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"Conunued ol’ Chnpeer XIX. A
. % Now for poor, Jonea 1 eaid Jack, but a. hea.vy
fo.ll gtartled him for & moment. Bolt had lost the |
; exoitement of hxs liquor, and WaS. now helplessly
drunk upon the floor.
" An anchor t6 the wmdwardl” smd Jaok “Ire-
. member now, the fellow’s brains’ never oould stznnd
: more than a thlmhle full of grog, nnd t.ho.t mnde )
.~ duvil of him—weak in the topsail, I guess,’ n"
The open door and confusion wrthm, had by
'z..tnne attracted the “attention of the wetchme.n, a.nd
. he ontered.  On seeing Jack, he exelmmed, “ Hollon,
Jack, yqu on shore again,. ‘and‘at your old tricks,
what new spree now?” = "
;- “Pon honor, now,” said onk, “ I’m as dry as o
slnp on the stocks, hut look here,. tlus is pretty work,
this poor fellow’s leg is broken.”  Jonas groaned a8
- thoy handled it.
_ “You must take him to the Hosprte,l. It’e old Jo-
. nag Hart, the chore-man, you know him.”
." #Yes, an honest old sonl, who has kiekedup uow
with him 9" '
. «Do you see ‘that red fellow—he woe 8, mq(derlnf‘
 every soul on board, Yiers’; but ‘as good, lask wonia
have it, I T came in, and, .played cnpmin for him.”. .,
~ Poor old Jonlts we,e kindly cnred for, e,nd in. less
‘than two hours wis transferred to a cloan cot in the
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comfortable and neat ebout him, . . .
" Bolt woke from his long stupid sleep, i in the wntoh-

guardians of the pubho weal.

said Jack, in answer to Dora’s entroaties to be per-
; mitted to Tollow her old fricnd to the grave, # IIl got
a oarriage, and you may go, if you hg.ve & lame arm
~but remember I'm captain now, nnd you must obey
ers??

11 do just as you eay, Jack, if you will. only let,
me go the grave, for she told mo before she died—

B! go the funeral--and when ye stand at'the grave,
must think I'm saying to you Aunty Boltis
lere phe wicked cease from ,troubhng and the' wea~
are af rést. But Il L yo Jack, yé're all the
¥riond we have now, whnt Hi ye have me do Pn
! ora looked up to him with that sweet gentle expres-
n which had won the hearts. of _strangers and
mado friends for the little ‘wanderer. -
Juok looked at the sweet face and brown onrls,
if%and snid to himsolf, # Jack Warren ain seen salt
W water for nothing—T'llseo now if & sailor’s wagee
i alnt good for something, better than to buy grog
% with”
i " “Bhe'sa pretty httle angel, and’ ha.nsomer tho.n
¢ the figure head on the Dorchester. She shan’t want
for nothing as long as.X cn.n splxee ) rope, or olimb
the mast hoad.” "
-+ «'Yo must lie still, Dora, i in’ you,r own room, up
- stairs, till the funeral tinde. . There’s a’ woman com-
- ingto olearup between deoks, here, and" when the
| timo comes, Il come and take you to the om-ingo
& Do you want any toggery to wear?” .
B I should like—] thought it would bﬁeasant I
i moan, to put'a black ribbon’ onmy” straw bondez,
‘ not any bows on, Jack”

“.Yes, yes, that's right, flags at half maat, you
know. I'll see to it.”
. In &, short time Jnck's, “womo.n” came, o kind
hearted snilor’s wife. Dora was carried to lier own
room up Btairs, where, in the. quiet of - the darkened
chamber, she slept long. and- ‘soundly, < When ‘ghe
i gwoke, Jemmy sat upon the bed, holding o littlo leg-
horn hat, witha hroad blnok ribbon tied round, and
fastened in o knot;; with flowing ends, o silk-cape,
and a tiny pair of black gloves lay beside it. -

) "Seo sister, see,” said Jemmy, «] feel how nioo
' and protty itis.”.

A Dora wos dehghted and thought onk a. wonder-
% ful saflor. «Ilove Jack” snid Jemmy, taking a

huge piece of ca.ndy from his poeket, “ don't yon,
sissy??
. “With all my heart " goid Dora. The kindwoma.n
now 0ame to prepare the children for +the . faneral,
When Dors. waa ready, . Jnok came in, n.nd would not
ullow her to walk to the carriage,. but carrled her lg_
his Grms.  The three, Jack apd the childrén wero all |-
the méurners, but Father 'l‘e.ylor, nftor pmying wit.h
them, rode with t.hem to the grayo, . .-

Tt was hard, to:see. ithekind friend: 1ald in the
oold, ground, but fnr,Juore deeolata did; Dora ; feel
when they returned to the lonely house. e

On entering. for the.firet 4ime. ehe missed the par-
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ok, . ;
“ How wlokedl how oruel l" sald;Don, 4 Bt would |,
hovobeenagmtoomfortﬁohave mienmofher

|of the brutal father, thhout feeling to his very fin-

“ chmr, by his side, while he t}1d them the sad story.

|safe enough for awhile, any way. But if you’ll trust

" Hospital, with kis limb skilfully set, and everythmg .

" house, henceforth to: beonrefnlly wntohed overby| -

" «Yes, my, heartics, you shall go to the fnneml n

¢ Dora, dear, ye'll mourn for mo, I know, and ye'll:

- |to hear that fiddle, and when talking  about Ireland

.|orpool, with Captain Caswell. .

.| pital, leading Jemmy by the hand, he se.xdoo the

.|to sco him. A stout, mifdlenged Irishwomnn i near

.| ruddy, and tako her altogether,she is ono of the best

me, Jagk 2 .-

, Jnok remembered young H&rry Bolt hehad siled
in ‘the samo ship with him, and he could never think
%er-ends an inolinatibn,gaho said, to send him to

)avy Jones’locker. " )
Little Jemmy. sat  upon bis knee, nnd Dore. in a

< “wWill he ever come bac!
Jack, let us go away from
sen, and leave us here, will you. m

“ You needn’t bo afraid of that, hearty, bnt Bolt is

eref” said Dora, .4 Oh,
ere. . You won’t goto

T

Jack Worren, he'll ﬂnd s safe harbor for you, before
he puts to sea. ngmn 1 forgot to toll you that I have
been to see Jonns, to-day. He wept like a child, be-
cause ho couldn’t. follow his old friend to the grave,
but he was comforted, when I told him that -every
thing was dono up right; and ‘that Ihad o prayer
and a carriage. He thought I'd forget all about the;
prayer. Just 88 if Jnok Wenen never hed a
erl”
"4 Tonas aa.ye he, wﬂnt& you 'snd Jommy\o come’
and sée him to-thorrow. . I didn’t want to have you
o there among the ik folks, but he' seemed g0 set
on it I told him I would brmg ye!
“I'm so glad you did Jack. We ought. to go, Jo-
nas has been 8o kind tous.. May I carry him one of
Aunty’s little glass jars full of tamarinds ?” .
" Yes, and I’ll come for you et. two 0 ‘olock.”

cnmnn XX,
. MERTING OF MOTHER AND CHILDREN.
« How changeless is Miother's Jove m

«T can’t “understand what Jonns ‘wants of you
children, at the' Hospital,” said Jaok,a8 he handed
them into the old’fashioned chalse, a vehicle very
common " in Boston et that time, % It’s no wuse for
you to go there, and may be catch the fover.”. ~
Jock was getting jealous. -He didn’t wish any
one to interfere between him-and the children,

* He had become so - interested in them as to Yorget
his old hannts, and he. was very careful- now-.not to-
let hia wages ahp away in grog, or himself: carried.

to the -watch-house, o place where'he had: formerly
often passed the night, When on ' shore, * His' dress
now. was.always néat, and in - true : sailor- taste, the
blue jacket; white canvass trovsers, and the ‘broad
blwok ribbon, were, as Dora said, « the prettmt drezs
a man could wear.” It wns "amusing to sée him and
the children. together, Jemmy always on his knee,
and Dora in the low chair, hoth listening with won-
der to his “long yarns” as ho called them, about
the ses,. They, in turn, would tell him about Unole
Mick and his fiddle. Nothing. pleased the children
more than to hear Jack sny he would go fifty miles
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made them sad, and they would :feel homesiok, for
the old country, Jack - would sy, “When I'm ‘cap-
tain, I'll take yé both over to. Dublin, and will find
Unole Miok, and all dance together to his fiddle,”
This morning, Jack had found ahome for' the chil-
dren, & few miles in jthe country, where they wore
to remain during his next voyage, which was o Lw-

- As he went up the: broad stone. atepe of the hos-

children, #You mustn’t stay long, %taint. healthy.
Jonas oan look at-yo and eny his so.y, and then wo'll
como right away.”

