
The efforts of the Drapers' Company's tenants, who are under
notice of eviction rear Draperstown, to effect a settlement with the
agent, Sir Wm. Cunningham, have failed. A force of eighty police
under County-Inspectors Girrett, Demy, and Garrett Nagle, B.81.,
Moneymore, with the Sheriff, proceeded to the house of Michael
Morgan, on the Douglass, a tributary of the Moyola. Rev. John
Mclldowney andseveral local Nationalists were present. The housß
wasbarricaded but the Bmergencymen battered in the door with a
sledge andcrowbare. The Sheriff's officers wereallowed toremove
theeffects quietly. Whin all wasremovedexcept the family, which
consists of Morgan,his wif», mother-in-law, andsevea children, the
eldest of whom is about fifteen yearß, and the youngest ababe of
some five months, the scene was far from cheering. The children
clung tothe doorcases, and wereonly removed by thepoliceby force,
amidst violent screaming. The doors were then nailed up,and the
evicting party proceededto the house of James Quigley. After the
eviction of this family a settlement was effected and they wererein-
stated. Mrs. Mary AnnDougan, Dunmmrray, was thenejected,and
thepolice and crowbar brigade returned to Draperstown,after ren-
dering somany of their fellow-beings homelesp.

'Westttteatll*
—

Major D. Stevenson,wnois a small landlord
near Mullingar. in conjunction with Father O'Reilly, Presides! of
the National League, has sUrttd anew shirt factory in the town.
One hundred pounds werecollected for the support of this object at
the last meetingof theLeague,and there are over fifty girls perma-
nently employedin the establishment.

As might be reasonably anticipated the crops in the vicinity of
Mullingar are backward on accountof the heavy rains which have
fallen lately. The potato crop is an abundant one, and the tubers,
thoughnot up to the usual standard,may beput down as good. The
potatoes are wet,but nevertheless witha few dry weeks this should
bo remedied. The cereal crops all round are promising.—

There were placedon view at the IrishExhibi-
tion, London, ihe other day,Borne historical relics of the Irieh rebel-
lion of '98, consisting of the swords and pißtols and snsh worn by the
famous Father Mnrphy at the battles of Gorey, Arklow, New tiosa,
VinegarHill, and other hardly-contested engagements between the
Boyal troops and the United Irishmen, in that disastrous year.
Father Murphy, in the first instance, opposed the rebellion, but
eTentually had todefend his church Irom an attack by the Royal
troops. Subsequently, at a council of war, he was requested by the
insurgent chiefs to take command of a division of the Wexford army,
under Bagenal Harvey, who was at Ihe time Oommander-in-chief.
Father Murphy was oneof the few Catnolic leaders of the rebellion.
He displayed extraordinary bravery and daring in many of the
engagements which took place inthis County and Wicklow

THE WOLVES.

(Bden|Phillpots, inLongman's Magazine.)
Whbbb the fir trees bogan to grow less clobely ;where, between
their tall trunks and in their blacis foliage, gleamed a few crimson
splashesof fire as the sun sank below thehorizon; where the snow
lay deepand unspot'.ei, saveby the multitudinous printsof their own
restless feet

—
there,on the outskirts of the forest, at the waneof day,

the wolves were gathering themselves together. Hungry they were,
and eager for work to begin. There was no play among them, no
leaping oier one another's backs, or wrestling,or growling pretences
at fighting. They wereon business— the first businessof life, tokeep
life,and to keep life, if youhappen to be a wolf, meanshard work
and plenty of it, with but little time to spare on the amenities of
existence.

And now their old gray leaders— warriors who have survived
many asceneof death anddisaster tomanand wolf— leapouttogether
from the woods upon the darkening plain. They raise their noses,
Bniff the wind, and shake themselves. One yawns and stretches his
paws, while a puff of hot breath rises from his tongue, and, as he
shuts his narrow jaws witha snap, sharp canine teeth, whiteas the
snow itßelf, glitter in the dusk.

