/\t.:e&‘l;m beside Uncle Mick. - In the desp embra-|,
the window, Maud sat, looking on the dxstent

'

. a beautifal and variegated scene of hill and dale,

h
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. 7 Continued. . o
M‘w’k Nogher laid’ his pile’ of fern leaves on the
ﬂoor. ‘and wrapping his cloak around him, lay down
to'sleep. The door was.wide open, - -and he gould
look up 1.o ‘the sky and out on ‘the ‘gresn flelds.
The new moon Wwas sailing hke e. light ‘boat amid
the'. fleecy clouds, and . the evenmg star was just
ahove, 8o nenr that she touched the t‘e.mt circle of
It was a beautiful sight; and 8 rare one,
"and Uncle Mick, who slept much in the open air, end
ay wotchmg it. « Ay, ay,”
he said himself, it seems like that BRT Wero an
angel keeping watch™ 6ver “those who are sailing in
.that wee boat—may be it is'a sxgn to me; for Inever
- gaw the like hefore—there’s- an n.ngel aloft wetohing
over poor old Mick's craft. Ithought I felt quare to-
_night; sort of homelike, when I came in and saw my
two bonny birdeens sleepmg 50 sweetly; that's .the
way they feel in heaven, I guess; home-like, Kome-like,

and §

v

and repeating the words, he too dropped uleep.

CI{APTER XL .

MARGARET TREVOR.

- «Y{er nature was & whirlpool of dellree.
AN mighty passions
That with the darkness of the demon world
1Ind something of the light of Heavon."

K

k.()n the evening of the chase, Maud was seet;ed in
“her'owrl room, which ‘faced -tho enst, and ‘overlooked

ounly rh

ixod,

e waiy leads to tho houee, and the numerous cat-build-

bacoR; ‘while pigs, fowls, and _some young calves,
‘the accommodations with the Tamily.
" Half.a dozen barefpoted girls.-were going out,
eoantlly olad, but rosy-cheeked, and full of merri-
ment. But there is one apartment of the. house in
great contrast to the rest. Ascending the broad, old
fashioned oak staircase in the hall, you enter & large
room, or rather suite of rooms, furnished in the

7 | T believe tho idle go'é"lp which has- rénched us he

“{No, O'Nef),” and here Mnrgnret sut erdot, her whole.
‘| ramie quivering witlt emotion. “I should sooner
*" | doubt my own existence than your love.”

ings, ¢ and brond, unenclosed fields indicate its pos-
sessor 10 be a'man of somo ,substance; but there is
an air of negligencqul/ unthriftiness about the
place;- the fences are full of gaps, the pigs are roam.
ing at will, tho manure heaps and the kitchen doors
are in ‘sociable contiguity, and one or two idle men
seryants hutlehs and shoeless, are leaning on broken
gates, or chatting ‘with the. kitohen .maids. - The
doors, of course, were wide open, and the interior of
the kitchen was not more inviting than the éxterior
of the house: The large, heavy rafters were black-
ened with smoke and loaded with huge flitches of

style and with the taate of a Parisian drawing-room.
Rich carpets massive mirrors, chaira of various

famnly ond the O’Nexl prophooy would pmvent even
; Lthe reportof an ' aftAckiment tayur ooustn: - Not tlge

e e,

" Margarot,”: interposed Henry,
* But she laid her hand upon his mouth ; “ Not one

woxd of npology, mm'y. T cannot bear that lt should
come to that—not one shadow of a doubt rests on my

| neart. Yknow too well, alas, that I cannot, logally
olaim the title of wife. Ibis my deep lova for you
~' | that' his refused to demarid it. ‘I know whot the
world will say if the heir of the O'Neil’s marrics the

poor daughter of a petty squire; but, Harry, our mar-
riage has been consummated - at o holier altar than |
one over which a priest presides, and the reoord none
can annul, save the angel of Death.?” .,

" As she spoke, there was & firness in her tone,

-{and a'meaningin her expresmve face, which made

Hurry O'Neil turn palo_even then, and whloh mado
him quake with fear as he recalled it afterwards,

« Thank 3ou,. Mergaret.” he now said, ¢ for re.
leasing mp’ from apologics; but bo-assured if I am
ever truant to my allegiance to you, it is only neces-
sary to recall me to your presence. One look at your
face, ono embrace, mnkes me forget all the world be-
sido.” :

“ You aro returned Weary from the ohe.se,” said
Margaret, * und it is. myself should apologise for
keeping you go long from our evening meal” She
rung & bell, and a' servant soon appeared with re-
freshments. And here everything was in strange
contrast with the other appointments of the house. .

The tes sorvice was of Sovres China and silver,
the table linen- of spotless white damask, and even
the servant girl in attendance looked like another
race from her companions in the kitchen, so tidyand
neat did she appoar in her French print, clean cap,
and gaiter shoes.

tho emotion of fear she had nover known, and tho
impetuous’ animal scemed .consoious of Its rider's
spirit,and proud ta yleld ‘his will o hers; ,
0'Neil was fascinated at first as by a rare plcture.
He managed to so0 more of tho young girl—a thing
casily accomplished; for she. might’be, encountered |
almost any day, flying over tho hills on her Buceph-
alus. The acquaintanco’ commenced by a playful
bot on the speed of tholr horses ; but, notwithstand-

ing tho free, wild way in.which_tho girl had been
reared, thore was an instinetivo modesty that shrunk
from the common flattery with which the acoom-
plished young man had won many hearts, She did
not even know she was handsome—not that her
gliss deoeived her, for she didn't use one,~and
when told of her benuty she did n’t care for it, and
was far more flattered ‘when the glossy cont and
arched neck of hor horse reccived a compliment.
Her unoultivated mind precluded most topics of con-
versation familiar to O'Neil, and they might have
soon wearied of each other, had not O'Neil discov-
ered her wonderful musical powers. Me, too, was
an amateur'in musio, and thus there was a sympu-
thy botween them, which brought them often to-
gother. He taught her the science of music, and in-
spired her with a wish to excel. Now she regretted
her indignation at tho dunce block, for she was
ashamed to let the young lord know that she could
not oven read the words of the music he brought
her. She set to work patiently again, at ¢ Reading
made Easy,”and in a fow weeks could read tolerably
well. .A new world scemed opened to her when
Henry read the songs of Moore. His finely trained,
well modulated voice was the richest juusio she had
ever heard. Poetry and music now took the place,
in a measure, of her wilder sports, and ‘she -cared
less and less for tho society of e  foxshunting,
whisky-drinking father.

After much cffort, O'Neil persunded Margaret to
attend school, solecting the pldce himself, aud direct-

 Are you 88 happy here,” inquired O’Neil of Mnr-
t, *as in our home in Paris 2"
«T ghould be,” she replied;; “ conld T have s mneb

: umque patterns  ouriously embroidemd, or -covered
vm.h velvet and brocads ; fautemls and all ‘the et
oetera of & fashionable ladys’ xoom are to be scen.
I said suits of .rooms ; the foldmg doors, now closed,
opened into & slegping-réom, furnished too, with ex-

b}ond meadows. end queint old’ rnms, Bhe could

lakes,* wemng on - its bosom, hke emerald . gems,
those ILitfle green islands, the admiration’ of other

hills; she had ' herself ridden out with the hunte

quisite taste. A oarpet of soft, rich colors, & little
darker, but harmonizing well with the rich Bllk and
lace drepery of wnidows and touch. Two or thres
choics paintings adorn the walls, while a harp and
a rosewood book-case, well filled, indicate some taste
in the occupant. ' The wingows open’on a.broad cx-
panse of .green fields -and ‘softly rounded hills,
bounded on the. east by the Shannon, while to the

of your soclety.” -1 love Ireland,°I Jove my-old home,
strange as it may appear- w}yh—the “yery, daisies
here dre dearer to me the.n ‘ihe rire%xotioe wo had
in Paris.”