Woe will preoede the ohildron a little. The old
man {sin his cot, and looks comfortable, ooneldering
that he must keep in one position, on account of his:
splintered . limb. - His thin gray hair. is emoothly
combed, and his poor, old withered face has'such g
look-of resignation and : patience, that it is- pleasant

him; Bhe s dressed ina olean; well: ﬁmng salico
dress, and her eap, with its. coarso laoe -border, is
white, and nicely starched. Her faco is - fall aund

specimens of Irish women. 8heé hn.s just handed the
patient a glass of water, - I
- % You say ma/am'you're sure yonr ohildren wero
drowned at soa. s PR N
1 #Yes; shure, sir, two as pretty ohlldera asever'yo’
sot oyes.on. . Bad luck to the dny whin I thotght to-
ltm'em. SR S AN |
4 But thero were some saved from the Doxohester.’ !
n"iYes, but I saw one ;of the sailors meself, an’ he'
said ho heard the Irishwoman, Biddy,‘and hex Whiil.:
derywhin they fell -into the say. Och;sir; we m’ti
talkiabout it.;: It. makes me;wake,”:. -

v fepgiy

44 But {you know T gold ,you yemrdnytherewm:

;4.)0"

twoohﬂdnnth&tlwlshedyou %oeo.” RE

. Jaok with the poculia® rolling gait of the sailor,

“his own hat, and now removed Jemmy's onp, as $hiey
| catne near Jonas’ bed.  Peggy atood a little one side,

1 As she spoke; Jemmy oame up to the bed, e.nd Jonu
pet. ‘Who wes he? How oa.me lo- here? Pray tell |

_merly, but. bnght still,

-gide of Jonas.
‘I out his handgyna: it ;.

.« Mother,.;pake Jemmy see l"

| the childlifted up.his voice.and wept.

| tears flowed fast down the cheeks of the little gu-l

-ing:the motions, the child was -gradually comforted ;
.the crying was changed to eobbing, -the sobbing to

sthat Juck, who never dreamed of having dono’ any.

{€.yo'll, take it for the throubly yo're had with the

“Yes, slr, and not & bxt of slape oould I git | for
thinking of it; but ye snid the littlo boy was blind.
My Jemmy wos not blind at all, ke hud great black
eyes, the . very morsel of his father's, and Dora’s.
wero blue, like her grand 1 mother O'Neil's.” =~ |

% Tho o}uldren will be here at mp olook, Peggy,
nnd you can spo for yourself.”

" The words were soarcely out of lnu mouth when

made" his appearance. = Dora, in tho straw.\hat,
with the long ribbons; and & nice httle merino sack,

| selocted by Jack, came tripping olong, carrying in
| her hand the jarof tamarinds. Jack had taken off’

rolling up the corncr of her apron with her hand.

“ Good morning, Jonas, I've brought ye some tam-
arinds. I knew ye. liked them, and they will tasts
all the better, bece,uee they wero Aere, yo ‘know.”|

laid his hand'on the little head.
¢ Look up’here, Jemmy, I want to see -your eyes »
The hig black eyes wero there, dhnmer than for-

While Dora, ivas speaking, Peggy’s oyes were ﬁxed
iritently upon. her, Fhore was a strange expreesion
in the woman’s face; half doubt, half hope, but when
the face ofthe' little' girl turned towards her, tho look
of the mother ehnnged from perplemy to joyfnl cer~
tainty.

Dora knew her mother, nnd sprnng forwnrd to
meet her. “ My mother!”” was all she could say,.and
hid her face on the ‘bosom that had pillowed her in
infancy. But Peggy saw those eyes, the black eyes
of hér baby boy! *Jemmy, my child, come to mel”

she exolaimed, holding out her right arm, while the |
left énoireled Dora. Jemmy turned his face in the

direotion of the sound, but did not move from the

% Don’t you know ‘me, don't. yon know your moth-
er?” said Poggyy drawing him towards her, and fold-
ing both of- har little ones to her heart.

% Dodo, Dodo,” gaid Jemmy, « can't soe her. Ie
itmother? * Oh, Dodo, I can’t s - het}” and:he. held
. she- dazk.

It was sad, it was piteous, to behold this poor bOy ;
hé had expeoted to see when hie ' found mother, -and
now, for the first time since his gickness, -he" crfed
because ho was blind. In the language of Scnptnre,

#Oh Dora, my child, what is it ? Can’t Jemmy see
his mother

% No, mother, Jemmy cu.n’t see at a.ll it was the
small pox took the llght out of hi¥ eyes,” and the

when she saw the distress of Jemmy.

“ My poor babby—my poor.babby !” said Peggy,
sitting down, and taking Jemmy in her lnp o.nd foll-
ing him tightly in her arms,

The boy oried bitterly, but when Peggy took his
hand®and laid it upon her face, and-the little fingers
passed slowly across the features, from the frill of
the cap to the rounded chin—again and again repeat-.

thr gentle sigh, and while the mother held the other
hend in hers.he gradually fell ‘asleep:- :

. All this time, Jack had been sitting by Jonas’ bed.
At first, the delight ef Dora, at finding her mother,
was 8o groat, that Jack forgot everything. else, in
sympathy withher; but” gradually, ashe eat there
watching the picture hefore him, the thought stole
into his heart, that he wasn’t needed any moro—the
little ones were no longer depepdent upon. him, and
Jack felt lonely, This fecling. was only incrensed,
when Dora, sceing her mother took no notioe of Jack,
whispered, «That is Jack, mother, our best friend;
he took care of us when we were all alone'on the
whaf, and found us a home with -Granny Bolt, you
must love Jack, mother, he is 8o kind to- Jemmy.”> -

Poggy’s heart was g0 brim .full of the delight of
ﬁndmg her children, that thewwnt room for any-
thing else.” Sho had not even askod herself how they
camo therd, or who hod bifriended them. To be sure
Jonas had told her all about the children. that Jack
had brought to Granny Bolt’s, but she didn’t think
of tha¢ just now. Everything was forgotten in the
pleakfife of hawing them with her, her good-natured
Irish faco . shone with the light of a mother's love,
a8 sho gat there with Jemmyis -black -head. resting
on her bosom, and her arm round Dora, who nestled
olose to her side. Tho whisper of the little girl re.
minded ber that ghe should think :of those who had
been the means of restoring. hor children, and she
begun such o torrent of thanks in her Irigh brogue

thing descrving such praise, was-quite overwhelmed,
« “God bless yo, Misther Jook. My hedrt is beat-
ing 80 fast with the joy that-my tongue’ can’t keep

time to 1t ye'ro too good-intirely for, this wicked |

world und yet if it warn't for the lkes of. yo, the| v
poor friendless crathers that come to Ameriky would
diointirely. *My blessing on ye wheriver ye go, and
the blessing of all the eainta with Bt. Patrick at tho
heod of them.” = And if I niigh} make so bould, Mis-
ther Jack, LIl pay ye in the goold t00:;:I've saved-a
protty bit, for I was going aWAY-from this strange
oonnt.hry to my ould home, I wanted to'sed the green
gross; and the clear waters, and the hedges, and, the
littlo church wid the greon ivy.over it, and then lay
Yy sorrowing hoart at rest by: the ‘bones of my, hus-
bend, Martin Moore. : But I shsn’t need it now, and

,ohilderp, T'11 be glad to give it.4ll. tpwe. +Bure and
therenln'tmanyloswi"n Orint pnd

his hapest heart falt aliost -reproached for jt—and

then- that she should offer to pay him for what he

had done for the ohlldxenl '.l'hnt widened the seps-
ration which he felt was taking place botween them,
and for & moment Jaok couldn’t find the word to an-

swer,
Dore., with her more delicate perooption, saw at

oncg, by the expression, of Jack’s face, how ho felt
about the money, and hastened to say, * Oh, mother,
it wasn’t for the money Jack did it; he was too kind
to ledve us alone in the btreet, nnd Jemmy no light
in his eyes.”

