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Innisfail, or Distant Days in
Tipperary.

CHAPTER T.

CALVARY,

“Goop night, Mrs, Hogan, and I hope your
husband is better,” zaid the doctor as he pulls
off his gloves and proceeds to warm lis hands
at the wretched fire m the cheerless [ire-place.
Ie had driven a long distance throngh the rain,
bat was guite cheerlul, for he was ene of that
good-natured kind who forget their own troubles
at the sight of another’s pam.

“ Ah, doctor, I grieve to say he has not
been well lately. Since the nourishment failed
he has been getting gradually weaker. For a
few days we had chickens enough, and the
neighbours were so genercus, Now they are
nearly all sick themselves, and with nothing
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but fever and hunger everywhere 'tis a gloomy
prospect we have got to face.”

With blanched cheeks and suppressed tears
that devoted woman looks the pleture of agony.
Her three eldest boys are slowly rtecovering.
Her two girls are not old enongh to be of much
help; and with three small children, one of
them only twelve months old, what wonder at
such a sight that the doctor's heart is touched
with pity ¥

The room occupied by the patient 1s large,
cold, and bleak, Excepting a few creaking
chairs and a painlul apology for a bed there is
no furniture m the place. Judged by the pro-
longed examination fhe case iz serious. The
doctor, however, seemns hopeful. He gently
gives his directions, comlforts that sorrowlul
woman, and sympathetically bids good-bye to
that lomely dwelling. An hour later the lust
sacraments are administercd. On the damp
elay floor kneels God’s anointed servany, and
from a heart filled with paternal affection issues
forth a salutary tide of supplication for the
corporal and spiritual relief of an afilicted
brother. DBy ange! hands are the golden petitions
carried before the great white throne. Con-
solation descends, and, refreshed with the
keavenly dew of absolution, the sick man’s
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soul is clothed wigh the alb of innoecence. and
worthy of admittance to the halls of heaven.
Oh! glorious, zealous, unselfish Irish priesthood,
ever true to your high vocation—great on the
judgment day before the assembled nations
will be your reward, and grand, even on carth,
your consolation in working for the salvation
of a people the most layal to the faith the world
has ever kmown. Poor in earthly goods the Trish
are rich in their love of the supernatural and in
that strong bond of charty that for centuries
of persecution snd famine bound together the
sheep and shepherdz.
Who in the winter’s uight,
Boggarth, araomn,
When {he cold hblast dil ate,
Bomgartl, aroon,
Came Lo my cabin doar,
And on my earthen floor,
Enelt by me sick opd poor,
porzartl, aroon ¥
E ] = H £ d » A ¥
Who #s [riend only 1aet,
Rogaarth, arean,
Nevar dhd flout me vet
Soggzarth, arenn,
And when my heart was cim
Gave while his eve did brim,
What I should give to b,
Soggarth, aroon !