«] had almost hoped you were weary of- the soli-
tude,” said Harry, ¢ nnd would accompany me to
Parie” .

« Must you leave 80 soon ? I.thought it was your
intention to remain in Ireland.”

«] may return here: again,” he eaid, * but next
week I must be in France. Will you go?”

“ Yes, if you desire it,” she said.

He scanned her features closely, but not the least

ing her studxes She was then fifteen, and we have
introduced her to the reader attwenty-five. Bhe
was the being, in one sense, of his own formation.
In the first place, he had her sedutously taufht the
art of preserving beauty, and then thoso “studfes
wero solected which fitted her to shine in society,
rather than the more -solid acquirements’ which

{ strengthen tho mind, and make & woman -indepen-

dent of society for enjoyment. French and ‘music
wege her prominent studies, and to perfect her in
in tho former, ho placed her in a French boarding-
school, near.Paris. Under such training, the prom-
ise of girlhood, as far as beauty was concerned, was
more than fulfilled ; sho grew up the beautiful wo-
uian, noble-hearted, impulsive, with o keen zest for
the enjoyments of life, and with refined tostes that
made the coarse habits of her father’s houschold

Lord O'Nell to Mnnd as sho entered the library- to
bid Ler father good night, « he meets us af dinner,
to-morrow.. Come and it near me, my daughter, [
Thavo somewhat to say to yon,” {

Maud took a Tow seat at her father" g slde ; helaid
his hand -upon her head, smoot.lnng ‘the soft hair,
and looking tenderly into Ler bluo oyos, 8o like those
of the mother who had once made life so bng-& to
him, K

ments in your short life, from your father—that

little heart has alwaya been open to.me, hais it not 9"
The young girl blushed deoply—gnlj' that morn- -

ing her cousin Harry had whispered words of love,
and though she, coy and bashful, had with true
womanly sccretiveness refrained from giving him
encouragement, her own hoart plead guilty to feel-
ings which she would just now gladly conceal from
all the world, and certainly from her father. She
felt that there was not that sympathy betweon them
that she could havo Adesired ; with all her father's
urbanity and politeness, she could perceive a re-
straint when the two were together; and though
she never heard her father speak aught against hey
cousin, and could nof define this fecling which she
“had, yet it was there, and rested like a cloud in her
otherwise bright sky.

«You do not spenk, my dgrling, nnd you need
not; there, sit on my kneo, and lay that littlo- head
close to my heart, and I will read your thoughts to
you. How denr you are to me,/my preclous child,
the one beam of sunlight in my dark life, the brightr
ness of my oly/age. Think you I could thwart your
wishes, or sadden your life? No, Maud, you love
cousin Harry; is itnotso? Ie has won your heart,
and you fear it will not please your (othcr Am ]
not right, daughter ?”

Maud; child as she, was, hid her head on her
father’s breast and wept.

«Don't be troubled my child, see here,” and .he -

handed ‘her a note written by Iarry, asking the
hand of Maud in marriage.
dearest, and give me your opinion of it.”

« My Dean Hanry: If my diughter’s hand is
yours, fairly and honorably won, I will, after a
year’s probation, give my consent to the marriage,
belicving that you will prove yourself worthy the
name you wear, and the prize you hope to win.

« But remember the old legend.”

« What old legend, father? Pray, tell me.”

«I will, my daughter, though the relution may
open afresh n wound which thirty years of timo has
scarcely henled,

« Many, many years ngo, when Ircland was ruled
by chieftains, the clan of ‘tho 0'Neils was very pow-

# Maud, my daughter, there have beer no conceals

« Now sce my answer, -~

erful; the. more so, because they were united, to o’

north rise a rangg of mountains, on whiok, at thm
1time the blue mist is resting

Here, at this same hour of tmhght, wlule Me.ud
is-praying before the image of the Virgin, sits one

man, and tifls kept their possessions by the strong
arm of might, which in those days, made right.
They intermarried, thus keoping their Inud intact.
One of their young chicftains was betrothed, when

suspicion could ho detect there.

No, Harry O'Neil, be easy whlle you mny, the
whole heart of Margaret is yours. She jiidges you
by her own ‘woman’s heart, whoso love, like the Serip-

but kad returned at mid-day with her aithi ul
attendant Martin Casey. = - ;

~ Old Maxtin_had Been in the fs.mxly many - yeors
~ before Me.ud was bora, and his'own. children were
not dearer to him thn.n the heiress ot‘ D'Moore

very repulsive. This was one point gained by Har-
§¥ 3 but moxp slow and ‘difficult was the progress
which he made in removing the sanctity of marriage,
and leading the young girl to feel that such vows

wu,whmg the bmg,d level pa_th ﬂmt opens. fmm the ture measure fills it to-the brim s yea, pressed down \ N a bhlm to his couém, one Bl‘idget O’N(‘il but as he
) ' , | were fetters which true love scorned. DBut it was

‘”‘iﬂe' aiut you e my lmdy ” he a i ” 1o ;)}t o; vlvsoo;ifed land on tho right, But very unlike running over. There is no olding now, though | done at, last; his own persuasive tongue, aided by grew Ohtl:'r’ tho fne:xtd 81;:1’ ot‘t‘tho c’:;lldm: +did not

And A a‘s, [] ! au lu-garet '|‘revor. |'nx~ge' stafe]y' in the there was o tlme when that ove was hluﬂel‘ to be tai - h. h b ad to b ki . l‘lpﬁn into warmer attachment, or ratier it was pre-
aasisted her o alight. :. | full bloom of early womanhood, sho is one who would oertai romances which ho re er, muking his

vented from doing 8o by the. following ingidentsIn
o skirmish between the rival ‘fuctions of the O'Neils
and the O’Moores, an old chicf and his daugh-
ter, Mabel 0'Moore,-renowned for her beauty, were

won than tlie hand of the haughtiest laaly in the king-
dom. . Margaret is proud, you gan see it in the curve
of her swan.like neck ; you can'geo it in the lines of
{he mouth ; you can hear it in. the tones of the voice,

R Not at all, Martin,”. she se.ld, her eyee beaming
lmghtly. “ gand I would have ‘gone . further, but
Cha.rlie, here,” pettmg here horse'e neok, 88 ehe

own-comments as he read, and, with wily cunning
und\ sophistry, binding his victim with strong, though
sllken cords, She was won at lnst,and onco won she

sitract’ attention in & orowd, and <call forth the
hnokneyed phrase, “a splendid woman.” - She , car-
rios her hend ercct, rather thrown back. a little,

. was his forever ; for she was one of those rare women Ny A

:np;k:k : tpn:;ll;edhull:n :;s hc;e‘.lrs,eloand glo.nve wx:lth wt;:lr displaying to sdvantage the sloping shoulders and |and mark it in tho flashing of her eye. But, alas! w;i gu.nnot. understan d coquetry, and loving once taken captive. Young O'Neil, whose fidelity was
0 sed ! ! bted, deputed th

captive. ‘T <ifo. baok 08 soon s my om ars full developod bust,. Her hairis dark and abundant, alas! for her. and too many of the sex; love hath loye forever ; or, finding falschood whero truth was undoubted, was deputed their jailer; but his Leart

the eyes large and dark, shaded by long, drooping
lashes, and the arms and hands ‘most. beautifully
formed. But the beauty of Margaret is the fair
skin ; the rich. complexion- givmg one- the idea of |
exubern.nce of health ; the Piits‘blood flows through
the veins beneath the transparent skin, tinging the
cheeks with the hue which nature alone can impart;
and giving . that elasticity and bubyancy of animal -
life, which those orily who have never known disease
can understand. ~ Margaret Trevor had never been
ill in her life, and s0 litt]e, did she know of ‘sorrow
and sickness that her heart had as yet never learned -
eympnthy with human suffering. She sxte now on
alow reading chair, in one hand is a note which
she hag rend and ro-read “half & dozen times for the™
last few minutes; but now her head is turned to
the window, lookmg eagerly towards the highway -
The road, as I have said, loses' itsolf in a bit of’
woodland, but Muargavet has not long to look;

man emerges into the open peth. «It’s him 1%
watoher exclaims, and her cheek has a richer hue, her
oyes o more vivid brightneds. He rides fast, soon his
horso’s feqt touches tho little bridge across the brook;
o moment more, and the nder throws the bridlo to &
waiting groom, and himself with 8 quwk step. mounts
the old staircase.