«I aint good, Mra. Moore,” said Jack, #and I
han’t done no benevolence, as the big folks call it.
Poor Jack Warren aint got no friends, and nobody
to give his. wages to, only the whisky dcalors and
tabacco sellers, and them children have paid for cvery
cont I've given ‘em. I aint sorry you’ve found ’em,
becnuee you’re all 8o glad; but I'm sorry to say good
bye, and lose ’om now.” -

- wIf ye'ré not called good, Misther Juok, ye’ve got
the honor in yer heart’s blood, and that's better
thnn to have it ‘only skin' deep, like some that ride
in ‘great carriages with enrvmte before and behind
'em.”

4 There are- good people among. the rich and the
poor too,” dnaid the fechle voico of Jonas, “and you
must thank God, Peggy, for reewrlng your children,’
As T have been looking at you, I have felf to thank
| Him that my-leg was broken, since it was tlhie means
of reetonng you to your little ones.”

CH Yon’re "right intirely, Misther,” said Peggy.
“ Holy Mary be praised that my childers are here,’
711 sny many prayers to-nlg_ht.” 4

Say them to God, my good woman,” gaid Jonas,
 Yes, yos, that I will, but ye wouldn't havo me
forget the blessed mother of our Lérd. I'm not for-
getful of my prayer-book, Misther Jonaa.”

Jonies did not seem quite satisfied, but made no

roply. "Giving his hand to Jnck, he said:

Those children have been ministering angels to
| you, Jack--it seems to me just as if your little sis-
ter, that Granny Bolt used to love so woll, sent them
to'you. They have made a better man of you, bless
God for.it, and don’t forget the lesion.”

« Bat P'm afraid I shan’t stay good, if they"rd taken’
away fromme,” said Jack, and his lp quivered.
Dora stole round to his side and took his ‘hand in
hers. “Jack, we aint going to be taken from you,
you'll come and see us, just as you always have;
there’s only one more to love. you, motlier, you
know.” - .

Jack felt, the soft pressuro@f the little hand and
stooped w&; Dora’s cheek. ¢ Then I may come to
geo you, mayd ? And shall I bnng you the parrot
you wanted so much 2

# Oh, do Jack, and don’t forget that when you are
Captain you will take us to Ireland””

Just then Jemmy awoke, and finding Juck about to
take his leave, cried to go with him. - This pleased
the sailor, and Jack felt that after all, if they had
found their mother, they had ngt ed to love him,
As he rode away, he wondered :ﬁﬁ%‘i‘himeelf if he
should ever be Captain. .

Not many days after, two gentlemen met on the
broad stone steps of the Hospital. -

# Ay,.ay! Edward, that you, my boy?” said a
venerable'looking old gentleman to one much his
junior in"years ;  glad to see you back again, When
did you return from France ?”

« Some months since, sir; but have been at Beech.
wood .most of the  time, engaged in snpcnnuzndmg
the farm and settling my mother's elate.”

-# Yo, yos, I heard of her death on boayd the Re-
chester ; but you may. bo sure the lamp only went
out & littlo sooncr, for the rough wind that blow
upon it. - Otherwise it would only have flickered a
a littlo longer before it sunk in the socket. A com-
plicated heart complaint, wheroe our skill was uselesa,
It's hard to part with our paticnts, but it's the
coursb of nature, you know, and you have the conso-
lation that in her case your loss is hor gain, Well,
I'm glad to hetr ' the-estato doésn’t’ settle well, T
.was afraid you'd be rloh my boy, and then I wouldn’t
‘give & rush_farthing for all’ the professional skill ,
yow'll ever gain, You were: out out for a doctor,
just the investigating, inquiring sort of a fellow I
like to have in my office. Now if you have moncy
1oft to buy & good medical library, you have enough
to start the world with, and I hope to sce you taking .
o high rank in the profossion, Comeo from Paris, I
suppose, with your head full of the wonderful skill
of the French foculty, and o Bovercign oontempt for
us Yankeo dootors, hey 7

#No, indeed, sir,” said Edward Kenney, I have
only returned with o higher appreciation of the
medichl faculty at flome.. The-name of Dr.-Rey-
nolds is.too well known in Paris, and his opinlons -
quoted too frequently to make me forget the oblignr
tionis which, as o student, I owe to him.” -

The elder dootor bowed. * Thank you, Ned, bt £

fishing for compliments.”
ero'you going to' visit the wt\rdﬂ: todny ? If
80; I will go, with you.” )

They entered together. There Wero. some cases
which interestod -them, and ‘they romained some
hours. - A broken leg was no novelty to oither gon-
tleman, and thoy were passing direotly by the cot of
of Jonas, when Edward Kenney’s attention, was sud-,
denly arrested by the sight- of Dora reading the |
Biblo in a Jow voloe to the sick man, whila-Jemmy
sat a4 her sido listening 8 eagerly as the patient., -

There was sdinething familiar in those foces, some
assoclation éonneoted with thoso 'black .eyes of: tho
lttla Irish boy, which the young dootor could not bm-
‘mediately.recall, but stopping s minute snd, nmﬁ

Jaok ‘had nover boen call “good”befm,and

‘e

nlnghlohand through hlo he.lr,uwuhloons

-~
¥y

when puzzled, the scene on lhe wharf uz Liverpoo) u
onco come back,

- Btopping up to Jemmy he uid " And 80, my llulo
fellow, you'vo got safe to Amerlca, thanks to your, -
good little slster heve, I suppose.”

Dora Inid down her book, rose and eurtisied. ' Bhe*

recoguised at onco tho plen.sant faco and voioe of tbo
dootor.
» 4 Yes, yos,” sexd Edward, # you are the same chil.’
dren.- I remomber the face now,” looking at.the’
bright, blushing faco of tho little ‘girl. “DBut how
{came you here 7 -

# Wo found mother here,” said Dorn, “sho is ono
of the nurses.” -

4 Well, I'm glad to meet you agnln nnd lonm that
you came safely to your journey’s end.” Edward’
sighed as he spoko, for tho sight of the ohildren re.
called his last interview with his mother.

#But wo had o hard tlme, sir, Biddy and
Katy were drowned, and tho ship itself was lost.”

“And o fady died on the voynge,” said Edward .
sadly. His intention was to seo. if tho little girl
know nnythlng of his mother,

"4 Yes, sir, o ‘good, kind lady. She spoke yery
pledsant words to Jemmy and me, and said if moth-
er could give me up, I might be her little girl. I
think we should have found mother sooner if the
good lady had liged. -Wo all cried, sir, when they
buried her, and the Cnptnin could only just read the
words, for the big tears that choked him. I sat with
her the day before she died, and sho epokc kindly to
Jemmy, and she told me thero-was one'in the world
8ho loved as muck as I loved Jommy, and she snid-
it was hard to die widout him at her side; but she
prayed for him, and I heard her say thnt she was
sure God would bless him, for he had: been & good
son to her.” -

Edward’s eyes filléd, and for a moment ho could
not speak. Dora looked up inquirinply into his face.

