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SHleaven bless you, and don't take that-it's nothing but a ish !
it's not worthli half a fartbing to ye, it's falling te pieces; but it's
:nore te me, homeless and houseless as I am, titan thousands- -it's
naothing but a kish, but my eldest boy-he, tlhank Heaven, that's
not to the fore te see his father's poverty this day-lie slept in it
mnany a long nighlt, when the eyes of his little sister had not gone
anong the bright stars of heaven, but were here to watch over him-
it's nothing but a hisk-yet many a tiume little Kathleen crowed,
and held up lier innocent head out of it to kiss ber daddy-it's ne-
thing but a kiuh-yet many a day, in the midst of my slatery, have
1, and my wife, and five as beautiful children as erer stirred a nan's
heart in his boson-sat round it, and eat the praytie and salt out
ofit, fresh and wholesome; and when I had my six blessingqs to
look on, it's little I cared for the slavery a poor Irishman is born
to : -it's nothing but a poor kish-but it's been with ue full, and
i t's beea with me empty, for many a long year, and it's used ta me,
;1 huow.s my throubles, for sinec the bed was sold from under us, for
le last gale, what elsehbad weto keep our heads from the cold

carth ? For the love of leaven, laave nercy on a poor, wcak,
hoúseless inan; don't take the last dumnb thing he cares for-sure

i's nothing but a hish."

No aatter for the insignificance of the object, the pathos of this
is feit at once; it is hardly necessary to describe the scene or the
nctors therein, the words carry their own meanmg with them. The
trust of the poor Irish in the protecting care of the Ahnighty is
uippermost in all their troubles; their faith in His wisdon is never
shaken. Whaen tried in a nanner that would drive a l'renclianaii

io his charcoal, and an Englisinian te the river or the rope, we
have seen Paddy's eyes-cyes that have ceased to feel the luxury
ei' tears---uplifted ta heaven, and heard hin murniuur, "Well te be
sure, lis will be done! He sent the sore trouble on us, but Uis
vill be donc !"

During a country seroll, in one of the green bohree'ns, or little
biridle roads, that intersect the country, we camne, not long ago,

mnost unexpectedly upon a love-naking younig couple, scatedon the
stunp of an old tree. It was the hour of early mass, and Plimvin

-ind 1eggy sliould have been there instead of love-nakiang. l'he-
liin had a self-confident, roguish aspect, that we did not quite like;
but thîenl he appeared very nuch lin carnest, and that was seume-
t lhing: the girl lhad the sweet, confiding look, which goes straighît
to the heart of an honourable mai.-" Where's the good Phelim,"
she answered, ta one of those appeals made with all the fuli, rich
sweetness of the soft Irisha brogue, interspersed witlh that delicious
rushla nachreeinq which the translation, "pulse of my heart," but
feebly expresses: "where's the good of feedinag up a pour girl like
m1yself, thlat never saw the sunshine of a mother's smie? Where's
the good, Phelimî, of feeding lier up, with false music?"

The womanly hclplessnessi of the picture is pcrfected by the ob-
servation of the girl "I who never saw the sunshine of a mother's
smile ;" and the comîparison of love-making to "sweet nusic" is
exqisite.

It maay be as well to add, that the following Suînday after mass,
we met Peggy, bluishing te be sure, but leaninug with the self-sa-
tisfied propriety and confidence of a bride upon the arm of ber Plie-
lin, wlose mmusic now hîad not a fase note in it. *

Irish words of endearmeant are the very soul of tenderness.
" Marourncen dheelisl" is awarim, ripe, ricli expression of affection,
whih " lMy swect darling" fails ta translate. " lich nachree," or

Son of ni heart," is a beautiful phrase. B3 ut wre cou!d proeeed,
at this rate, muchl longer than i muight be interesting to our readers.
We canno refrain from mîîentioning the " Keen," or cry over the
dead body of those wiho enre beloved in their life-tiie. 'Ihe dra-
matic effeèct of the " Kca" is very powerful ; the crowd ofpersons,
the darkness of the death chamber, illumined onfly by the candies
ilhat glare upon the corse, the nurnuur aud repetition thtat runs
round when the " keener" gives out a sentence-the deep, yet sup-
pressed, sob of the near relatives--and the storamyr, aucomfortable
crv of the widoaa or bercaved husband, when allusion is made te
Ihe domuestic virtues of the deceased, lheigaten its effect; but in
uhe open air, when the funeral of a priest, or soie person greatly
beloved and respected, winds through a nountain pass, and the
in, swelled bv the voice of " tIhe people," is flung upon the meun-
tain echaoes, it lias mnagnificent efflect. Several kecns, or " Irish
death songs," are before is. We select one, whichl professes te b2
a translation fromt the Irish:

"-Thou wast dearer to ie than the ravs of the declining sun
alnl whiena I turn. my eyes on him, the thîoughst of thee brings sor-
row te ny saul ! Thou wast like him in tiv vouth, wita icth soft
blush on thvr cheevk : like hîim at midday-, thou shonue in thiesplen-
dlouir cf mnanhoeod! But early w aas thy fate clouded withi misfor-
tuue, and thoeu hast sunîk beneath i ; nor shalt thou rise again
like himt.