Margaret rises and comes forwnrd a8 He.ndsoxne
Harry” opens the door. He onsta one glance of ad-
miration :at tho noblo looking ‘woman, her beauty

overmustered pnde. But that ‘very pride hath-cast
out meanness and suspicion ; and though the reports
of Harry s gallantry to the hairess of the O'Neil’s had
owing to her position,w wounded her pride, it-had not
made her doubt Hnrry’a love, or suspect his fidelity,
{and she would havo scorned th¢' petty artifices of
jealousy aa-beneath her dignity, and udworthy her

wasg not proofi against the charms of his fair cap-’
-tive. Ho-wooed, won and married her in private.

~~ «When tho time came that Bridget 0'Neil should

be given in marriage, the faithless young man dared

not revenl his treachery ; morcover, he hgd become
weary of his wife, and s the 0'Moores had doclined o
in power, and become weak. and fueble; while the
(’Nefls were spreading themsclves . all over the
islind, he resolved .to put an. end to the life of his
wife by poison. ~The poo'r old father still lived, hav-
ing been sent bnck -a# o ransom for axr O'Neil; but
ho was very' aged, and worn withrthe strife of many
battles.

¢ The- marriage fen.st was celebrated inan old
“Poudal "castle belonging to the ™ O’Nclls, wnth groac
splendor for the times.

«During’ tho revel, after ‘the brldo had ‘retired
with her maidens, and whilo'the “men snt carousing’
at the table, an old’ man glided in, and. wnscen by
the half drunken group, placed a goblet filled ‘with,
spnrk“ng liquor at the bridegroom’s side. *The lat:
ter, on perceiving it, eupposed it "hod been placed
there by on¢ of-the: ‘nttendants, and tossed it of, -
‘with a smack of his- lips and & jeet upon- the good-
negs of tho wine, -

o |+ #Ins fow motents he -turned deadly-ptle, reeled
h— i | In hig‘6hdir, liig--obuntenados becams -disborted and
It wes o lmght, eloo.r;cold crispy: mormng in{ expresnive of dyefyl agony, while' beforo tho attend-
early winter, succceding the evening wo have justde- | ants céuld take him from the table, ho gronned and

catght the deep baymg of ‘the dogs mingled with
t'he whoopmg and elamor of voices, and the blomng
" of thé horns. The only agreeable part of the hunb-
ing, is the swift gallop over the hills.” -

« His rivercnce, Father Moneeny, don’t think
with you, my lady; he enjoyegl the hunt moro thn.n
-master Harry himself”’, '

« - u]am glad Father MeSweeny enjoys the sport 80
well, Martin. . I wish my mher entered into it with
a8 much zest, bithe seemed-ll this morning, Bend

Maggie to me.as soon 08 he returns.” |

. With a light step Maud ran up the broad, mne

: stmrease and‘entered her own room, and, as ¥e havo
just said, seated Rggelf to look out on the benuti{ul

-~ piospect which her window | ‘afforded. Thero was &

* soft flush on her cheek, and & light in her blue eyes,
for never dxd nature wear 80 winning & faco toher.
~ Xove ‘touched every thing with its rainbow hues,
and with her ch@k leaning on her tiny, white hand,
ﬂhe thought of Hor loﬁ" hastening from the chase
over yonder hills—her own hoart loaped up to meet
hlm, and her eye woirld fain catoh the first glimpso
"of -him ‘as e cams down the mountain _path. But
" the shadows of evening were ‘gathering, and a mist
descended’ on the hills, and Moud leaned back in
-her chair and tried to turn her thoughts to holier
subjects, .An image of the Vnrgin. wrought in pure
“white marble, was in her‘room, and- as her eyes

promibed, and treachery given in return “for confi-
\dence,\hate with the same intensity with which they
have loved, and verify the words of the poet:

« Hell haa no fury like a woman scorned.”

A cdquette is no hater—she is & harmless encmy.
A truc-hearted, sincere woman, who loves, but who
has not learned the lessons of Him who was meck
and lo‘wly of heart, and forgave reproach and scorn,-
is nev&r to bo twice'won. Once scorned, and all .the
‘brightness of life is- quenched—once convineed of
faithléasness . where sho had . learned to trust, and
there 18 no foigiveness to the offender. “Ay, well the
Blessc Baviour understood how necessary wero the |-
“precep) he- tuught, to sufiering woman. - How kindly"
spoken were the words to the guiltstricken woman:
#Go and sin no more.” Livo aud learn happincss
through suffering. And how graciously he permitted
the Magdalen  to . pour her costly treasures on his
head. Yes, poor, suffering, guilty, betrayed woman ;.
thedp is. hopo and. rost for theo besido tho grave.
The S&vnonr mught o botter lesson than the false
poot. Turn from sin and error, sad, strickpn heart,
and. come and anoint the Saviour for- his burial;
como and stand by the 0ross ; como. and wait at the
sopulchre

love. Poor Margaret! She:haa. given & trea-
sures, the wealth of her warm, impulsive, loving | .
heart; to one whoso ideal of & woman is that sho
should niinister to the gratification of man. And
yeby nnconqciouely to himself, Margaret had exerted
a great influence over herover. | Ten years before,
she was a little barefooted girl, the prettiest child of
& wealthy, but indolent Bguiréen,'and ,quenk foolish
mother. 'The child, left to her own guidance, ronmed
the fields, vodo horseback’ all over the country, and
was known far and near for her beauty, her feats in
horsemanship, and her taste for music. Her, voice,
though uncultivated, was remarkablo for strength
and eweetness, and sho filled the old farm-house with
musio, singing liko the birds, because she couldn’t
help it. The constant éxercise in the fresh air, and
freedom from all | restraing, give her vigorous health
ond buoyant epirits.

As for books, there wore nono in her father’s house,
gave the almanac and prayer book, and a treatise on
rearing dogs, neither of which suiting her fancy, she

l‘80-

“fedted on tho faco, so gentle and lovlng inits ex-

| did not continue tho laborious ‘effort of spelling out

pression, Maud ‘rose, and folding hor he.nds, knelt
béfore it in the, act of prayer. Bt even then, her
thonghta turiied earthwaArd--and forgetting herself,
Bpr prayér waa for her lover's weal. - It Was a beau-
tlful picture, tho fair, young girlin & blue rqbe of

- gome oft texture, with her waving suburn hily, and

Her clasped hands, praying for Heaven’s blessing on
her young heart's chofoe. And where was haidsome )

heighwned by the flush of excitement, and then with
& quick, impulsive motion, draws her towards him,
« My peerless Margaret,” he exclaims, “how shall
I excuse my absence? Trust mo it waa lnvoluntary,
or rather that at your suggestion I have for once

believe me-your presence is my heeven, nnd wlthout
you, life & desolate void.” A
u What, then, think you of me, Henry? If loye 1,

listened to the volce of ambition instead of love. But.

more than the titla pages. Sho had been sent to
school, and there learned her letters, and studied
partlythrough “Reading made Easy,” when one day, |-
in a roguish mood, she’ fastened & pig's tail to the
minstor’s que, and, for the offence, wag put upon. theo
dunce block. Watohing hor’opportunity: whon the
master's back was turned, she Eprang out of tho open
d\oor, and ran home with g1l speed, where her father,
Hgaring the story, declared, with a round oath, that

soribed. - Harry and Margaret.had. been-out riding ;-
overy spot was familiar to their ohildish rocollectiois,
atid they chatted gaily of thoso.olil times,: when they
first learned to love. -

Mnrgo,ret was in fino: splnte. und the old pnrk
echoed many o merry song.

