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“ Make him atay for the oight, Tom,” eaid Mr Cormack, * Father
Feehen is coming over ; or, it you wish," he continued, terping to
Mr Armstrong, “ I'll pack you into a covered car and send yon homs
at any hoar you like,”

" Well, when I havataken a rest on the ruatic seat in the orchard,
T'il think about it,” retarned Mr Armstroog. “ I hope the seat 18 atil!
thers,” he continued, tarning to Tom,

“Itis just asit waathe day you got your photograph teken there,”
was the replys  “ The hittle thatched roof keeps off the rain, a0 that
the timber is as sound as ever,”

*T often hear that same photograph disceased,” said Mr Cormack:
# My daughter Alice aaye ite the handsomest fsce apd head she ever
mvw. Iforget the name of the saint she saya it is like.”

Mr Armatrong smiled, and perbaps a little bashtally, while Tom
Dwyar Iaughed aloud, and, turning round upon hias neel, seemed to
have discovered something on the top of Kileafrohaun that wholly
sbeorbed bim for several minutes,

** And she hae some of your poetry set to musie,” Mr Cormack
added, * Good-bye till evenicg. Come, Kddy, my man, shake bands
agnio with Mr Armstrong,"

Mr Armatrong and Tom Dwyer—seeming to have forgotten the
stila and the path throagh the meadow—walked on in silence, nntil
they came to where the roed from the bridge met tbat which skirted
the mountain, when Mt Armstrong said :—

* I suppuse Alice has grown to be a fine girl since I last saw her ™

“Ho she is, air,” Tom angwered assentiogly, rather than as if
replying to a question. * Though people don't take much notice of
hor, the eister ia Jooked upon as such a beanty.”

* Doea she sing well 1" Mr Armstroog asked, his thoughts going
back lo the wood-notes wild that flaog their magic spell around him
long ago.

" Wonderfally 1” Tom Dwyger answered. ¢ 'Twonld thrill
throngh yeu till you wonldn't know what was coming over you,"”

Mr Armstrong smiled, but said pothing.

“Mra Carmack,” Tom added, " was saying she wouldn't let her
go back to school this summer aishe was not very strong, It was Mra
Mary Bernard that noticed 1t, and advised her to bring Alice home st
Eaater."

Apain their conversation was interrupted by old Martin Dwyer,
who waa burrying towards them from ihs honse, with the same elated
look a8 when they first eaw him standieg on the bridge. In fact,
from that moment to the present, Martin Dwyer scemed to be on the
brink of a side-splitting barst of laughter. Every object his eyes
¢hanced to rest upon reemed provocative of mirth, Miss Cormack's
ringlets floating on the breesc as she paced slowly up and down by
the river, the Inrk that sprang from under bis feet as he leaped with
aloost yonthful lightness over a doain in the meadow—even a lonaly
beron on the top of a dead pine in a marshy curner near Poul-nge
copple—though the very incarnation of desolation—seemed to inten-
sify Martin Dwyer's tendency to risibility aa he hastened to tell his
wife the * good news " he had beard at the forge.

A heavy deadening load was Lifted [rom many snother heart
besides Martin Dwyer's that day. Men who for weeks before bad
moped idly about, or gone through their daily taske listlessly and
with relaxed muscles, drew a long breath of rehief, and resumed their
wonted energy and cheerfuloess. Apd women, wipiog away the
tears that mprang into their eyea at the glad tidings, went into theit
rooms, closing the door softly behind them, dropped upon their knees,
and with clasped handd offered up prayers to heaven for an unkoped=
for mercy.

The Hononrable Heratio O'Mulligan bad retired,
be no contest ]

Fifty or sixty gentlemen connected with the law were disgusted,
And Bammy Bloane, the process-server, ate his rashers and eggs that
morning without an appetite, Buteome thoussnds ol poor tenants-
at-will rejoiced ; and for their sakes—even without thinking of Mar.
tin Dwyer and hia pretty little danghters—we are not so sorry that
the length (or the shortness) of the Hon Horatio O'Malligan's purse
prevented bum from ' contesting the election " against the other
Liberal candidate, the wealthy but uogrammatical Mr Brummagem,
In fact, we ara glad ; the legal gentlemen, sud Sammy Slosne, the
process-server, and & great many others-—inclnding an embryo gub-
inspector of police or two—to the contrary notwithetanding.

“ No conteat I'" said Martin Dwyer, a8 & turo in the road brought
them In view of the old ivied farmaouse,

*“Ig that so!" Mr Armetrong ssked, turning to his oli friend,
whose silence, taken in connection with hisevideot high good-humoar,
was begioning to cauee bim some airprise, ** I am very giad to hear
that piece of news, Martin.”