“She was my mother,” he at length said in an.
awer to that look.

« Oh, gir, I'm sorry; if I had only known—

#Bdrry! my child. No, tell me more, tell me all
you can remember that she eaid, and Edward, set-

Y

ting down, drew the littlo girl gently towards him,
and elicited many Mttlo incidents ¢onhected with his
mother's last days.

Uo had almost forgotten Jemmy fn ‘his conversa-
tion with the sister. But the keen eye of Dr. Rey-
nolds had detected the lack of vision at once, and he
bad been quictly, without any snsplcion from the
-child even, looking at the sightless eyes. Unlike the
violent examihation of Edward, the more experi-
enced physician was still and cautious, coming noise-
lessly nearer and nearer, aud then Lolding a bright
picce of glass directly before Jemmy’s eyes, but there
was no evidence of sight.

% Holloa, doctor,” said Ldward, on suddenly per-
ceiving what was going on, “that’s my case.”

" Your case, is it? I should think so, it's not
mine. Have you performed an operation? - If so,
your sncf:cse is wonderful, and the papers should
chronicle it as a triumph of art. Come here, my
boy,”’ he added in a gentle voice, * come sit npon my
knee, and take this apple.””’ '

Dr. Reynolds, like o true noble-hearted and soien-
tific man, forgot that his patient belonged to the
lower order of society, and could give him no com-
pensation for the exorcise of his skill:

" He only saw o possibility, a bare possibility that
the clild might be helped, and he determined, if it
were in his power, to give sight to the blind. DBut
difficulty of performing an operation upon & child of .
that age, occurred to him at once, and ho dared not
give any encouragement to the mother and sister:”
But day after day the good physician left his studies
and oares, and might be scen in the hospital with
this poor little Irish child on his knec, so that in
time the littld boy lstened for his coming with eager
car, and his face would brighten at the sound, as it..
there Wore o mumo like that footfnll

—

' CHAPTER XXI

DEECHWOOD —AUNT RUTH.—THE YOU’NG bOO'l.‘OR.

’ A Intellect ™
Whloh ylelds pelosunl munlo when tbe muler hnnd
Touches It cunningly."

Th tho pleasant old mansion-house ‘at Beechwood,
Aunt Bush, tho housekeepor, who has grown gray in:
that capacity, sits by the kitchen fire, reading g let-. -
ter. " It takes her & long hxe to do so, though there
aro but fow lines In tho sheet, At last sho folds it
up carefully, and, toklng off her spectacles, thinks
aloud: “ Well, it’s queer enough; we’re to have an
Irish woman and her two children here all summer,
and ono on “em blind! Mr. Edward might as well
turn the house into a hospital at onee, nnd done with
it.- Ho'll t41l - me the story when ho coines, and he
knows my good heart will approve his plan, and aid
him to carry it out. My good heart—a little ‘blar- -
noy,’ thore, my boy, learned of yournow Irish friends,
‘Well, tho house is his own, and he’s & right, if ho
choosos, to fill it with beggars, and it would be just’
like him, too—ho never could pass by any bedy in
troublo, so there’s notliing for me to do but to bustle
round and got ready for em.” At that the good wo-
man bestirred hersolf overy onco in & while repéat-
ing aloud—* ‘Well, our Edward hns queer, notions.”

Meanwhile, the object of Ler thoughts ia in the
oity, waiting the result of the operation which Dr..
Reynolds is soon to perform on littlo Jemmy. _

Do you think, Dora, you can ‘have the oourugo
to stay with your Mttle brother ¥ :

. «I'll thry, sir, for: he'll not have tho ooumgo to ’
tay widout me.”. . . :
. Everything is mpored, and even the mother.
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though anxious for tho opeutlon, ahrlnh “from wit-
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. nmg ity bnﬁ Dora unnot leave ber brotﬁer, md
" the child promiscs to-be very still, if: Sssy: will' ‘stay
close to-him. -The Dootors permit it, and perm’de
tho mothke to remain without.  ©
Dora turns pale, and ttdmblea when ‘ghey bind
Jemmy'e hands, but she has promised to b8 gmk
and qujet; 8o she. ahokes down’ the tears, and says:
# It-won: be-for long, Jemmy, dnrlml.. and may be

in. g litslo while ye can sec mother, and- Jack, for’

Jack will-come home soon ; and see Dodo, too. Yes,
darlint; and Dodo. too,” uhe adds, trymg to slendy
her voice, and not. tretnblo 80, a8 she sees the little
gharp instruments which the Dootors have ready.

The head is’confined so that the child cannot move
it, the hands are:bound, and the Doctor, with & firm,
steady hand, uses hist.instruments, Dorg kncels at
her brother's ‘::N/bends clasped, her face pale

a8 death, butnota teaF or groan, for she has promised
to be still » One scream from the little boy, an effort,
a vain one, to free himself from the strong hands of
the young Doctor, and all is over—the eyes are bound,
and Jemmy:is soon-in Dora’s arms, only, however, to
be smitched away by the impatient mother, who.ex-
claims, “And 8o ye haven’t kilt me boy—my poor
little birdeen,”? and .she bore him away to tend him
by hersclf.
" A few days more, and the young Doctor is convey-
ing his proteges to his own home, in Beechwood,
~where he intends to watch over Jemmy, until- his
bagdages are removed, and he can see fully the re-
sult of tho experiment. i

Attached to the house is an,L part, containing
two rooms, formerly used by Edward’s father, as an
office, These are made comfortable, and Peggy Moore
and her two children are given the rent for a year,
with the addition of a emall garden; thie, with the
avails of washing and jroning, which she proposes to
do, wxll give her all thenécessaries, and many of the
comforts of-life, and Dora can go to school, * for that
would plase Denms, poor boy,if only he wern’t buried
in dear ould Ireland.” Two or three weeks passed,
Jemmy’s eyes healed well, and under the careful
management of Dr, Edward, the child was soon able
to see his mother and sister for a little time; jt
scemed as if he could not remove his eyes from the
latter; from long habit he approached, and put his
hands on her curly hair, then would step back a
little and look at her face, saying not a word, but
with a lost, absgnt air, hke one recalling a dream.
Her face was the last pléasant object his eyes rested
on, before, as Dora snid, the light went out of them,
and it had haunted him probably in his sleep, o that
the vision now was like a dream come to pass. But
he is allowed to look only a little while at first, the
bandages are put on, for Dr. Edward is very cau-
tious, and he has submissive paticents, for the little
family in the old office look upon him as “next to
St. Pathrick, surely.”

Time passes—Peggy finds plenty of work for her
Btropg, willing hands, and her children go to the vil-
lage school, where, if tlicir brogue affords some
amusement to thie Yankee children, the gogd temper
and pleasant ways of Dora win for her many friends.
One day, as the- children were coming from school,
they met their old friend, “Jack,” who had no sooner
landed in Boston, and got on his shore clothes, than
he hastened to Beechwood, bringing o beautiful par-
roquet, with gold and purple plumage, that looked
very bright and glossy in the sunlight.

Jemmy was in ecstacies, but when, on giving him
& picee of sugar, as Jack directed, the bird sung out,
& Polly loves Dodo,” the littlc boy ran to the further
end of the room in great fear.

« He's like Aunty Bolt's parrot, he can talk, too,”
said Dora, “and I'm so glad he's got the same name.
Did you name him, Jack, and did you teach him to
say my name ?”’ .