« Next weok we go fo. Paris,” sald Hnrry, “ nnd
then, lovo, I shall have you all to myself; no diplo- |’
macy, no grave old uncle there. Will you , be very

fell Lieavily upon the floor, 8 corpse. ‘Again tho old

-man glided in—the guests drow back, & with long,
bony fingor_ho pointed to the. goblet Fear-hold

them mute, for~they’ recogntzed, as thoy thought,
their old chieftaln who hitd-boen in his grave many
years, the grandsire, of the youdghndegmom. One

wrought, and bore an inscription in ancient Irish.

_of their numbér, & dittle more oourageous, v%ntured }
to examine the goblet ; it was of gilver, curiously

_Harry, at this hour? The chaso was over,, Lord | lite to a woman, how can I bear such a rolonged ab- it b shut up in sch loriely till then, Maggie?” - In thoso days.it was & rare accomplishmont to read,
O'Nell was hastening homeward- With Father Mo-|' ‘sence, an obso:’oe of thrée weeks, un.,hfmd ieydone : z:gg ;:;o:l:l;:,m no good? abi a:f, m?i::ﬁ::;n ggo 4 The anﬂolpodon of your socfely Will drive awny and but one ‘could be found to decipher it. Iwill
_Sweeny, and his household agtendn.nu, but the young {1ine from you, save this note of last nlght.” "They {fox hunting with ‘him, and_As would make her.fit f°¥' ennui Harry,” was hér Nply, as she bbde him adigw, English it for you:
dmbassador was out, of “‘0 P‘-"W H° luul 8°n°in lmd seated themselved on s teteatete. Henryls | arm | something. It wea in this vory employment that} -~ - - OHAPTER xm:, . o }.’g‘°“:§°‘“g&'}r‘g”‘h‘°" v
gother directign. . 77 was thrown around Mergsret, and her hedd yested ‘| Harry O'Nell first saw Margazet. :Sho was legping ' yux o teeEn, ’ ' Bhort bo the o tho shrift & i criest shAl e
Bome_ fifteen or twenty mﬂu ﬁmm O'Nell castle, lupon his shotlder: : « Why,love;” he replidd, “Mm {{ her horwe over & hedge ; her 'straw st had partly| . - iAndsbarp st onds hib
stands g old tone farm house. Al brook raus | out counpel that I should winthe fuvof of sy Kiee | e of, her ourls ta disorder, bat Her obobks bright| ' - oﬁ.",’mw,‘,‘:‘:“,‘;‘}m,‘,{‘,{,’;ﬁ}’m“,‘: doors, . When it was digoroed it tho young man had
nsar by ita banks fringedwlthlmuhmbbery inter mus,’uﬁom fpr et : | with, health, sad her large, brililant eyes glowing] - Q14 voloes called Herfrom without? snother wife, agd that sba had escaped the death
sperstd, with a fow'.old pollm!& A "‘M euto- u Yeu, ﬁww but 1 mrpooed {he old fervi ol'.tho. with excitement, phe rode abighnmlea hores, but Hmy wm notbe wuh us watd tmorrow,” uld which her treacliorous huundhudpnrwl for Wv o
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thoso old chieftains, rnde a8 they were in thet bar-

" barous ago, had o sensé of justice which ‘doeb honor
 to thoir memory. They adopted the widow and her
children, belicving that they had been ened by au.
pernatural means.” : .
Maud had listened with nntereet, but with the sﬁne
kind of ouriosity with which she always.heard the
stbries of Father McSwoeny, seeing' no sort of con-
nection between the etory and the topic which lad
oalled it forth.
+¢But, Father, you said it would make you aad to
rolate this story. Why, it happened many years ago,
before your memory.”
-« [ have not-finished yet, my deughmr,” said her
father with a sigh.

“ There, lay your head cloee to.my heart again. I

love to feel you safe while I recall those scenes,

When I was a boy, following the old fashion of
our clan, I was betrothed to my cousin, Mary 0'Neil,
the aunt of Hn.rry ~Qur childhood was spent togeth-
cr, and unlike the two of whom I have been speak-
ing, our love. strengthened with our yenre.

When I became of age, I was sent nbroud to travel,
and our marriage was to take place on my return,
in'two years, on Christmas. ..

‘Alas! during that time our fathers, who had hith-
erto lived in peace, had & dendly quarrel, and my
father fell by the hand of his brother. I came homo
only to weep at his grave. My uncle evaded the law
by the quibble of some lawyer, and'lived on, strange
td say, transferring his hate to me. ~ This one mur-
derous nct seemed to have made a demon of him, and
though poor Mary’s love never wavered, he forbade
our union, and wefild not permit us to meet. It woa'

" more easily borne by mo, for though I atill loved

Mary, [ shrunk from being more nearly conneoted
with the murderer of my father. But that old legend
had wonderful power gver me; it had been repeated
8o often, that I felt the curse must descend upon me
if I did not fulfill my vow. I thought of it till I be:
came excited. Christmas eve came—a sad timo for
me, alonedn my ancestral home, with nono but my
servants to cheer the old place. The next day we
were ‘to have been married. "How changed every-
thing from the merry Christmas two yenrs before.

| At midnight I thréw myself on my couch, and fell,

I suppose, into a restless sleep, though the vision
seemed too real for a dream. An old man, with tot-

* tering step, camne to my bedside, and holding the gob-

let towards me, said, * You must drain it to the dregs.’
A cold sweat covered me, and I arose, determined to
spend the night in reading, but at that very momeng
1 heard the servants in great commotion approaching
my door. “Your uncle’s castle is on fire,” they ex-
claimed. It was too true, we could see the flames at
this dlstnnce. brightening the whole horizon. Idressed
lmstlly, threw myself on my horse, and rode in hot
haste. I found the servants huddled together in
great alarm.  “Whereis Mary ? where your master?”
1 exclaimed. “We don’t know, we don’t know,”
wringing their hands in agony, but making no effort
to savo even life. I rushed up the stone staircase,
and into Mary’s room. She was not there. I went
to her father’s chamber, and the sight that thére met
my eyes I shall never forget. One part of the room
was completely destroyed, but the flames had spread
in another direction, leaving untouched the massive
oak bedstead on which loy my uncle, dead, but with
a countenance 8o distorted by the dying pang, that I
turned away in horror. By his side, on a little table,
atood the fatal goblet—and ob, horror! at the foot of
the bed, whither she seemed to have dragged herself,
in her death struggle, lay Mary, her arms thrown
over her hesd, as if in the last struggle between body
and soul. .

I flung the goblet from the! wxndow, *Thus end
the curso,” I exclaimed, but thus could not end my
remorse and suffering.

The servants said that Mary hod appeared very
strange of late, her mind had wandered, and at times
she would shut herself up in her room for days to-
gether. Her father had used very violent language
whenever he spoke of her betrothal, and threatened
my life if she fulfilled her engagement.

