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§T  MARY MAGDALEN,
When twilight rang her silv'ry bells
And bloomed the scented asphadels,

There knelt at Jesus’ feet .
A ereature who, though steeped in gin,
longed, aye, His wondrous love to
win—
A boon to her full sweet. .

fhus grisving o'er her waywardness,
With bitter tears and fond caress
She bathed His Sacred feet,
Amd@ loosening her golden braid,
Where glist'ning sunbeama
played,
#he wiped them, as was meset,

ever

'&-, Jesus' Hsary with love p'erflpy>.

e T
Ia Mary’s eyés the light that glowed

Bespoke her new-found peace;
Mnd, list’'ning to His pardon sweet,
Fond kisses raining on His feet,

Her soul knew sin’s release.
Datelle Marie Gerard, in The Rosary.

ROUND THE FORGE FIRE.

Under a spreading chestnut tree

The village smithy stands.”

There wag no greater haunt for the
diers, and for those who were not
idlers, also, in T——, than Martin Dil-
lon’s “forge.” To a village comprised
of & chapel, a public-house, a “peel-
ms” barrack, and, perbaps, a dozen or
% of streggling cabins, sach as T——,
®5 forge is by 6o méeans an inconsid-
wable or uninteresting *‘institution.”

In its precincts were to be found
xen of all shades of opinilon—from the
Rsy-fooking policeman in undress to
the village pedagogue; the latest news
in the political atmosphere, and the
freshest plece of gossip in the shape
of some local soandal. ln it were 10
be found the tallor, the weaver, the
shoemaker. the grocer. the farmers for
miles round frequented its dusty area;
while the parish clerk, the priest’s boy.
the game-keeper, and the “berds” of
¢he neighborbood, made up the tag-
wg-and-bob-tall of its environs. Of
ol these, the burly blacksmith—Maur-
¥en Gow, as he was generally called—
the tatlor. and the village piper. merit
&y social notice. Many a time and oft
ave I stood, as a youngster, listening
to their shanahus, as they sat round
the forge fire recounting thelr many—
me exciting adventurers: for be it
known that the three were "traveled”
men, and had gone through the rounds
of Munster and Leinster pursuing their
svocations, the two former as “lour-
agymen” to their respective trades, be-
fore they finally “settled down" at
T, WMartin Dlllon, a man of tal
etature and largenesg of limb, was the
vilage siannache—a fund of drollery
and quaint humor in himself. There
was no reminescence of the locality
last to him: his stories of Ninety-eight
—xorious '88, as he would say—bhis
tales and personal experience of '48
and his other political escapades would
fill a goodly volume. He was consid-
ered a wise man, too; he was certain-
ly an intelligent man; every Friday
night, as gure as shot, brought him his
newspapers, which he read out and sx-
pounded to an attentive, appreciative
audience; and woe to the man expresgs-
ing a false sentiment: the anvil rang,
the hammer came down—I was going
%0 say on the traitor's head—but had
it been there—!

Would there were more of his sorg
froughout the land!

The tailor,-Tim Farrell, was a small
man-—but what he lost in size he made
ap in consequencs, and recounted his
adventures with a fervor and wormth
which only emall men can employ. A
bachelor, it might have been sald of
him that love was the cause of his fol-
ky; it was certainly the cause of bring-

ing him info a good many serapes.’

The piper, Ned Moran, wae blind—but
be must speak for himseif by-and-bv.
How 1 can ook back now throught
the dim years and e&ee those thred
worthies holding their courtagh! It
is a wild, wet, winter's Friday night.
Groups of young men are standing or
tounging agalst the walls, holding thelir
own “gosther,” or listening, open-
mouthed, to the paper—*“article,” gong
or story—expreasing their assent by
many a “well done,’ “bravo,” “right
again,” or by such expressions as “‘the
curge o' Crum’ el on ’em,” “be all the
grey coats in Comnermara an that’s a
hairy oath!” The blind piper sits en-
throned on the large “hob’” beside the
glowing fire, his pipes and “chanter”
resting on his knee: the smith, with
brawny “sinewy hands” is working
away or resting on the anvil some job
complated, while Ned Moran sitting on
she “vise,” i reading a speech by the
Hght of a half-penny candle stuck to
Be wall! Heigho! it is a familiar pic-
me t )
1ull in the conversation having oc~
ed, the piper looks about him, as
if those sightless sye-balls could dis-
@arn who was there and ealled out,
*Billy Walsh, are ye ’ithin?”

