pace tells upon the wjured animal. Nature
asserte berself in the great gray wolf, hie eyes giow like red-hot em-
bers, his sinewy leg gives under him, he howle his farewell to dear
lifeg.nd his place in the ranks koows him no more. But the maimed
eregiura’s sufferings are cver almost instantly, for the fittest alone
survive in a pack of wolves. A ravencus fighting mass of fur and
legs and teeth close in upon him, and he is gons, loaving no monument
more enduring than drops of his own hot blood, which have fallen
and melted for themselves deep holes in the trampled sgow,

Then forward they sweep, the cannibala, on the best possible
terma with one another, and feeling as you wounld feel after anchovy
or an olive or some such preliminary to more important gastronomic
efforts.

But now, sahead, there stands a solitary tres, naked save where,
on its topmost branches, the dark pine needles mwingle in the shape-
leas glump, or where, lower down, leaf cones still cling to the parent
bough. Im the rough bark at its foot are flecks of wool; bot the
gheep which rub themselves there in the summer are away just now.
Something of greater interest meeta the wolves here. Along the
snow at the baseof thisuree, and ronpning at right angles to the course
they hare, till now, been taking, extend two parallel iines, cut by the
irons of & sledge. One vehicle alone has passed since the anow last
fell, but it appears to bave gone by quite recently, for the scent is
strong and the pack take it up without & moment's bait. Now szpper
becomes a probability, for where there is a sledge, there is a horse,
perbaps two; where there is a sledge, there is also a map, possibly
more than one,

Have you ever heard the howling of wolves?

I have, seated in a comiortable place of entertainment, with my
mind at ease and certain knowledge that many iron bars separated
me from the invigible howlers. Sven uader those circnmetances, the
sonnd was one that made me turn cold and wonder how natare had
produced anything so hidecus, It is like nothing but iteelf; you
cannot compare or contrast it with any other cry cf living things ;
a gale of wind ia the rigging of a big ship at sea is the nearest
appraach to it I koow. Thin, hollow wails of sound grow and swaell
aod burst into ona demoniac howl that embodies in its volume every
conceivable note of despair and eternal torfure, Then the crescendo
dies, sometimes as though suddenty strangled, more often in long-
drawn shrieks that fade upon the ear. Fhersis music in their cadence
at times ; those that I heard were fairly in tune—but such a
tane, such a droning, fiendish, whirling blast of melody it was, It
tha nether world has ite own music, tbat music should be the howl
of hungry wolves—~the frantic chorus whose culmination is death to
fiying singers or flaeing audience, or both,

»0 much for the wolves I know; so much f{or wolves whossa
bearts are broken and whose sidea bave ached uiten under the heavy
whip of their masier. o much for tame wolves who do clumay tricks
and have learned the beauty of obedicoce, forgetting, at the same
timo, the watchword of all wolves—that union 18 strength, Heturn
wa to my pack, which 18 moving like one big machine, and the com-
poneat parts of which are together giving tongue.

The snow, for them, is 1z perfect order ; but somebody ahead
may perchance find his horses ¢crashing through the tkin frozen surface
at every strida. The darkness auits the hunters weil, but somebody
abead may be praying for that moeonlight which, at present, only
showa suver {ringen oo & black cloud. To them their wolf music is
the dioner gong ; but pomebody abead may hear nothing more
beautiful than his own passing bell in the distant ululationsrising and
falliog and coming over the snow,

Hortunately thought and pen travel quicker even than gray wolves;
therefore—though not konowing with certamty whether it can cateh
us again before the end of the story—we will leave the racing pack
and draw level with the sledge.

Bera it is, sure enough, plonghing through the snow and spinning
ount those two parallel Lines as it goes, The stout brown horses are
galioping steadily and the solitary man sitting bebing them does not
use whip or word at present, He must be some miles nearer home
ere the last struggle begins, and be not only knows the road well, but
cin alfo guess with tolerable accuracy at the distance which still
lends enchantment to the wolf music in the darkaess behind him,
Physically Rolle Svantscn 18 a typical Norwegian—atrong aad in the
prime of Ife. He has been in passing peril from the wolves before
tc-day ; the rug now wrapped about hum, ooe corner of which flapa
and rustles in the soow, 18 made of wolf skins, To-night he appeara
anxious, however ; his borses are powerful but not fleet, and in his
judgment, when the journey is ended, there will be a very short
quarter of a mile between his sledg. ani ita pursuers. As thongh to
engourage him the moon at fast 1zses fres of the far-stretching cloud
that till the present has hidden it. A clear, white light flooda the
darkpess and the saowy plain begins to widen out upon every side as
the driver, rising 1n his seatf. casts one searching glance shead, looks
10 the fasteniog of a big leathein bag which s tied to the floor of the
aledge, and then gazes long and carefuily behind bim. Yes, there
they are, just a little dark sbadow on 1be waste, a ahadow which one
less experienced might bave overlooked altogether, but a ghadow
that is moviog bardly leas quickly than those cast by the rack of
broken clouds drifluing across the moon.

What Svantsen had seeu in front of him was a black line on the
horizon and a tall finger post, still tur ahead, where two roads wet.
What be had pot seen was a figure oc foot, travelling towarda the
same black Jine upcn the horizon,

The pedestrian Is moving but slewly, and bas very little mare
running left io him. The snow retards every step and clogs in [uraps
npon the heels of his boots. There ia no track to go by, but he keeps
ag straight as be can for the tall finger post. To reach the black line
before those flying feet 1n the rear have closed with him, 18, ha knows
impossivle ; and yet he staggers forward. He cannot help himseif.
The instinct of self preservation wonld make Lim struggie on evea
though safety were & hundred miles distant, instesd of scarce five,
And he will drag bia tured body w1l he drops or 1iil the wolves pall
him down.

Then comes—think of it—the sound of sicdge bells in his ears,
the only earthly melody he knows that :n his present sore strait can
mean succour and salvation, He heeds it oot at first. The Nor-
wegians are & superstitions folk, and our poor wreteh thinks that the
night demons sare abroad, dancing io the drifiing snow wreaths,
laughing at his agony, and tuniog the distant howlings into the
sound ot bella.

Bledge bells do not always make mugic. There is nothing to
suggest pleasure, aad plames, and nodding of proud equine heads, in
the harah jangle tbat now rushes down upon the traveller, Svantsen's
horees have long since caught the distant chorus, and their earz arg