In a fit of frenzy, occasioned by disappointment and
rough usage, the. poor girl had prepared poison for
her father and herself. Whether she intentionally
sot fire to the tapestry “hangings of the room, or
whether they caught accidentally in her passage
through, could nevér be uecerte.lned The ruins still

‘romain, & sad memento of o brother’s feud. You
have often passed them.”

* Yes, father, and once I inquired about the ruins-
of Father McSweeny, but he ovaded the story.”

“You see, my daughter, why the thought-of-your
marriage with Harry has awakened sad retolleotions.
Let this year be a year of, trial without a pledge. If,
at the end of that time, your mutual attachment re-
main the- 8amo, and Harry prove himself worthy the
treasure, my blessing shall be on’yolr union.”

sAnd he will, father, I know he vnll,” said Maud,
throwing her arms around her father’s neck, «Har-
ry isoble and ‘rue—and: you can ‘trust me, can’t
you, father o A

. wAs I did the mother who bore you, my blessed
child—that sainted mother, whose short life was one

of love and prayer.

Now go to bed, darling, and
sweet dreams to you.” :

The_old _gentleman sat long in his study, that )

) night, musing on the past, and trying to pierce the
future, He had heard many rumors of Harry which
did not please him: moreover, Father McSweeny

was strongly prejudioed ngainst him.

. #I say, my lord, nip this friendship in the bud,

. Better let Maud’s heart ‘ache now, than waste away
. in sorrow, & neglected wifo, Harry 0'Neil is not the

man to cherish.our angel child, Take an old friend's
adrico, and send the fellow on an embassy to China
or Turkey, where he may lord itin a harem gmted
" to his taste.” .
" But O'Negil was hopeful. - Harry and himself were
the only living male descendants of that branch of
the O'Neils, and - a marriage, happily consummated,

. 'would be a union of many interests. Thus thought

- the olid gentleman; and, as he mused, his. feelings
softened towards him, and he blended his name witk
his daughter’s, that night, in his prayer.

‘It was a oold, gray ‘morning when Harry and
Moud bade each other adieu, dt the foot of the ave-

nue hich led from the house to the road, where a-

groom waited with Bnrry'e horse, ¢ Two years of
probation, cousin Maud,” said Harry, is an easier
peuenoethm T- exproted from my grand uncle—the
. seven years of. Beripture, though i1l suited to my im-
patient spirit, would not be more than the purse

" justifies. : Tomorrow I start for Paris, where I ro- ||
‘mﬂnllew weeks mdnthengoto Russis: In four |

wieks oomies Chrhtmu-ehell our weddlnpdeybe
~-onthe£futivd, twoyeenhenoe?" ' .

' *'No,no,oouln .Harry,” sald - Msud, eh;uiderlng,P

’Mm Md.’"

next day 7

wait onr father’s will.” -

‘my love ?”’

took it, and drew from her fingér a plain gold ring,

original owner I kriow not.”
-Maud permitted the exchange.

write you from Paris.””

own’ chamber:- That day,” sympathizing, perhaps;

the last stage of fever, ocoupied the bed.
On'inquiring of ‘the (:lzre
departure of the children,

of them.”
him like an own father.” .

companion and frien

pointment.

“ Never mind, little one, MRk will come along this
way in early Spring, and you can seq the children
again. He is very proud of his character as proteo-
tor. A nobler heart never beat than that which

a free thinker, and -don’t observe the fasts of the
church and make co sion a8:[ could wish, but he’s
a jovial, good fellow; nnd rare company. Are you

you—preferring the dinner of your French cook, to
the lecks and pot herbs of my womankind. I sm
not & bon vivant—Holf Mother church forbid that I
should be sucki a reoreant son,—but one feels more
ot peace with the whole world when the innergnan
is well cared for, and your cook understands the too
mauch neglected science of gastronomy.”

“ Your good opinion is a little heightened by the
you dine w1th us,” gaid Maud, smiling.
wine,
teries have been the depositories of wine and knowl-

the fasts and privations of our bachelor life.”

—

CHAPTER XIV.
A BOENE DURING THE FAMINE.

and contempt.*

been supposed to possess,

pils, and taught them all the popular Irish ballads,

for them.

hold of .poor Mick.”

versal panacea,) and tended him cavefully for many
days ; but his case proved beyond her skill, and, in-

any use in-this case.

«--Jis trouble could have been easily. bome. but, un-
fortunntely, their money was just gone, Provisions
had trebled in price at the vxllnge where they bought
the neocessaries of life, and oxre morning Dora found
that all their stook of food was half a dozen potatoes.

1 Her little head was busy, donemg somo way for &

new’supply. ‘The old man:sat bent over on & low
stool: by the peat fire, trying to smoke away his pain.
Ho did “not know that the_ potatoes in the pot were
all the food they had ; but he did' understand -that

| his tobacoo would only last that day, and mgo,ve him

great trouble,
«And what will bécome of: us, and nothmg to the
fore. I'm too lame to earn my bread, tobacer is nigh

gone, And; you, poor childer, will starve.. The Lord
have have meroy on us; I'm out of faith now.”

# little money, I oould go to the village, I think?””

this, l)ore, and I must do without tobacer.”

Unole Mick ¢ .
# Yeop, ohlld, e.nd,{t perhapu le beet.”

» -

4 Well, well, cox, I thought the eenetity of-the dey
might please my: llttle devotoe : shall we say the

«“But " Harry, we were to give o pledgee. Let ha

. ‘uAh1 he doubts our constancy, Maud; but he is
aweary of the world. My gentle cousin surely does

not share his fears. Let me look into thoee clear
eyes, the mirror of heaven’s blue; there are no
shadows there.” And Harry etooped to kiss the
{ fair, low forehcad. ¢ Tell me, Maud—will you trust

Maud did not answer, for the blue cyes he.d filled
with tears ; but she held her hand towards him. He

« We will exchange, Maud,” and taking from a little
jewel box & small antique ring, on which was ex-
quisitely wrought a wreath of ivy. . # I thought you
might like the emblem, (cver green,) and see the oi-
pher, over “our initials M. and.H. ; and yot it is an -the feeble waﬂing of an infant was heard amid the
heirloom, belonging 1o our old fn.mnly Jewels but the

" #Two yeurs from now, cousin, we will exchange
theso for ‘the .marriage nn& Good bye. I will

*He was soon out of sight, and Maud, sad at his
departure, but full of sweet: hope, roturned to her

with lonely hearts, she resolved to visit the ohildren
at the hospital. anme and sickness still prevailed
in the County of Clare; the' hospital. was full to|
overflowing, and the sight of 80 much suffering made

Maud sad of henrt. Bhe threaded her way past the
long rows of narrow beds, to the large west window
where Dora’s cot had been; but instend of little
Dora and her blind brother, a poor old woman, in

e, Maud leemed of the
“But I thought they had no fnende to take care

“ Well, ma’am, thoy had none, as Mick Nogher
snid, only God .sent him. He’s the old fiddler, that
cverybody knows, and the children seemed to love

Maud was disappointed., Dora -had .divided her
heart with cousin Harry and these children, and she
had hoped to tah\h_e\r home with,_hor, as & little

On her way home she was overtuken by Fnther
McSweeny, to whom she commumcuted her disap-

throbs beneath that old plaid Josey. He’s a little of

going home, my daughter ? if so, I will ride with |

old wine which he is surc to bring forward whenever

" “Ay,ay, my do.ughter, perhaps s0; -but I ahould
ill hecome my profession if I were not a Judge of
From time immemorial, convents and monas-

cdge. We poor pricsts need wine to sustain us amid

“To take the gaugo and dlmonelone of mlsery. depression

It was mid-winter : Mick Nogher and the children
had been very happy in their winter home. Dora
bad finished the stockings, and, put them in the old
man's shoes on Christnias eve, and Jemmy had made
wonderful progress.in music. It seemed as if the
9 loss of sight had quickened the sense of hennng,
brought out & talent for music which he had not|’