“Yes,” roturned Martia Dwyer, moviag to the side of the road,
#ad raising bis head high, 8o as to se able to ses over the larch grove
the loads of Yime that dotted a aguare patch of pale browo, hike little
white tenta & good way up the motntain, '* I'll go on with the lime-
burning,”

Tom looked st Mr Armstrong with & shake of the head, which
said sa plainly as words—* What & simple poor man my father ial

There was to

He thinks the daoger is over.” And now Mr Armetrong bent his
eyed upoo the ground a3 he reflected that a general election muat
come within three yeara, and might come befors ths end of one,

The ligkt that sparkled in Nellie's eyes, and the more liqnid lastre
that beamed in Nannie's an they ran down to the road to welcome
their old friend, brovght a sympatbetic gleam into thelr brother’s face
—which had been unusually clonded ever since he saw Miss Cormack
walking along on tha river bank,

The little girla hurried Mr Armatrong away to see their flowers
beds, before he conld shake lmnds with their mother, who smgiled
approvingly as if the substitutien of the flower-beds for the rank docks
nod nettles was all Ler own dotagr, and looked like s woman who had
never quarrelled [n her life,

‘' Don't ye know,” she said at length, * that poor Mr Armsirong
must be starved and tired t (lome in, Mr Armstrong, apd den’t mind
their flowers till you're after baving somathing to eat.”

* Now," said Mr Armatrong, turning to Naanis and Nellie, kaving
done ample justice to the repast which Mrs Dwyer, with many sugges-
tious of regret that sha had not been eatlier apprised of hia coming,
had placed before him —* Now, let ua go out to the orchard, and I'll
have a rest on the old geat,'’

Tom walked up the hill, ostensibly to see how Mick Connsll
acd Paddy Brien were getting on with the lime-gpreading ; but
in reality to sit under the Brown Bock and commune with his own
thooghts,

ENGLAND AND ROME,
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Tea following are passages from the sermon presched by the Rev
D Gasquet, 0.8.B., at tho investiture of Archbishop Vaughan with
the Palllum : —

From the coming of St Augustine and the first establishment of
the Church of the Knglish no fact is more clearly marked in the his
tory of our country than the intimate union which existed between the
Charch of thig land and the Holy Apostolic See. When, at Bt
Gregory's command, Augustine is consecrated Archbishop of the
English people.” this is performed by the Pope's vicar, the Bishop of
Arles, in which city, beit remembered, British Bishops 300 years
before had, by solemn synodical act, shown how they recognised tha
practical impott of 8t Peter's primacy among the Apostles, Tha
ceremony of to-day carries back onr thoughls to that month of Jone
[a the year A.n, 601, when nearly 1,300 yeard ago, by the anthority
ot Pope 8t Gregory, the first hierarchy ot English Bishops was eatab-
lished, and ' the Pallium of honcur from the holy and Apostolic Bee *
was pent by the bands of Paalinns and Mellitus to Angustine as tha
first Archbishop, It was from Rome that this jurisdiction eame.
“We give you no suthority over the Bishops of Gaal,” wrote Gregory
to his new vicar, when seading him this symbol of his power, ' but
all the Bishops of Britain We commit to your charge, that tha
ignorant may be tacght, the weak confirmed, the perverse corrected
by authority.,” And ag we review ths centurles of Saxon rule, and
mote how each occupant of 8t Augdstine’s chair sends, or bimself
goes, to Rome for that sign of pre-eminence first conferred on the
Chagreh of Canterbury, we recognise how to onr Engliph forefathera
tha Roman pall ever was the pledge and symbol of “the Oatholic
Faith, of unity, and of subjection of the Roman Church,” s writeg
Bt Boniface, the English Apostle of the German people, to Arch.
bishop Cuthbert of Canterbury. Rven in the dark and stormy days
of the 10'h century, iu epite of the dangers and hardshipe of a jour.
ney from Fogland to Italy, almost every successor of 8t Avgustine,
inclnding Bt Odo, Bt Dunstan, and Bt Elphege—those three glories of
onr Epglish Church—made that weary pilgrimage, in order that he
might bow his head before the Roman Pontiff, and at bis command
and concession take from the abrine of the Apostles this sacred sign
ot big jurisdiction. No difficulties conld turn these sons of Eogland
from testifying their loyalty to the Holy Bes. Of one Bighop—
Alfsin of Winchester—mwa read, that designated to mucceed St Odo on
the throna of Canterbury *according to the coriom (more solite) he
set out to Bome to obtain his pall ;' bat, as his ssiotly predecessor
had in vision warned him, he was destined never to wear it, and he
perished of cold amid the suows of the Alpine passes befors he set
hia foot in Italy,

Let ug pass quickly onward. From the Norman Cougeest to the
reign of Queen Mary seven and thirty Archbishops of Canterbury
received the sacred wool as successora of Bt Augustine, and in token
ol their anion with and subjection to Rome, To obtain it many, like
their Saxon prelecessors, journeyed to Ttaly ; whilst to others it was
scnt, "' by reason of the perils and dangets of the road,” by the handa
of Papal delegates. Aond as they knelt before the altar to recsive the
token of theiwr jurisdiction, mast of the long line of prelates were
sworn upon the Holy Gospels, * from this hour forward to be faithful
and obedient to Bt Peter, to the Holy Apostolic Roman Charch, and
to my lord the Pope and his suceessors.” It was the profession of
the Church of England by the moath of ite appointed head, and by
thun solemn act ot men like Langton, Peckham, and Courteney, Arun-