“Yis, Ned; what news ha' ye fon
me?’ sald a young farmer, advancing
bow;v’ards him., “Did ye do what I tol’
’»e 'y

“I §id; 4#'s anything from a hune
gred ¢ five,” ‘was the laconic reply.

“Ye don’t say go! Bluran'ouns, I
din't think thers was so much! Eh?”

“Bvery pinny ov id, an® a comely
eolleen, too, int’ the barg’tn »

“¥is, she's a purty girl. I seen her
wounce, an’ begor, she tuk me fancy.”

“An’ tell me she has that much for-
tune?” the young farmer asked, after
& pause.

“I do, faix; an’ moreover, it ye thry,

yell be apt v get her.”

‘thy?

“Bekaise,” I sed, “I was on {he look.
awt o’ wife for a athrong farmer that'd

“sAn’ what 414 they say t thagr—

“They sald they could satisfy any
man on thag pint. An'l mintioned yer
name, toe, t° thim”

“Did ye? Welll”

*Thay, wouldn't &8y ag’in id a big,
thoy sed.”

“That's estisfactory. I'll meet thim
at the market a Friday.”

“Yeo will, I toul’ thim " be ready, an’
they said they would.”

Having ascertained this the young
farmer retired, and the piper, who, a8
will be scen from the foregoing dia-
logue, was the village matchmaker,,
lapsed into silence, caught up his
pipes, and after a few preparatory
grunts, commenced “The Foxhuntsry
JE.” Ao the Lone. 6! ¥Eiék scme hall
dozen men were tripping im on the
“light fantastic toe” in less than ne

“*Come, Martin, tell us a sthory,”
said the piper, the dance having con-
cluded.

The smith looked him for a fyw
minutes, then sat down on the anvil
and commenced: —*All 0’ ye are used
t' scenes o' hardshtp an’ misery among
our naybors, an’ among our counihry-
min ginerally; bud, prai€s be t' God,
théy're getting SCATCEr AD° EBCATCer
every year; an’ now I'l] tell ye a story
o' the bad times’ Some o' ye may
hawve heerd ov id before, an’ may be
some o0’ ye know the people 1 main,
if ye do assel’, id does peopla good t'
be reminded occasionally o' the misery
we had t' suffer, an’ the want brought
Ron us by the people we're unlher! Ta
comminoce rightyly now, I must tell yo
it was @ lovely evenin’ in automn
about thirty years ago. Ballybotighan
wisn‘t that time what it {s now—there
was & row of houses from thia to the
end 0 the road thin; an’ just at the
big thres lived oul' Phil Fagan. He
was & purty sthrong farmer, wag Phil
at that time, an’ he had wan daughter,

shoe-leather.

“That fine harvest evenin' Phll
wae sittin’ on the stons sait outside
his own doore, plazed like wid him-
sel’ an’ satisfled with everythin.’ He
was lookin' down the flelda at the cows
an’ the gheep, an’ the jennet, on the
calves, an’ the cocks o' hay further on;
an’ ‘he was lishnin’ t' the singin’ an
the hummin’ that the raipers an’ the
bindhers had whin they wor returnin’
trom their day’s work; an' the purty
colleens comin’ home wid thoir pails o
milk on their heads: an’ oul’ Pbil was
as happy es a king that game evenin,'
wud all the comfort an’ fun that was
befors him: whin who ahould he com-
in' up be the hedge bdut Besay, the
daughter, and Dick Farrel. an’ they
cuggerin’ an’ they talkin® for all the
world like people =pakin' wud wan
another.

“Dick Farrell, was an only gon, too,
a0’ kem of a fine dacint onld stock. mn’
the ould man's heart was glad 'ithin;
him. whin he thought that before his
death bis little colleen 'ud have a pro-
tector an’ a husband in the young fel-
low comin’ up.

“Some way ofr other, whatever the
young people wor sayln’' t’ aich other,
they never noticed Phiil at all, or
thought he saw thim, bud doubled vy
egain be the nedge, talkin’ and laugh-
in' wid light hearts an’ alsy minds, an’
left the outl’ 1 an’ think?d,
whin who should walk up ' him bud
Lanty Finnegan, the agint!

“Lanty was a red-headed butt ov &
fella, that no wan about the place
liked, or could ootton' t’ all; a0 ¥ye
may say that Phil wasn' a bit too well
plazed whin Lanty sges, “God save ye,
Phil.’

“‘Musha., God save yo kin'ly, sar
Phil, fuddherin’ over an' makin’ place
for him on the sait. ‘Sit down.’