Thenbegan that long, slouching, tireless trot, thatinfernal gallop
which beats horse and man and all things living for combined speed
andendurance. The pack coversnearly five-and-twenty square yards
of snow, settles into its stride, each beast movingand turning in
unison with the rest, as a flight of birds mysteriously wheels in air.
They areNorway wolves these,and experiencehaslong since taught
them what work will be necessarybti'ore supper anda return to their
forest fastnesses.

Note whathappensalmost at the start. Onelithe brute suddenly
slips and strains his leg. Fearfully be glances athis companions on
theright and left,but as yet they know not of the accident. All too
soon, however, the pace tells upon the injured animal. Nature
asserts herself in the great gray wolf, hipeyes giow like red-hot em-
bers, hiß sinewy leg gives under him, he howlß his farewell todear
lif^,ndhisplacein the ranks knowshim no more. But the maimed
creature's sufferings are ever almost instantly, for the fittest alone
survive in apack of wolves. A ravenous fighting mass of fur and
legs and teeth close inuponhim, andbeis gone,loavingnomonument
more enduring than drops of his ownhot blood, whichhave fallen
andmelted for themselves deep holesin the trampled snow.

Then forward they sweep, the cannibals, on the best possible
terms with one another, and feeling as you would feal after anchovy
or an olive or somesuch preliminary to more important gastronomic
efforts.

But now, ahead, there stands a solitary tree,naked save where,
on its topmost branches, the dark pine needles mingle in the shape-
less clump, or where, lower down, leaf conesstill cling to the parent
bough. In the rough bark at its foot are flecks of wool; bat the
sheep whichrub themselves there in the summer areaway just now.
Something of greater interest meets the wolves here. Along the
snow at the baseof this iree,andrunning atright anglesto the course
they hare, tillnow,been taking, extend twoparallel lines,cutby the
irons of a sledge. One vehicle alone has passed since the snow last
fell, but it appears to have gone by quite recently, for the scent is
strong and the pack take itup withoutamoment's halt. Now supper
becomes a probability, for where there is a sledge, there is a horse,
perhaps two; where there is a sledge, there is also a mac, possibly
more than oae.

Haveyoueverheard thehowling of wolves1
Ihave, seatedin a comfortable placeof entertainment,with my

mind at ease andcertain knowledge that many iron bars separated
me from the invisible howler?. Evenunder those circumstance!, the
sound was one that made me turn coldand wonder how nature had
produced anything so hideous. It is like nothing but itself; you
cannot compare or contrast ib with any other cry of living thingi;
a gale of wind ia the rigging of a big ship at sea is thenearest
approach toitIknow. Thin, hollow wails of sound growandswell
and burst into one demoniac howl that embodies in its volume every
conceivablenote of despairandeternal torture. Then the crescendo
dies, sometimes as though suddenly strangled, more often in long-
drawnshrieks that fadeupon the ear. There ismusicin their cadence
at times ; thoae that Iheard were fairly in tune

—
but such a

tune, such a droning, fiendish, whirling blastof melody it was. If
tha nether world has its own music, ttiatmusic should be thehowl
of hungry wolves— the frantic chorus whose culmination is death to
lying singers or fleeing audience, or both.

bo muoh for *he wolves Iknow ;so much for wolveß whose
hearts arebroken and whose sides haveached oftenunder the heavy
whip of their master. So much for tame wolves who do clumsy tricks
and have learned the beauty of obedience,forgetting, at the same
time, the watchwordof all wolves— that union is strength. Return
wa to my pack, which ismoving like onebig machine, and the com-
ponent parts of which are together giving tougue.

The snow, (or them, ii in peifect order ;but somebody ahead
mayperchance findhis horses crushing through the thin frozensurface
at every stride. The darkness suits the hunters well,but somebody
ahead may be praying for that moonlight which,at present, only
shows silver iringea on a black cloud. To them their wolf music is
the dinner gong ;but somebody ahead may hear nothing more
beautiful than his ownpassingbell in thedistant ululationsrising and
falling andcoming over the snow.