80 pleasing to the song-loving people of Ireland. He
-| bad promised them thdt they should go with him in
his next summer's trip, if thexr mother did not send

But one cold morning the old man awoke thh 88
he expressed it, a racking pain in every old- bone in
his body. “Qch! and by the powers, I can’t stir head
nor foot ; its the rheumatis mhrely that has got

Dora ribbed him with whisky. (the ﬁddler’e uni-

deed, time and patience were the only phyeww.ns of

Mick turned over all his pockets, and, t his great|
Joy, found & few pennies. ¢ Ye must buy meal with

Dors prepared ‘some potato’for Jemmy, ate very
lightly herself, and then sat down. irf & corner, with
her needle and some old-cloth. By dint of much pa-
tionce, she had piesed up some old ' sooks for Jemmy,

“And you can spare Iemmy to 56 with me, oan’t yor,

* The children had to -go five'miles to the village;
: fortehortdhw;oe thiir road waa solitary, but then'
tuiméd"dnto. the highway, ' Theto's: sad’ sight wea |
Mud tothun—-muundmh‘ylnéw‘\mk

on the mads, but dmpping and fmnting by the med
e’de, for want of _food. - Govemment furnished them
with provisions, e eondxtion that they would work ;
but, abis ! théy had” no strength to labor. . As the;
cemb'nem' t6 the ¥iver, & mob of people were assem-’
bled: md the boat from which they were landlng
& ‘quantity 'of niéal, ' The husgry, starving men, -
women and - ehildmn, were begging piteously for it, ’
while polloe officers were pushing them back, and’
knocking thém'down as if they were 80 many-dogs.
Along row ‘of polloemen guarded the mend, from the -
landing: to- the hotise of Mr. Harding, who was the
eppolnted' e;genl *to give out relief. 'The, children,
following the crowd,,,went thither. The yard before °
the house was full'of people, gaunt, haggard looking
greatures, 80 faint and weak that they leaned nguinst
the fence for enpport, or dropped from mere exhaus-:
tion; poor little" emaciated children olung to their
mothers, too feable to ‘ory for food. Now and then

orowd, hut in* more  than one instance- mothers '
clasped dead ohildien:to their breasts. ¢ Och! and
for the love of Liedven- plase give me some mieal for-
the poor starving ohilders at home; my poor babby
is dend, and - the rest must die too, if ye ce.n’t give
the meal.”” L

" Hamd your bag along, with your half crown,”
wne the reply of the man Who ‘was huey he.nding
‘the meal from & Window.

-wI¢'s little use to niak, then, for Jemmy, poor boy,
is ; dend with faver, and I geve my lo.et penny to the
pnest.”

- v 8tand back, then,” as ‘the reply, “and give wey
to the others.” | i

The crowd pushed on, and bag after he.g. with the -

half-crown tied ‘in one corner, was filled, until the

eager, pale faces, with trembhng ‘hands" olutching the
few pounds of meal, as if they feared it would be as
quickly snatched ‘away; and there was danger of
this, for many &' poor, desperate wretch, goaded by
hunger, stood ready to seize his neighbor’s pltte.nce
as soon as the eye of the policeman was. turned
away. The meal wee half & crown a stone, so that
little Dora’s share was small indeed, #id for that she
had to wait until “late in the evening; but, emn.ll as’
it was, she resorved &' penny for tobaceo, and, thh
her little bundle, tarned her face homeward.

what will wedo thén'?” With her head full pf little
plans to earn some money, sho forgot the darkness
and weary road ; end Jemmy, to whom sunshine and
darkness were the same, trotted by her side, too sad
and bungry to talk. Suddenly there sprang from
the side of the rond, a tall woman, who grasped
Dora’s arm tightly with the one hand, and thh the
other seized her little bag of meal.

«It's for my poor dying bnbby, or I wouldn’t take

it,” she said, and disnppen.red 85 euddenly as she
came.

The poor children etood & moment stupified with
fright, Jemmy clasping Dora’s gown gnd treribling
violently. In a momént Dora recovered herself, and
hastened onward, as if afraid of pursuit; but as
soon as gho turned into the lane lee.dlng to her own
house, she sank down upon a stone; and” cried as if .
her littlo heart would bréak. * Poor sissy,” said the.
little boy, putting his hand upon her feee and feelmg
the tears, “Jemmy sing to. ‘Podo,” “Ttwas the way .
in ‘which he had ulwe.ye béen eomforted hhneelf and,
faint and tired a8 he - uae, ho ,enng, in tepod! 1'7"'5'15

*Thero's a good time coming, boya;
There 88 good tlme ceming.”

Dora drew him nearer to. her. She-had- eaten
nothing since morning, and then very sparingly, end
was.now wenk and sad. /¢ Oh mother, mother ”? she.-
exclaimed, * we shall die here and never sce yow.”
For a few minutes she gave way to grief, which even
Jemmy’s singing could not soothe. “But suddenly
she remembered that Uncle Mick was alone and
helpless, and taking Jemmy (1 hand. she- hastened
home.

The old man bad drewn hlmeelf to the door, e.nd
was looking eagerly out mto ‘the darkness, to see, if
possible; his. children on ‘the road.. " His eye bright-
ened as his edr caught the sound of their footsteps.
“Ah, my darlings! there you.are; "I was een’a-
most cursing these stiff old bones of mine, that
wont move when I bid ’em. Come in, and tell dn.ddy
what luck.”

At these.words Dom’s tem st.e.rted efreeh and it

" | was with some d_dﬁculty U_nele Miok got the story.
The old fiddler took great plensure in his two pu- :

«But they didn’t take. thé' tobacco,” said Dors,
brightening at the thought, and-producing her pen:
ny’s worth. In spite of their: want of food, the old
man couldn’t help cluwhmg the precious weed, his
dnily comforter; and tra.nefen'ing 8 portxon of it tn
his pipe.

Dora found & cold potato, and ehared it mth Jem-
my. The latter was soon e.eleep.

. Dora knelt, a8 usual, to say,- her evening pmyer,
dnd\ a8 was her custom, ole.eped thie littlo oross which
sho wore about her neck. ~In'doing 80 she touched
also her.mother's last gift, the gilver orown, which
hung upon the same ribbon.’ Like a flash of light-
ning. its value as money ooourred to her,and the
words of her mother——" It ’ll buy bread if yer
stervmg" S

-~ Weé;, who- 816~ aurrounded wit.h an ebundence of
eo,rthly comforts, sometimes talk of gmtxtude The
mintster'of God, in his ﬂowing eilk Tobes and gush..
ioned desk, reads, in the subdued light of the gor-
geous témple: “Weo praise thee,O God; all- the
earth doth worship thes.” And the eongregatxon
in thexr luxurious apparel, respond in hushed tones :
#0Oh-ye heavens, bless the’ Iord- praise him and
magnify him forever.” .Anon the organ peals forth,.
and ‘the choir mingle in the.t glonous anther :
«Oh como, let us sing untd’'the Lord; let us
heartily rejoice. in the etrength ‘of our eelvahon.
Let us como hofore His presenoe with thanksgiy-
ing,and show ourselves glad ‘in Him with pealme.”
And this is worskip. The oongregetion roll away in

, - | Hveried carringes, sit down 'attheir.loaded tables,
#Don’t you romember, Uncle Miok,” said Dora,

“ you told me onoo, ‘ Never despair.’ Y It.wo only had

and-—thank God that they aro not 83 other men,—
this 18 gratitude. .