* ‘Wethin,’ says Lanty, ‘I'm glad
ye're alone, bekalss I have a few words
¢’ ye in private,’ sez he that way. ‘T'm
jusht goin' t’ change me life wan o
thege days; an’ I +want yer advice
about & couple o' mathers.’ He went
on, spakin' confidintially.

“I"mn glad t' here 1d,’ sez Phil.

“Well, yer see, I got Grange {rom
the landlord afther he put out Phillips
that time, an’ I want a housekeepersy
an' I was thinkin' o’ gettin’ marri’'d.
Now what would ye say if I axt Bessie
o ye? Eb?

“Poor [Phil jumped, up jusht as I
ye hot him a pelt on the lug, an' stud
lookin' at him a full minit ‘ithout
movin' a jaw.

“'Sure,’ sez he thin, ‘Bessie boct lsn’t
sighteen yeot, an’ I'm sure, %.isther Fin-~
pegan, that ye'd get many stther wife
than her about the place’

M dom't eare about that,’ sez he,’
" want Bessle; an’ 1’1l make 1@ worth
yer 'while if yo consint, sez he. ‘Yo
see all I'm puttin’ out, an’ who knows
how much ov id wonld I clap in along
wud the faim ye have, bekaise it's too
small,” sez he ‘So comsidher over 4d.*
“«No use, sez Phll, ‘I'd never sed
het marri’d at the expense o' me nay=
bors, an’ 1 can’t give he consint.’
Ve can't? sez Finnegan, jumpin’
up, 'd’ye know who ye're talkin’ to?
“<q o, sez Phil, ‘I know very well
wmonnt:alkm to, for Phil was &
spunky little man--and he gez, THI
never g’ ye Bessle)

“*PI1 let ve think over id tii} morp=
in’, stz Finnegan, ‘an’ maybe yo'd |
change yor mind’ sez he, ‘an’ if yey
don's ye may as ‘well bundle up, BO%y
he, an’ he wint off.

“Well, thera was quare storles float-
in’ about the place abont Lanty Finne-
gan; an’ so Phil Fagan consoled him=-
sel’ wud thinkin® that he acted for the
best, an’ he was {o that frame o’ mind,
whin who should walk in bui Besele
and D\ick Farrell, So he up an’ toul?

word Finnegan sed, an’ everything. ,
“‘Oh, the bluck-hearted villian ;

a8 purty & ocolleen &s ever etud in .

thim what had. happened, an’ mm"

days sgo.. Let L. . g0 Iua WO, Sy

let him turn ye uut to-marrow if he

wilk—our hause iz yours, gir, as long
;as ye Hve'—an” with that the twe

young people wor on their Eness bex
|

fore him in an fustant, aakin’ i
| blesstn’ which he gev thim; an® the

2hrao 4at down about the fire, talkin®
i an' plannin’ tmumanhonrso the

night.

“Neftt mornin’ kem. an* "‘innegan.
‘good t' his word, bouled over, an' he
got the same answewretuaal-—tmﬁ
he got he!ox
his impudence from Dick Farrelt, who
tuk good care ¢’ be in befare him; an’
#ez t' the baffied agent, ‘Do yer worst;
*twould come sooner or later; but go!
o8; P hetune oe 4l - an'.them, -&n'-|
though ye may rod thim o' their bit o'
land, ye'll qup sorry for id wid a lang
spoon.’

*'‘Spiteful c¢ob.' roared Finnegan,
‘every man jack o' ye ‘ill fill a pauper's
grave. An’ you, hesay,’ sz he t’ Bes-
sy, ‘T'll havo me revinge o ve if ¥
waited ti}l I hunted ye t' the world's
ind.’ An he med away wid himsel’.

“Well time wore away an’ Dick Far.
re]] an' Bessy ¥egan wor marri'd, an’
afther that the notice to quit was serv-
ed on oul’ Phil; an’ wan hardy mornin’
in epring tha redoosts kem, an' the
&ew mticks ¢ farnitore wor 1
out on the road, an’' the black- iiveres
villsin Finnegan, wid his o hand,
aet fire U’ the snug oul’ houge that Phll
Fagan was born in an' bis'father, an
grandfather before him, an’ there be-
fore the oul man's gags in the open
daylight, wid the protection o’ the ao-
gers, that man desiroyed all that waa
near a&n’ dear t’ the oul’ msn's heaxt,
that fairly broke as he looked at the
heap O’ ashes &n’ black walls! Haow
many comfortable warm homsteadse
have we seen changed from the sbelter
o' our people into so many blackened

 mlle-stones on the agint'a road o' iife!
Glory be t' God, ‘twould dhraw teard
from a stone t' see the weéll.pald, half-
drunk rascals carryin’ out int’ the
cowld world young sn’' old, sfck an’
ooré, dyin’ an’ dead! Yis, dead-—the
corpse 0' & poor man had 4’ be taken
out o' the houss before me own twd
Bvin’ eyes, ¢’ let the villain o' the
world puil 14 down t’ the ground!
Can such things lasht? My God, can
they? An’ min, sthrong min, maddened
2t the sight befors them—in numbers. | th
too, grindin’ thelr teeth in rage, muat
look on, an’ see how thes work is doste
—how succeasfully the work is donu,
without sayin* a word!