Fortunately thought andpen travelquickereventhangray wolves;
therefore

—
though not knowing with certainty whether it cancatch

as again before the endof the story
—

we will leave the racingpack
anddraw level with the sledge.

Hera itis, sure enough,ploughing through thesnowandspinning
onfc thoae twoparallel lines as it goes. The stout brown horses are
galloping steadily and the solitary man sitting behing them does not
use whip or word at present. He must be some miles nearerhome
ere the last struggle begins, andhe not only knowß theroadwell,but
cm also guess with tolerable accuracy at tbe distance wbich still
lends enchantment to the wolf music in the darkaess behind him.
Physically Rollo Svantocn isa typical Norwegian— strongaad in the
prime of life. He has bc^n in passingperil from the wolves before
to-day ; the rug now wrappedabouthim, one corner of which flaps
andrustles in the snow, ismade of wolf skins. To-night he appears
anxious,however;his borses are powerful but not fle?t, ana in his
judgment, when the journey is eDded, there will be a very short
quarter of amile betweenhis sledgo an!its pursuers. As though to
encouragehim themoon at last uses free of the far-itretching cloud
that till the present has hidden it. A clear, white light floods the
darkness and the suowyplain begins to widenout uponevery side aa
the driver, rising inhis seat, casts one searching glance ahead, looks
to the fastening of a big leathern bag which is tied to the floorof the
sledge, and then gazes long and carefully behindhim. Tes, there
they are, just a little dark shadow on the waste, a shadow which one
le?s experienced might have overlooked altogether,but a shadow
that is moving hardly less quickly than those cast by the rack of
broken clouds drifting across themoon.

What Svantsen had seea in front of him wasa black line on the
horizon and a tall finger post, still lur ahead, where two roads met.
What he had not seen was a figureon foot, travellingtowards the
same black line upon the horizon.

The pedestrian is movingbut slowly, andhas very littlemore
running left in him. The snow retards everystep and clogs in lumps
upon theheels of his boots. There is no track to goby, buthe keeps
as straight as he can for the tall finger post. To reach iheblack line
before those flying feet inthe rear have closed with him, is,ha knows
impossiole;andyet he staggers forward. He cannot help himself.
The instinct o£ self preservation would make Uim struggle oneven
though safety were a hundred miles distant, inateid of scarce fife.
And he will drag his tired body till he dropsor till the wolves pull
him down.

Then comes
—

think of it— the sound of sledgebells iv his eirs,
the only earthly melody he knows that inhis present sorestrait can
mean succour and salvation. He heeds it not at first. The Nor-
wegiansare a superstitious folk, and our poor wretch thinksthat the
night demons are abroad, dancing io the drifting snow wreaths,
laughing at his agony, and tuning the distant howlings into the
sound ot bells.

Sledge bells do not always make music. There is nothing to
suggest pleasure,and plumes,and noddingof proudequineheads, in
the harsh jangle thatnow rushes downupon the traveller. Bvantßen'a
horses havelong since caught the distant chorus, and their ears are
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borne about the end of October. In Cork previous to the dep*rturc
of tbe athletes itis expected there will be a demonstrationin their
honour.

Tyrone.— The crooa in the Dungannoa district did not pre-
sent a more backward aspect since the year 1879. All kinds grew
well, buccannot now be saved. The mo3t of the hay crop has rotted
or is to far gone that cattle will not eat it. Flax has grown very
rank. Tbe potatoes are very inferior inquality and the quantity is
also considerably below the bulk of last year. Corn has grown very
heavy, but the harvest will be late. The other crops are fiir,
but the farmers will suffer very mmch from their inability to
secure turf. From all partsof Tyrone reports comeof thevery bad
condition of all kinds of crops.
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