“Yes,” said Jnck «and he's o good scholar, too,
and don't swear any now, though he learned, o .do
80 on board ship, but I've taught him better man-
ners.” -

Jack’s pockets ‘were full of toys and curiosities for
the children, and a happier man could not be found
than our good friend, when he could take the chil-
dren, one on each knee, and sing sca songs to them,
or tell them stories, He inade himself quite at home
in the old office, and having,a little carpenter’s skill,
he made some shelves and a table, and moveable cup-
board for Peggy, and told her how his mother used to
make puddings and pies; but, when she tried her
best to make them, thic sailor would say, «It’s very
good, Peggzy, but 'taint just like hers, but may be
you'll get it exactly the next time.” .Alas! what
man ever ate pies and puddings like those his mo-
ther made when & boy ?

The children had .4 great. deal to say n’bout Dr. .

Edward, but Jack never seemed to take to the young
Doctor as the children did, but avoided him. The
truth was, the sailor -felt «that-he could nevar do-as

much for the children as the Doctor had done in aid-

ing.to restore Jethmy’s sight, and he was a little
Jjealous of the affection with which the family re-
garded him.. -He would gladly have. parted. with one
of his own-eyes,, conld that have 'given sight.to the
‘boy.

The timé soon came for Jnok to lenve, much to the
regret of Peggy and.the children, and the rough.
sailor -hruslied -away & .tear as he bade them good
\ bye. He.was.bound..on a voyage to Calcutsa, and -

~--===from thence to: the: Gape -of Good- Hope, 80 -that -he-:| -

would not.see Beechwood again for two years. -Sinoe :
his meeting with these destitute children, he had be-+
oome & sober- man, and his- goodmenmnnshlp and .
_ oorrect- habits had . gained him promotion; and he
was now.firet: mate. of the brig -Dolphin, as fine & -
oraft a8 over sailed on the salt water, - Jack borrowed -
-he’ Dooter’s newspaper, and showed. Dora the namo
of the vessel,-and how to find the arrivals and clear-+
" anoes, and Aben -ahe got her yehool atlas and traced -
‘out theroute:. #.And.ye'llinot go near Ireland, nor
see Unole Micls, 1 slib #8id, as her littlo finger ghded
slowly alongte: the cdust of India.,

« Not his.time; Dora, but when I'm Captain, you
remember, I'm-going to take you'to Dublin, and we'll
" find' Mick Nogher, and bring him back- to America
“wigipus, if ho'll come,” said Jack.

t's not him-ye’ll pereuado to come to Amenky,"
#sid . Peggy,“he couldn’t earn & hap'orth of salt
here, with his fiddle, ‘and that's all he can do; if,
now, ye oonld lave ma there, I'd like to stay Ya ould
Ireland, yhero Martin, pooihoy, 1atd his bones.””

4 And “which . country do ye like best, my little

ee  gaid Jack.

" ] like:this oountry best, hecause Dootor Edward
fives here;and gave Jemmy's eyes the light ‘again.””

« And 1, tod,” said Uemmy, “ mll atay witlx Dootor
- Bdwardp)' o0 e

With thé 'qulek lnslinot of a womnn's numre, Ddrh
W, "iﬁd"hnlf vindérstood the slindow on Jack's’ fAne,
n'g her 1ittle_redlips up to his rongh obee‘k,
Mﬁz cndtﬁdr—"hd ﬂﬂe jl yourooun
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“7. onk. and we love it because you llye here, and
are'807good to'us” |, -
14 1 hain’t done nothlng for yon, chlld. l nint larn-

but it I could, Yack Warren sint the follow that
would leave a blind one jn the country.”
. wButif yo hadn't taken care of us, Jack, we nhould
never have found inother and’ Dootor Edward. It's
you, Jack, after all, that saved us from starving.”
“It's you, Jack! its you, Jack 2 repeated Jemmy,
-who always thought a8 his sister did. -
« Polly loves Dodo! Polly-loves Dodo,” chimed in
the parrot, at which they all laughed, and, in the
midst of their memmont. t.he conch camo to take
Jack to Boston.
The house seemed very lonely mthout him, the
more 80 to the chi)dren, becduse it was vacation in
the villnge school/and. they had more time to tlnnk
of their absent friend. . v
Aunt Ruth, who, at ﬁret. could hardly bear the
idea of having the little * Irish things,” ai she called
them, about the house, soontlearned to tolerate Dora,
and would often ask her to come in and hold her
yarn,or run an errand, and -on Sundays she always
expected the littlo girl to read ber a chapter in the
Bible. In return for these services, she would show
her the rooms that were usually shut up in the house,
the big parlor, with its antique furniture, the Brus-
sels carpet, which Aunt Ruth averred cost a hundred
dollars, and the high back mahogany chairs, and the
heavy gilt framed pictures of Dr.. Edward’s grand-
father and grandmother, all looking rather grim in
the shadow of the darkened room, the only light ad-
mitted bemg from a part of one of the windows from
which Aunt Ruth cautiously drew aside the folds of
the heavy crimson curtain. “Did you ever see any-
thing 8o grand as this in your own country ?” asked
the housekgeper

“Yes, ma'am, at Lady Maud’s,” said Dora, looking
as if the preeont grandeur were not at alloverwhelm-
in

!';‘And pray who is Lady Maud, and what did she
are great big brass andirons, and shovels and tongs,
all done up in brown paper, cost thirty dollars, and
and them card-tables were fifty dollars a pmr, old
Lady Kenney told me hersélf.”

"I can’t tell you, Aunt Ruth, T went to Lady
Maud’s once, and it was just- like reading one of
those wonderful tales you lent me the other day.
*Arabian Nights,’ you called it. May.X go into the
library 9 ¢

4 La, yes, child, but it’s so strange you can't re-
member what folks has in their parlors ; why, I can
describe every parlor in Beechwood, but then I've a
wondegfi{l mem’ry naturally for such things.”

#1 can tell you about Lady Maud, Aunt Ruth—
she was so beautiful, I thought she was an angel.” *
“ Why, child, how you talk, angels look just like
little chubby, naked boy babies with wings ; there’s
lots on ‘em plcturcd out in my old Pilgrim’s Pro-
gress.”

“Do they, Aunty?, Well, somehow or other I
could only think of angels when Lady Maud came to
see me when I was sick in the hospital, and stood
there with her soft brown hair curling over her neck
and shoulders, and her- beautiful blue eyes looking
80 kindly on me.”

I guess folks look hansomer there than they do
here, them that como over here aint no way remerk
sble for beauty.” -

«But there are very beautiful ladies, Annty, but
they don’t come over here—it's only the peasantry”
that comes here to find work to do.” -

« Well, now, that’s queer talk, Dora! Aint every
body o lady that behaves herself, and is an honest
woman ?”’ said Aunt Ruth, bridling up—«It's only
sham ladies that don’t work.” _

#1 can’t explain it, Aunty, but father could if he
was alive, because he came from the O’'Neil’s taht
once ruled a part of Ircland.”

They were now in the library, and Aunt Ruth,

who found it was dinner time, hastened to the kitch-
cn, muttering to herself as she went : * Them Irish
beggars are the queerest set I ever did see; I can’t
make ’em out. One would have thought 'the child
would have opened her oyes wide as saucers to have
seen the big parlor, but she acted as if she wag born
with a gold spoon in: her mouth, instead of not hav-
ing brend enough to eat.”
Meanwhile, Dora had ensconced hereelf in the 11-
brary, and, curled up on one of the broad window
seats, was busy- with a little pile of books she had
gathered around her. A Greek grammar was in her
hand, and she was puzzling her head over the first
page,.when, unbeknown to herself, Dr. Edward en-
tered. -Her feet were gathered under her dress, and
her head bent down, her curls half concealing her
face, while the. drooping. curtain fell down at ber
side. It was quite a little tableau, and the young
gentleman stopped & moment to contemplate it, but
o slight motion he made in moving forward, aroused
the little . gxrl and she blushed and eeemed helf
afraid.