“To return ¢’ the story, they kad t'
carry poor oul’ Phil' Fagan - betuns
thim over t’ Dick Farrell's but he did.

n’t live long. The sthroke he got that
day killed him an’ people wor ton
nine days talkin® about him an’ thin ne
was forgot excep’ be his near fri'na,
Just as we'll be all soms day oiit hers.

“Well, the years wint on thelr weary
coorse, an’
what ag every wan expected she would
-3 fine flahool housekeepar—an’ God
bless those Irish matrons, their like
aren't t' bs met wit’ ‘all the world
around—'an’ just at the ‘bad times
there wasn't 8 warmer corner in the
side o® the country than Dick Farrells
nor wan that was more frequented by
the poor an’ needy, who wOr never re-
fused for a bite or sup; nor s night's
lodgin'; an' whin the choler was regin’
there wasn’t a vanithee in the barony
med hersel’ o' more use in givin® re-
tr!ehment an’ dhrinks, an’ bedclothu.
an’ matl, and milk, than Bessy hersel’
did—an’ thnt God may havs it in mrc
for her, I say. Amint

“Won day, at any how, ghe med too
bould, an'~God bless the hearersie.
she was struck down herasl’, an’ thers{
wasn't a dhry eye it the parish whin
the news that Bessy Farréll bad the
choley wint out! People kem from
far gn’ jpear ¢ inquire for her; hut:
what good did they do her?. 'l‘wo o
the childer as well ‘tuk id, an® thin ye
may say ‘twas a mournful houss!

“That very morniy’, too, news kam

that same gentleman kem ridin u t
the doore, an’ tould Dick Farrell
his bit o’ land was wanted,” an’ tha.c
he should give up possession forth-
Wwith. In vain did Dick plaid for his-
wife an’ childre—in vain did ke urge
their sickness; ‘twodldn’t do; out he
should go; an’ before aither o' 1hims
was woll over the® disaise; the rede
coats wor agaln at work, an’ that night
eshiverin’ wid the cowld, some 0’ them
waverin’ betune life an’ deat.h, his own!
‘health shattered from exposure an*
onalsiness, Dick Parrell’s whole famiiy’
slep’ by the ditchaide, wit, searcély ani
mywch ¢overin’ as wd keep out ﬂxe o
verity o’ the weather!

tuul'

#Would ye be surprised not if

day? Would y& balieve he didn’t?§
‘Well, he didn't—not on the next dayy
but before the week was over, his wits
.an’ two childre wor berried in the wan
grave! Think o’ that! Ye have wives,
an’ childre-—wauldn’t ye ghed yer lasth
dbrop o’ blood in ordher t' gave thim?
An’ what 41d he do? What could he
do? He bid hlmsel’ from the worlds:
be Jlived on the aly; he never spoke

©* the broad diy
woiild have killed thin and thers,|
on’y that the peslars'kem on thim, As
18 was, Flunegan wag go disfigured thati,
he was med an example of for life; and

years!

an’ & good kickin® for |

Bessy turn'd out—just|

Taigsionary wo, k amofix the.

| time of her conversion. 4o she Hraye
1y aet about the work of preparation; |

ye that Dick Farrell wint mad the next}

‘sesni no other Catholle institution’

Aight, an’ to 1d they! y;
whit--at laist Dick, if;n to him, 204 niﬁti‘ati

death o, his very face, an' there wxan't
wan frind in the world o* his owa to]

soattered, herried three thousand miles
away, or their bones 1¥in® gn the bots

thim to it! -
“There~-that's
Think over id, boya. Yo have sll yar

bitteen ¢’ land, an’ yey very heart snd |

sow! is centered in id-—but haw long;
Bud look’d me!
part id whils God »

”heﬁﬁh.““fﬁ?‘tﬁé“‘b’é”

ithin & hin’s race ©' me.” And the|

light the, by this time, diminished!
+forge fire,” vound which this is but

there again, ms‘l.
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me life andi®
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our fist evening-«may we live to meet i
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