Ay 1"He who d‘(e_l.l&t‘h in the ‘Heavens loves better
far than this the simple heart oﬂ'ering of our litfle
Irish Dors, 88 she kncels' by her bed of straw, and,
with stresming eyes, (they ard tears of glednees now,)
and olasped hands, exclaims, “Onr Father in heaven
we shan’t starvo new.” 'Dora kuiows nothing of Lu-
ther or the Pope; the Low Ohuroh or Puseyite, Cal.
vinist or Liberals; she {s & poot, fitflo ignorént girl,
knowing only the preyere inother teught her,
and believliig' that God’ mede e‘yyorld, and loves
good ohildren. This is &1l her oréed.endyee,ifl
mistake ‘not, her ‘worship ‘was’ as e, her Jova of
Glod 84 binoers, aa that ¢'fhe m,oﬁ of ‘London, as
hi olodes~his massive | ;

!

men grew weary at'the window ; but still they came, .

“This will s0on be gone,” she said to herself, “and -

heud 10 Booner touclies Aué il WI thién‘the eyelida
. That silver crown, a little more than dolllr, kept
them from starving, and o letter whick Mok Nogher
with much effort ‘made -out to wrlte, ‘brought t.hem
additional relief. St e
As spring udvanoed, Mnck'e rheumatlem left hun,
and he was soon able to shoulder his green big and
go forth to his old vooation. But; alasl what‘a
change met his eye. The unroofed. cottages, with
their stone gables standing up bare, looked deserted
and forlord; their tenants had emigrated or died of
fever and famine. Many of the mud cabins had
melted away, some which looked now like mud heaps
were ruined cabins, and the graves, no doubt, of un-
coffined corpses. Their bones will be turned up by
the plough or -the spade some day, and then when
they are found single or in families, men will say,
These are people who. died of the'‘famine.~ The hos-
pitals were still filled, and the orphan schools were
overflowing ; many a child know that one parent was
Jjust hidden in the ground in & bag, and the other
without-any covering at all, while the. brothers and
piaters lie.under the ruins of the cabin. And as sum-
meér oame on, and.the‘old man trod his accustomed
rounds,. his eye grow sad as he marked the gress-
growh roads to depopulated villages, saw ‘brambles
choking up the doors where neighbors used to go' in
and out ; and -néttles growihg tall, where. many a

Her children playing Tound her—half of them now
dead, and ths rest in the orpha.n eohool or work-
house.”

# Ah, and if it had not been for the silver orown,”
he said, * who knows what would have become of my
littlo birdeens. I won’t bo uneasy about ’em now,

sea is hungry, but our blessed Lady grant that it de-
vour not the little ones that famine has spared.”
But we are anticipating,’ When Uiicle Mick went
forth on his summer campaign, he took the children
with him, and they gained muny -an additional pen-
ny by the ballads they sung in the farmers’ kitchen,
orin-the gervants’ hall :of the great houses, where
Mick Nogher was always welcome, Jommy, with
his sightless’ eyes, and little- ha_nds olesped on hig
breast, would sing at Mick’s bidding, and never failed
to move the' hearts of his listeners. Dora was less
willing to -display her voice, and Unclé Mick would
never call upon her to do 8o ‘at the little ale houses
where he sometimés stopped, nor at -the fairs, which
he never failed toattend, and where he could have coin-
‘ed money by the pretty child. ' But sometimes when
the housekeeper of some squire or lord would call our

would whisper to Dora, # Now,)ewel, agra, blaze out
my darling, and.if ye're “agked to sing; strike up
«Rioh and Rare”” Nothing conld Ho sweeter than
| the voice of the little girl, in this favorite song :—

» Rich and rare were the goms she wores*- - -
And o bright gold ring on her wand she bore,
‘But oh!” her béauty was far boyond
Hor sparkling gems or snow-white wend.

' Lndyl dost thot not faar to stray,

lonely and lovely through this bleak way?
Are Erin's sons 80 good or so cold,
As not tobe tempted by woman or gold?*

fir l{nlght! T foel not thio Jeast alarm,
- +"No son'of- Erin will offor me harm;
- For though they love women and golden store,
- Bir Knlghtl thoy love honor and virtuo more.'

-On' she went. and her maiden smile’

i Upon Erin’s honoh and Erin's pride.”

~ The party travelled southward, n.nd came at. lest
to Klllaloe, whero the first business of ka was to
inquire at the Post Office for lettera for the chlldren.
One had been waiting there for some days. It en-
closed money to pay their passage to America, end
sufficient also for Biddy Murphy, for Peggy wrote

ghip with no ope to care for them; ye'll be dead.in-
tirely when ye get here, was her message. In Biddy's
letter were directions how to ﬁnd Peggy when they
arrived in Boston. .

" Mick and the children hestened to 'Bxddy’e house
to eommumcete the news. -

i Bure dnd it's kmd in Peggy to think of me, but.
gorra & bit do I care now for Ameriky, all the childer
are dead but one; ' Och! I've ‘supped nothmg but.
8orrow since poor Dennis died with the fever.”

« Faixs and it's the will of God that friends should
die, Biddy,” said Mick, #it's no use mourmng all
one's days bekase he takes them to heeven Will: ye
go with the ohllder -

“I'm & poor lone crater—the sea will swallow usg
up; sure and never & body had such bed luck-as me-

self, If Peggy had only sent thls money afore.poor
Denis died.” o
“Then ye'll stay in ould Ireland, e.nd I tuke the

‘money and get the widow Kelly te go with the grawle

She's wanting ! the’ chance,” snid Mick,. . .

« And will ye take away the money from a poor
widow like myself. I've had & dale of trouble, and |
will ye xnake me more?" Borra & frind have I but
Peggy.and the childer. And can’t I go to Ameriky
a8 well a8 wider Kelly—the dawshy thing ?”

“'Then be ready in a week, and I'll come thh the
ohxlder to Killaloe, I’eggy writes that ye must come
in the ship Dorchester, which' will sail from Liver-
pool on the 28th of the month.” -

"On no e.ccount would Mick Nogher permxt tho chil-
dren to leave Ireland without Father McSweeny's
kind. ‘word and blessing; followxng his wishes, the
group found themselves one ovening at the Yadge of
the gatekeeper, an old acquaintance of 0'Neil Castle,
and from thence they wore transferred to the house-
keeper’s room.

Maud was with her fo,ther in the hbre.ry, where the
music of Mick’s-fiddle soon reached her, and the
sweeter music of children’s voices, . Bhe epre.ng up,
end, gmded by the sound, seon found her lost - pmte—
ges.  Dorn’s face lighted up with & smile of surprised
delight, when Maud’s graceful form; glided in, and
when she came near to the little girliand kissed hor,
Jemmy, who had put out his band: and touched her
dress, whispered, * The rosobud, Sisay.”.:; Unole Miok |
took off his beaver, threw aside his. fiddle, nud; ris-
ing, madoe a low bow to her ladyship. .

Maud looked ot him with wonder and. amusement,
He still wore tho dress. in whioh e first introduced
him to the reader, the bowplﬁid Josey, the long red
vest, and the velyeteen hreeohee, wier. buckles and
all, But the charm ef  the.  old man was his long whlte
hair, falling on 10, hh shouldere _contrasting well
with the still rnddy choeks, for hia face, though with-
ered, was like the pnxiny pidexof @ russot apple, such
as I havs aometimei <8000~ ough kept for & long|
ke kinepeehot age,yetthe

Mﬂnle :‘,., TR A
, There was &, ohs tone ln the «old me.n’e voioe
land s respoctfal deference to rauk; which ‘always

mt in hh Olﬁmt l m ’_() *"‘,V MR BRI ."'v‘:f Eio

made him weloometn the houses of the nobll!ty.
€ '

i Her eleep eurely 1s u aweet.,for the’ little weary.

firoop, and the’ tlre;l child s mppedjn bleet Teposo;

woman'that he once kniew used to sit and spin, with

when God sent us that in time of need. - The salt:

little party into her own apartment, then Uncle Mick |-
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Thad a thought for the little ones.

that she couldn’t trust the children to come in the|.