« Aunt Ruth told me I might come,” she. emd
apologetically, « because I helped her got the din-
ner.”

t 8he did indeed 1 emd Edward, © and ‘does she
hire you often, and pay in this way ?” :

“uQnly oties ina great while, sie 17 r—vrrmetreemerem

«Pray what do you find to amuse:you hore, Dora?”
| «Oh, sir, o great many things, I'vo réad +Roblnson
Crueoe’ through twice, and the: ‘Areblnn nghts ’
threo times.” et
* « What are you eo busy about now?” S

#Jt's a Greek grammar, I was trying to seo if I

' '¢ould learn it, because Uncle Mick said that if I wenl;

'to eobool I must learn Greek.?”

« Heigho ! Greek for a little glrl and he an Irxeh
fiddler!” What kmd of Greek could he read, I won-
der?”

L. #It-was good, sir, because ho usod to read with
Father MoSweeny. But ho wesn’t always a ﬂddler
sir, ho used to be a sohoolmaater,”

« Well, that explaing it; but, my ohild, yon had
botter make puddings than learniug Greok ?” -

« Couldn’t 1 do both, sir?”

u Y don% know'about that,” said the Doetor, shak-
ing his head-doubtfully. : #Do you like to etudy ” -

“ Very much, bir”
4 Come here. then, and Y'll give you a lesson ln the
Latin grammar, and if you do well in that, perhaps

" | ome time; when you are older, you may “followUnole

Mick’s advice. A emall dose of Latfn won't hurt e.ne'
8“1~" ’ e ad b
. Dora came and' atood by his side, while’ tbo Doctor,
more for his own la.musemeht, thhni nhythlng eloe,
jo.vehera.lesson. IR TR T TR
4 There, now, a half hour beforo dnmer, ‘tamorrow
you:niay'como- ageju, and l’lllhbmyonréoiu,thlb.”‘

-
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ed. like Dr, Edward, and éan’t niake- blind folks see, | -

have that was nicer than you.see here? Why, theré | -

nppointment, Qlld the little: gll-lvuited an hour or
‘more befom bg uim "his’ appemnoo, and then he .
came tonmoke his mcr dinner cigar. .

“ Hollos;” he’ grled, 4L had forgotten thutlbad
turned M‘GOE“O learned your lesson, Dora?” -

“Yes, sis,”” and she gave bim the bogk; and stodd
in méek. udntcneu before him, reciting with grea.t
Pmml)tness.

"“T've got mynelt into busmees,” he gaid, 88 she-
ﬁnwheg, “but I Won’t back out till you do, which will
be son efiough, I-warrant, and he’ threw n.eide his
cigar, and | gave het another lesson. i

Weeks 'passad ; Dora never failed tobe on the -spot
at leeeon time, and the Doctor himself was becoming
‘interested in’ . the rapid progress of his pupil. Bhe
saw it pleased_him, and nceded no  greater spur to
her ambition.” .

Finding hBl"&’pt to learn, ho added other studies,

d, almost unconsoiously, found himself layitg
plans for.the thorough - educatiori of “the- little Irish:+
girl.  Aunt Ruth, yho kept her spectacles, as tele-

could be turned.to any part of her horizon, which, by
the way, was " Beechwodd, would often mutter to her--

to tenching that Irish beggar—but it's just, like his
mother ; I can see her looks and actions in him more
and - more every ‘day of his lnfe “There’s the bell
nguin—well I d,aolnre, old times'Are coming round;
that's just the way thoy used to' ring in old Doctor.
Kenney's time, Idon’t know but Edward will get
to be as famons' &Doctor as hlB father and grand-
father aforo lnxn."‘ .

The old | woman would have pressad Dom. mto her
service as door keeper, but she could not yet deny-
herself the pleasnre of léarning first roken
& bone, or who had ‘the mensles, or who wapted aid
in bringing the' next generatmn sa.fely throu, h the
gate of life. .

- CHAPTER XXIL = —~
nuwnm TREVOR'S REVENGE.

Yw Those words
Did chase the rich blood from the’cheek.”

We have taken our readers a lopg distance from

not forgotten, mow and then, to remind them, by
slight allusions, . of our friends in the “ould coun-
thry.” Two yeere, the time of * Handsome Harry’s
probation, has alree.dy passed. Maud, gentle and
loving a3 ever, i3 Content to wait so that she receive
the letters which come so regularly from her be.
trothed, and which, if they are not 8o ardent in their
exprgpsions of - attachment, 88' more impulsive na-
tures than Maud tight ask, seem warm and tender
and true, in the soft light with which Maud's gentle

eyes regard thom,

Time passes very quictly and pleaenntly in O

Neil castle, for the lord of the estate has devoted:
himself to the improvement of his lands, and the

elevation of his tenants. He does not vex himself
like Father MéSweeny, with theological disquisitions
on the mlsmanagement of Ireland by the British-

government, or paes idlo hours in dreaming of the .
lost glory of Ireland, or a_parliament in Dublin, but

takes things as'they: are, eubmlttmg to what cannot

be improved, and improving that which lies in his

power. He devotes himself ‘with great pe.hence to

dislikes the labor requisite, and is satisfied with dis-
wants of his flock, for having a keen sense of stomach

church supplied with a good dinner and a “dhrap of
whisky ” every day. This duty done, he’ llkee to.

when the Irish governed (?) themselves, and the
brave chieftains gloried in their brave retainers.
Harry O'Neil has remained abroad, gave one hasty
visit to his hereditary domains, including a few days
passed with Maud. -Ambition has, in o measure,
supérseded his youthful love:for:Margaret Trevor,
but that he has not forgotten her, his frequent visits
to Paris prove, and when with her, her influence
over him is great. Her Muty hos not waned, for

For his sake she has perfeoted berself in French and
Jtalian music-—that she might" sympathise in his’
pursuits, she has rend works on general htemture,
and oultivated her natural tasté for the pencil, so

80 many remmlscences «of hours of mutual enjoy-
ment passed in Rome, Neples, Flomnce ;and even the
Aigean Isles.

She has studied, too, nll the mmule.deuula of the
toilet ; and few women could vie  with her in that
harmony of color, that choioe of ornaments, and that’
Jene sais quoi in dress; which ‘produces that rare’
result—a well dressed woman;
unwearied in her efforts’ to approach his ideal; to
her love is life, for has she not, saorificed that honor

. whloh, to most of our sex; is deaver than life itself? -

- 8he knows no heaven byt his love, and for her the
scoffs and neglecta of the world. are nothing so that
she'is sure of that love; ndeed if it brings suffering
at all, she would«qolce in it-s0 that she bore it for.
his sake.’ E |
++-Tell-her.of. the . funeral pile of.the. I{mdoo widow,
‘and ehe does not wonder.at it—shé would feel not
the agony of fire, tvere sho- pagsing through the burn-’
mg ordeal to meet hér lover in the Elysian fields, -

. Btrong in her love, firm in her constancy, without
‘one jealous pang, for her devotion"scorns -all guspio-
fon; she sita now in hor. richly furnished boudoir.
wnit.mg for her idol . Ho is returning to Ireland
from an embassy to Naples; arid has promised to-
spend a few days in Paris.. ‘Arrangements. have
already been made for his muarriage .at O'Neil cas-
tle, for the Christmas holidaya ate approaching, and
Maud kos promised that the evant: shall be cele.
brated at that time ; it pleases he to have it so, for in
the piety of her gentle heart she feels that He who
80 blessod the world as to' givé Himself for its re.
demption, will bless her and: him. for whose welfare
she go_enrnestly preys, with: e : epeolal blessing on
this most -glorious day in: the: calendar. of Time.
Preclous Maud! God wid: bless’ thed, but. in n way
thine eyes cannot now ‘see. : Whén :thou passest
through. the ‘waters, ho will ‘be . ‘with thée; ‘and
through the rivers, they. shall not ‘overflow ﬁl%» for

One shall be thy deliverds.”.