" Cold and silent is now thîy repose !
" Thou awast te mne as thie nîerre of mîy throbbing lheart!? For thuy

sake only was this world dear. Thou wast brave ; thlou wast ge-
necrouas; (hou was just ; thoeu wras loved buy al! But why look
b~ack on thy virtues ?-why recali those scenes te memory ? Thîey
aire ne more te be beheld, for lhe whose they were hias passed away ;
hueis gone for ever, te return ne more!

" Cold and silent is nowr thy repose !"
We remember ouarselves once hearing the " keen" of "a broth

of a bo,- fine brave fellow too, but who, for ail that, richly de-
served the fate which he escaped by being accidentally shot. Somie

expressions used by the -wild-looking woman, are worth recording:
nor was her appearance less extraordinary than ber words. A red

silk handkerchief partly oonfined ber black and shining hair, which,
without such restraint, would have fallen over her shoulders ; her
eyes were those deep-set Irish greys, which are almost peculiar to

the country, and are capable of every expression, from the bitterest

latred and the direst revenge, to the softest and warmest affection;

so extraordinary were those eyes that we remember nothing of her

face but them. Her long blue cloak was coufined ut ber throat,
but not so closely as to prevent the outline of her figure being seen;
when she arose, as if by sudden inspiration, and tossed her arns

wildly above ber head, continuing.-the chaunt in a more earnest and
animated mansner, and using every variety of attitude to*enforce

her description of the virtues and good qualities of the deceased.

" Swift and sure was his foot," she said " on hill and valley.
lis shadow struck terror to his foes ; he could look the sun in the

face like an eagle; and the 'whcel' of his shillela thruugh the air

was fast and terrible as the lightning. There had been full and

plenty in his father's bouse, and the traveller never left it emnpty ;
but the tyrants bad taken all, except bis heart's blood-and that

they took ut last. The girls of the mountain might cry by the run-

ning streams, and weep the flower of the country! but lie would

return no more. IIe was the last of his father's bouse; but his

people were many, both in hill and valley, and they would revenge
his death !"

A SKETCH FOUNDED ON FACT.

"Well, will they fight ?
Fight 1 yes, indeed. They can't avoid it. Freelove muîst

challenlge, after what lias passed, and of course HIenderson won't

refuse, for the same reason."

" Well, there's no necessity fur tiese things," said 1, "nobody
can persuade me, cither of the utility or propriety ofduellinîg. l'Il
ntever acknowledge it, nor will I ever fight."

" How would you avoid it in a case like the present ?"
"I don't know yet what this is."

Dlon't ! Why it's all over town. Henderson vent to Mrs.

L's party last evening, with Miss A. In the course of the evening
le went to the refreshiment rooni, where Freelove, in the nidst of

a crowd of gentlemen, made some remark concerning Miss A.
wîhichl Henderson felt himself called upon to contradict; and lie did

so rather abruptly. Freelove, who is quick as touch-paper, took

lire directly, and gave hir 1the lie.' Every one expected a row,

but I [enderton, after leisurely swallowing a îmouthful of coffee froin

the cuphe held, turned to Freelove and said, very quietly, ' I siall

not interrupt the party te give vou the chastisement vou deserve,

but I pronounce you to b, for wlat vou have said of Miss A. a

liar and slanderer, and if you are not a coward also, y ou will de-

nand the satisfaction of a gentleman ; which,if you do not demand,
I shal, for-your language to me, give you a caning the next time

I see you' lie then coolly finished his colfee and re-entered the
dancing rooms, where hc talked and danced all the evening as if

nothingliad happened. Every body thinks Freelove wil] be shot,

he's so quick and Ilenderson se cool. But Free'ove's reiark vas

certainly most.unjustifiable,-he deserves sornething severe. Now,

how would you have gotten out of such a scrape without a chal-

lenge ?"

"Knocked Freelove down, to be sure."

Then he'd have challenged you."

'Perhaps so; but why do you tell me all this se particularly ?"

"IBecause vour services as surgeon will le required on the
ground. There'll be need I assure vou--sharp work befure they're
donc."

" I've no wish te witness a scene that I disapprove of, and I ain
unwilling--"

"I Don't be hasty now. I am verv anxious to have you present,

for more reasons than one. Indeed you nust consent to accompa-

iy us.
"To do what !-accompany you?"
" To tell thetruth, then, the challenge has already passed. I am

Ilenderson's friend, and I beg of you not to refuse. It's hy len-
derson's wish that I ask you. Besides, I wish you to be present
for vour own sake."

" ow so?"
"To change your opinion of duelling."
"More likely to confirm it,--but, I'll be with you. Whien and

where is it ?"