I'.ike all hle eodntrymen. he lmd a gtut‘ rwerehe.
fpr old families, especially  for the » ra’al -ould ‘Trish
blood,” and’ the faot “that thio' 0’ Neils' oould ‘trany -
thely linoage back to the old chieftains, exaliod thed,"
in'his estimation, far above’ the more modern’ and
ertainly more modest, pretenelons of the Houee of”
‘Hnnover. ‘With all his goodneau of heart, poor llttlo
‘Dora and Jemmy would have shared the oorner of
the poor-house, with the mass'of poor, hungry, rag-
ged little 'things that huddle there for wurmth and °
and " food, if he had not known ‘that there runin’
their veins drops of the same blood that warmed, t.he
noble acions of tho O’Neil race. But Maud did’ not
know this; her ‘gentle heart had been" touehed by
the euﬂ‘erings of Dora in her sick - hoepxtul bed, and
by the sad m:efortune of Jemmy Now' uguln sho
renewed her oﬂ'er to take Dora into her service, and =
gee that Jemmy Was® taken care of, Had the kind-
ness been less gently proffered, or Maud -less fe.:r,
Uncle Mick might have'curled his lip eoornfully at
the offer. Bo it was he said to himself.# Better ag -

ber ‘kindred ;” but aloud, with another bow, he,
added, « they’re going to Amenky, ma'am; thelr
mother has sent the gold.”

Maiud looked dleappomted the only pleneure left
was to furnish the children wiih clothing and com~
forts for their voyage. Bhe took them to her own-
room, leaving directions that Uncle Mick should be -
liberally supplied with wine and whxeky a8 heet
-emted his taste. .

‘Dora looked wonderingly round on the la.rge, plea.e-
ant chamber of Maud—the doft, rich carpet waa',
very pleasant o her little bare feot, and the rare.
pictures very beautiful, even to her unpracticed eye.
The'vines without, trained upon the stone walls of .
this ancient’ castle, seemed to love the place too, for .
the “ ivy green,” the briar rose, and the honeyeuekle,
were not satlsﬁed with shading, but peeped in at the :
mndowe, and throw their graceful arms around the\
casement, as if wishing to share the room mth its ..
gentle owner. < .

Dora crossed horself and knelt &.moment before ,‘
the image’ of the ergm, while Jemmy, with, Xis
hande locked ‘in' his" sister’s looked wonderfnlly
happy.” With his keen sense of the presence of the
g00d and beatiful, he felt the influence of the phwe,
and though the eye could not 'sce, the spirit !nha.led
the yure aroma that filled the maiden’s room. . . .

_The children were furnished  with - good, dumble
clothing for their voyage, much to Uncle Miok’e d&
light ; for he had little confidence in Biddy’s Judg-
mient or skill in' these matters, Father’ McSweeny,
as the ﬁddler expected, mede hxe eppearn.noe et dmo
ner time, .

As his rotund form, surmounted by his full moon _
of a face, and his big round head with its circlet.
of short, curly hair, rolled 1tee1f into. .the houee
koeper s ‘room, he "looked like a mdgmﬁed eopy
of Bacchus. His broad, red _cheeks, laughing. eyesy |
and capacious mouth 80 seldom olosed, all  ex-

pressed plessure at. meetmg his old friend, tha
fiddler. ‘

.

hearty elep on the shoulder with his brofd, fat hand, -

Jwand. ;80 you’ve come out of your hole ‘at last..

You’re 8 cunning old fox to burrow.s6. deep that & -
hunter Jike. myself with horse and hound can’t tin- -

. i | earth jou. I answered your latter, but I've’ tried in.

» | vain’ pince then" to find you out, and I was afraid wa-sa:
b s SORTO SPTIME S wod TAB rheumatlsm out of

your bones.”"

‘41t would’nt have mattered mnch -for myeelf,
there would be fow mourners over my. old hulk, but
They’re through
the winter now, and are. going to Amenky, and I
want you to put‘fheir names down in " your parish
book—and add their ages, their parents’ names, and
their grandfather’s, old Michael 0’Moore.” -

“What now; Uncle Mick? You who - nover keep
nocounts, ‘aud have no eyetem ‘about you, why ao
precise ?” '

‘ “-Jeeta.notlon, Father; mll you txfy it?"

"#Tobe sufe I will; gnd ny cler%:hell edd any
'other particulars you desire.” -

.. % You remember,” said Mick, % some pnpere Futher :
Doherty handed you about the 0’Moores ?" e '
.4 Besure ; they're'on fle.”

give it to Dora'to carry with her. .I want her to re-
membor that she belongs to the ould-Irish of the *
oountry, and never demean herself like those who
heve no such good ould blood in them.”

; Father MoSweeny was much amused at the pe.ro
tmulm-ity of ‘Mick, but consented to gratify his -
whims. * Turning to the children, the priest’ pe.tted
Jemmy on the head, and fouching -Dora's” ehm,
looked at "the little, fair round face fora moment,
when'‘tarning suddenly to Maud, he said, “Do you .
seo how much that face reeemhlee an old ploture in
your gollery 27

Maud gazed a moment at the little gh'l end‘ then
exeleimed « That’s it, Father! the' child’s faco has
from the first secmed to me g0 like one I had seen in
dreams—but now Iunderetaud why it has. heunted
me 8o --We will go to-the” ge.lleg and look et the
pioturo of my great grendmother U

.....

,,,,,

mg. “With' aetmnge g of awe and plea-eure,
Dora, in her' worn obttord; frook, with her little' Jarp

foot, tiod the broad, stong stafroase, and spacious old”

hall'of the oastle. It was anew world to her, but
amid all ‘the pxotnres on the walls, of grlm old war- -

riore and etetely dames, none plensed her go-well ue “

the grave but kind face of Lord O'Nell, who Joined

‘the  group 28 they stood looking at tho long array o(

his'old ancestors. He recognized the littlo siok girl
of “the hospital, and spoke kindly to her, and going
to hiss Hibrary he returned with & book written for
the blind, containing the alphabet in raised ohas.

able present which he could have givon them for *
theu* voyage. He had brought it from the oontinent
yoars before.”

- Their visit to the castle was very egmeeble, and
Unelo Mick charged the  children always to remem- ‘
ber that they had been in O’Neil castle, who wem, )
“the ra'al gentry of ould Ireland, and they could
thinik of it when they ‘got to Ameriky, wheré, hn
Was sorry to hear, they hadn’t any king or noblee.

. 'ro nl OONTINUED.
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Or thine, Marselljes! to France's flery blood; -+ 1 7
The good thy anthemed harmony imparts, : ;.

. “God saye thie Queon {" to England's field
1 e bohl blotsing, Nature's boon noy Art

’,f i "To uy aad our, whero'er Wi WAL o %00,
) ,mn‘om snd musle;- !unwoom -

Human ‘existence’ "hlngee“ upeh
heeuty without soap? o

it is—the girl must not be a menial in- the castle of '

gL He, ha! old boy,” he exolmmed gmng Mmk Y

© 41 wish-you. to be careful of them, and if your R
| clerk would make 6 copy of them, I'would like to

aétors, which he gave to Jemmy—the most - aooeptr o
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