“Harry O'Neil, in vlhom the* pe.haion of youth has
bedome subdued, but| ho still retains h!s admiration
v the beauty whicki Byst' won hlo eye, meana now,

scopes are arratiged in an observatory, so that they -

self,—«Tt's queep.enough that Edward should take

the scenc of  the opening of our:stery, but we have -

thé draining of landk, the increase of crops, andeven’
to’ the ‘homoly-Aetalle ot ‘thie feasunt’s garden. 'Fa. |
ther McSweeny has 10 objection o these things, but

pensing the Lord’s money in supplying the physlcul E

comforts, he would gladly see all the members of his

spend his evenings in recalling the goodold days -

ghe is now in the full bloom of . perfeat womanhood.

that her portfolio is full of sketohes which are but -

‘Love. has. made her

the Holy.One of . Israsl 8 xhy God, and the Mlghty ‘

t this 1ate hour, to vow his' bemthal bo Me.rgeret, .
éxpodting, of: course 'e ahoiver of: tedrs; Bome - bittor. -

beproachés, and per, hbtnlsﬁni&ntofeomeweeke '
from her’ preeehoa llo"ls' prepared; e Mélea, for it
fne, S A.n -] 5 ‘f“> l.) 5 ‘/N 'i'i.: . ‘ B

e [$;:
ﬂ}helddt ﬁrsl:
. := tbon wero lmt for:

o ‘mal ties, for peouninry pront. politioa.l adnnoeniene,

or to satisfy the snlly pmJudxoeu of & bypoglt.ioel
church? - -

Parliament, and & ‘title to the brond landp ot lﬂp
qnole, might he not still retain his love for M

a love whick he was prepared to tell her ehould out-
laat life melf? .

* Hamy O'Neil, thou art 8 eelf-decexver, for thuu
judgest woman's lave by the'standard of thy omn}
Even now, in-the.first moments of meeting, thy
heart fails thee, and thy courage vanishes—the vic-
tim scems alrendy the Judge, for there is that in the
rqueenly woman, who- has given thee all she holds
dear on* enrth that bids thee beware, how thou fling
it back to her as worthless: Not that sho meets
him with reproaches. No, she never did that, nor
does sho ever use the womanly weapon of tears,
which, like grape shot, annoy but never slay, he
might dnnce all night and ride -all day with some
noted isian beauty, and Margaret would meet
him when heé\came back to her with ‘smiles, and per-

beauty and grace of his.companions. In this quiet
superiority, 40 most of her sex, lay her power over
(’Neil. He heartily wished now that she. were: of
softer mould.~ Day ' after ‘day . peeeed e.nd in the
excitement of Parlelan life, and’ the  gharms, ot‘ her
society, he almost forgot that but two weeks re-
mained to Christmas. At .morning he would say to
himself, 4 this evening it must be done—poor Mar-
garet! Inow wish my marriage wore deferred one
year more—but ‘no, that will “not ,do, my pohlnca.l
advandement requires the snerifice.”? | - . .

“Thus he deferred it, until but two'days rema.med

ing lest he should lose courage at last.’ 'ﬂpa.t even.

. |ing, unexpected business with some of kis own coun.

trymen called him to another part of the city. Mar-
garet lenrned by & note, the cause of his absence, and
remained in her room alone, thinking that-even at a
late hour, he might come, if only to bxd hera hnety
good night. :

to mform her that & ‘strange-looking old man had
tried to gain admittance for two or three days past,
but he was so oddly dressed, we thought hun ont of
his wits and sent him away: «

laid dosn her book, and tnlnng out her purse said,
| % Give him some money, Lisette, a.nd send lnm
away. R

"« He don’t want maney, he says, he can earn
enough with his fiddle, but he would like to plny
some tunes’ for your amusement.’ He's 8o queer,
you would laugh ‘tosee him; he wears a big white
hat with red and yellow rosettes upon it; and over
his shoulders is & plaid cloak, from undér which you
|'can se¢ & red vest. ‘ His bresches are fastened at the
knees with huge buckles, and *his worsted stockings
are darned all ovér with dlﬁ‘erent colors, but his
hair! ohl his" hair,- Mam’eelle, i beautifal for ¢ an
old mun, %o long and’ white ‘and ‘soft,” falling’ down
'over his shioulders ;" if it hadn’t boenfor his, lmir, 1
‘wouldn't have said a word e.bout ‘him, but he’d make
a good picture, and a8 I've'seén many sketclnng the
beggars in the streets sometimes, T'd come and tell
you.  He' asked.me, with & very low bow,w teke
this bit of a paper to you.” '

Margaret recognized, before she- read the nume, in
a large stiff hand, our- -old .wanderer, Michael No-
gher, but for reasons best known to herself, sho’ would
net acknowledge her acquaintance with him' before
the servants.

« Show him up, Llestte and leave him with me;
perhaps he mhy amuse me’ awhile.”

Mick Nogher entered, bringing with him his con-
stant companion, the green bag, and bowing low, to
Margaret, and with no token -of recognition"on his
side, for he saw by the glence of her eye, that euoh
was her command.

But they wereno sooner by themselves, the.n Mar-
garet came forward and grasped the old man’s hand
cordially, and with a hearty “I'm glad to see you,
Unele -Mick,” bade hlm :be- septed. - Like -a- frue

among the most plegsant memories of her clnldhood.
were the songs of the old fiddler, - ... ©
“Now we'll -have some musio,” said she, ¢ n.fber

wine, g

Unole Mick pronounoed the wme "ree,l » enoh a8
they didn’t often.-see across . the- channel, and then
producing his fiddle, proceeded to tune.it carefully,
asking Margaret, meantime, whatnsongs she..would
choose. - She went to the piano, and begun playing
“ Molly Malone,” & fevome old Irish ballad, that she
used to sing in' the wild days of her girlhood. This
pleased the old: piper, and ho followed her, and one
after -another of those simple songs, endeared to
Margaret by old associations, were sung, ‘until she

headed and barefooted, over her native hills, -

« Have you scen my father lately, Unole Miok ”
she asked, a8 thoy paused in the music, tha} the old |-
mdn might take & « dhrap of the cordial.”:

“Yes, my lady, and it’s for the seelng him, I'm
heré ; he 'paid the money for my commg, and bade
me ﬁnd ye out, for ho said he couldn’t write, and he
wanted to know how ye took the news.” -

« What news ?”” said Margaret, * if he is alive und‘

my old home,” " - e

4 Och, my lady, yer father is well, barring & louoh
of ‘the gout, and some thirty pounds’ superfluous
flesh, whicli makes it lm.rd for lnm to mount hie
horse.”” Lo i
o 4Pm Borry for that ; when he gives up lnmtlng.
I'm afraid his life will not be- Tong?? = i
It may bo all the better' for-him that he l’rets
for ye now, the fat won’t | grow:on & frettlng crather,
He charged me to tell ye'to come home. 'He. said,
* Maggie, my girl, come homd,: and w en I soo the
firejn your eyes, I'Il.light my old- gun by 3¢, and
shogt him whien he goes.to church' with the bride,” .
..“Whet do". you mean,” said. Mu‘guret, her eurloe-
ity, but not her jealousy, exoited. ..~ .

“ Bhure. now, 'Ahd ys myst: kno; iny leddy, and'ye
won't lavo it t iy ould tongub'to tell the tale”:

, with' you. ' By youf looks you have-something un-
j pleasent to commuinisaté: ° Bpeak ltonoe and eell me
ull.” ; 5;"‘,¢j5' ihd STAV IS R LTI

e

“and would ye dboedve two of the'most beautiful sias | -
thm omoq'.m mking? “Yé muybemong. Miss

i w""(’; ;'I N it (.. vlll ‘l)ll TR} T
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" What it he ghould marry “his cousin” for u eea.v ing.:

chance admit, without one: pang of jealousy, the}.

before he must leave Parls, That day he shut. him-|.
| se1f up and wrote what he wished her to know, fear-

She was reading, when her dressmg mmd came in |-

Margaret, to whom the time was - prssing heevxly, -

daughtor of. Erin, Merge.ret loved her country, and)

you have taken: llus,” pa.emng out for lnm g1 glnee of :

forgot the present, and was soaring in fancy, ba.re- .

‘ heart murmurs,

‘ will do ea well.” . ;

well, I know of no bad news you can bring me from A

“’l'he.mufthh'lhgrllhln . mutm'ed thoold man; |-

smii er they call
» licanse, not % 'cheloddya make, begging JOUr pars

‘don} Mish Magile—theblensed orathers 1ov8 too well,’

but jjiskto keep the men in order, You know the
sorig runs; ¢ Men are deeenvere, dyer)»

. There was son)ething in the Took- of Uncle Mioky
anda huitahon in his menger.‘coupled with his ).
luexoné. which no arciised stspioion 1 Margaret,
and then, gwift as a flash of lightning, came to her

.’mlnd, the strange, altered manner of Hajry O'Neil,

for the last: few day, ‘But she crushed back the -
euspiolon a8 one would crush a viper- beneath his |
tread. ' 8he had been: slthng on the piarlo 5 etool half
turned lowerde the old man, her right hand Om'eleau-
ly playing with the leaves of the loose musig. Bhe
Y080 Up, CAMe one etep forward, her rlght. foot! 1y
planted on the carpet, and het hand resting for sy
port on the piano; thers was a flush on” her cheek,
and a bnghtnees in her large dark eyes, thnt made
‘the poor old piper recoil a little. : o
 Mick Nogher, epeuk' andhs you beheve in, God,
‘tell the truth, You do ngt mean —» | |5 ; f‘
8he could not speak.the name, she would not
oouple it with treachery and dishonor. - S
Unole Mick trembled all over, for he knew.the' e
curbed temper of the child, and feared the oulbxeak
of an injured woman’s anger.© .

“I'm sorry, my leddy, to b the first to tell ye bad
news, but if now you could just sliow'me the sorap of
paper, ihe hoenee, ye know, Jist the Jeast bit in tho
world, to prove ye are lawfully married to Harry.©
O'Neil, of O'Neil Castle, then I’ll carry a light heart
back to yous father, and Miss Maud muet ‘o’en wait
for another suitor.” = -

“Maud! Maud O'Neil, do you: mean, Unole Miok?
Oh, that’e an-old story. He.rry wxll never mn.rry hib
cousin.”

“I'm afeard, Mxes Mnggxe, ye're mlelnfom.
ed, andas I loxg ye, Ispeak only truth. See here,
it’s her own blessed little fingers writ it, and_ Pm
more eorry for her than for you, because the dove -
cannot mate with the eagle, you know Och niy )
leddy, I never was for it at all.” ‘

As he spoke, he produced from the depthe of liis
capacious pocket, a sorap of newepoper, in' which
was folded a dainty little note.  *

“My good friend, Uncle Migk :—You muet not fml
to be at ‘the castle on Christmas eve. 'L wish the
whole honsehold to be merry then, nnd eousnh Barry
and myself cannot be marrjed, unless you are xn.t.ho
Servant’s hall, with your green ‘hag

Your friend, " Mavp O’Nm..” &
Margaret took the note, read it, made 1o rema.rlte, :
but did notoffer to xeturn it to Uncle Mick, whostood
paper in hand, ready to fold and return 1t from
whenoe it came, -

For & moment she etoo?
t:ghtly in her olosed han

ent, the note oruahed
8She had never fmted

in her life; the clear blood flowed héalthily throngh

'every vein’; & stranger to axokneee, saffering or fear,
she had never known before, the sensation of deadty,
coldness, which now seemed to paralyze her whole -
frame, the blood forsook her. checks, her hpe were.
white as'the hue of deatk, and a mortal agony eeued
her. But she moved not, by nio word or groan, or -
audible -soufid could one have .detected . the ‘beart
gprnggles mtlnn. It was_but a moment. | The,old
plper: was gnzxng et her- she felt” hm preeenoe a.nd
rallied. -

“ Gnve me tlus," ahe added crushing t.be note.. -
more tightlyin her hand;'« give it me, hero is gold .
and she flung her purse mto his hnnd e.nd pomtedto
the door. e

“Your fether, M:se Muggxe—whnt shall I eey to
him¢” - .
oI will be with him in a week.”. o

.The door closed, and Margaret was left nlone with
her soriows and her God. Did she turn to Him who
alone  can heal ‘the “bruise epmt andbind up  the

broken heart? Only at t of the Cross oA ..
the poor, deoexved heart, fmd An hur passed.
We will not. open-thedoor of that om, whire beeuty,

and taste, and art had gnthered her trej Sures, for
the: pleaeure of its’ occupnnt we will .ngt uncle.sp
the’ benutlful robe, and expose the’ gnevn bleedlng
heert. We will writo no homily on “virtue.'; No,.
Thoee, and’ thOee alpne, ‘who have’ trueted nnd been
betrayed, can understand its sorrow ; nnd o tboey
whoee heart.e ere ha.xdened to)mrdean erring sister 8. i
grief
. “'Tis an old talo and often wm." .

_ An'hour passed. A step was on the etmrs almnd
turne the latch of the door.
 Up- yet, Margaret! I thought so, I knew you
-would wait for the'* gaod night.” Three hours, los;m
tedious business.” Well, m-morrow 15 'my lust dey in
Paris, and it shall all bo | youre Your hand :
—Ilet'me warm it in mine.” " L

“And must. you leeve in one day aﬁerthis,'
Herry Mmoo
. "4To my eorrow, I lnuet. Oh, Margaret, life would
be too' delightful, nlweye at’ your side’; yon ere‘dif- :
ferent from altother 3 #omen ; no doubt, euepxo om, or
cbonge mars your lovel” ** - S
: “Andyours, Hurry?” R v L

“Never wavers. ~Good hight, we mll have one,

whole day of bliss, to-momw Kiss me, Mnrgareb—-
your lips would tempt ¢ an anchorite.”

Sho-does- kiss - him—while one \lm.nd is- holdmgnmr
| tightly Maud’s' mote; but “not yet, not yet," her - -

L,

“«.He too, i  mbout to dellver his wntten oonfeesion,, . .
“Not yet, not yet,” he BOys to lnmsell’ “ Tomomt -

; . T0 BE CONTINUED, .'\. e

NATURE'S NIGHT SONG:
 Night hath its songs. Have you never: sloo;l by,
the set-side at night, and “Heard the ' pebblee ulng,i :
and the waves chant God’s /glories ? ~ O ¢ lmve oﬂ, )

| mever risen from your couch, and thFown ”up this

window of your chamber, and listened, hore? - Ly
tened to what? Silenco—savo, noy and then e :
murmuring sound, which scemed sweet musio thie
And'have you not funoied that: you ‘hedrd - the lm'p ‘
of God playing in heaven? -Did- you mot conoelve .
tlm.t yon'gtars, that those eyes of God, lookmg “down’”
on you, were also moutlm of Bong—that every ’8‘01'
was singing God's' glory, ‘singing as it shone, {68
mighty Makeér; and Lis lawful; well-deserved pralle
Night hath ita‘stngs:.’ We need not much’poe bryiid
our spirit ) chtéli the song of night, -and. héat” th@ .

! | spheres aa they clintit - pra hi Youd - lotho
WIndoed, fndeod, Uncle Miok, I-would nottrifle| 1o y alisit praiscs whioh are 1o

beert, though tliey bo mlenl: to':the ear-—ihe imlaeé
of the’ eimiﬁxty God, who bénrs‘up'the unplllbl'ed
arch <ot h ven, , d@bpvee the nal'! ’ﬁl3 °
mm wl. . R ;
lem'onn s the muslo of tho’ henrt. nhen'iti
obords ‘Wt giwept; by“tli'e 'géﬂﬂd‘lﬁl%%"“lﬂuﬂﬁﬁ&
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