"'ITo-morrow morning at six-hang it, I sec no use in getting
ump so early te be shot, but lienderson would have it so-out near

We were on the ground, the morning was foggy, and our coach-
mnan had like te lhave lest bis way and dlriven us two miles from the

righît place. A pretty stury that would have been teocst down te
IIenderson's credit. Ilowever, it luckily did nlot happen, and we

jreachîed the appointed spot two minutes after the opposite party.
The seconds advanced immnediately and entered upon their duties.
Thiere was~ a high, white-washed fence running along near us,
whîich, about fifty yards off', took a short angle to the righît. The

ground was measured off parallel te the fence, and while tis. was

doing, I took a look at the principals.

Freelove was dressed in a blue coat, and grey pants, with a vest,
of black. This at once told me lie was ne duellist, and that, his
second vas no better. Henderson I knew to be a first rate shot
and no novice in the present business. But these ivere not his
only advantagesl: he was as cool and calm, as if totally unconcern
cd in the affair, while aglance at his opponent shewed him to be
fidgeting and excited, even nervously so,-not by any means from
cowardice, (for we all knew he would behave vell) but froi anger
and his own violent disposition. Hendersot w'as dressed entirely ii
black, even to his black satin shirt besoin; but bis quiet air, his
total uneoncern, and mor,- thau all, his after conduct, forbade the
supposition of his having, in this, taken advantage of lhis superior
experience in these affairs.

It was agreed by 'the seconds, anong other preliminaries, that
the parties might fire as soon or as slow as they pleased, after the
signal iwas given. The ground was measured, (twelve paces) the
principals took their stations, and Ilenderson's second (te whom
the throwing up ofa piece of coin had alloted the privilege of giv-
ing thesignal) placed htiself between the combatants, sufficiently
out of the line of fire to forin the third angle of a triangle, while I
made the triangle of a square by'taking position directly opposite
my friend's second, and equi-distant froan either principal. 'lhe
signal was given and Freclove fired instantly, but missed.« I turi-
ed to Hlenderson, who hnd thus risked bis life for the sake, as any
one would suppose. of a better ain at his antagonist. «He wr.s
standing there as coolly as ever, with his pistol cocked in his hand,
and as lie raised his faniliar weapon te a level with his opponent's
brenst, his dark eye ail thewhile fixed sternly on Freclove, (who,
to do him justice, stood this fearful trial well) I almnost involunta-
rily closed ny eyes, for I knew his bullet would be fatal. I was
inistaken. He paused a moment, then mnuttered ta himself, loud
enough though for all te hear, " who'd have thought a scouindrel
could be a brave nan," and then fired in the air.

Freelove's face frem pale became scarlet. I never saw a man sa
angry. " Do you call this the satisfaction of a gentleman ?" shout-
cd lie furiously. " I demand another shot."

The seconds looked ut aci other, and at Hlenderson. "Cer-
tainly," said the latter, with a look of the nost sovereign conteipt
at Freelove. I now regretted having came, far 1 was certain one
would f£i, and perhaps both. IIîenderson's manner told me too
plainîly that lie would net again fire in the air. But here we met
an unlooked-for interruption. Two or three carriages came in
view, (for it was now rapidly clearing) driving along the road at a

rapid rate, and a short distance behinîd appeared a long train of
heavy waggons. Su there was no salternative but te wait for half

an hour, (no pleasant idea under any circumstances in the eanly
damp air, and rendered stillmore irksomiie by the almost certaintv
that we should have a corpse te carry home at the end of the timte)
or te change the ground. Freelove's impatience ut once suggested
the latter. Se it was deteiniiied te retire bchind the sudde an-

gle of the highi white fence above mentioned.

The seconds proceeded te neasuùe the ground afreshu. And biy
some oversight, the former line of direction was niot changed ; so
that now, instead of the line of fire being parallel to the fence, it
was at righît angles with it. The consequtaence of this miistake

(whaich the experience of the seconds, Freelove and myself, pre-

vented our noticing, and which lIenderson's carelessnaess and cou-
tempt for his opponent hindered him froin obscrving) was, that
one of the principals, IIenderson, had to stand with his back to tise
fence.

The word was given :-" Are you ready ?--One-two-tharee-
fire !" Both pistols went off at the sane moment, making but one
report. Freelove uttered a scream of pain that drew his second
and myselfinmediately te his side. Hlenderson's hall, so true was
his aim,laad struck the middle fingers of his left hand, crushing
then, bone and ali, against the stock of his pistol, whiicli aloie

saved his life. le had ne other wound. The finding this out did

not take two seconds, not half sa long us the relating of it bas, and

I turned instaintly to look at IIenderson, who haad made no noise,

and whon wre supposed unwounded. To my surprise lhe wras lay-

ing motionless on the damp earth, and his second (twho iad at first

supposed him untouched, and on seeinig him fal] had sprung toward

him, but too late too prevet his falling,) heaning, witla a horror-

stricken face over the body. I was by hMin in a moment. Ilis
right temple was crushed in-Frelove's bullet had gone throughl

his brain-hue was stone dead.

The age-like silence of a few minutes that followed, a silence of

regret and agony with all concerned, awas broken by the voice of' a
new ceomer. We looked up, and what wras my astonishmrent teosee

young Lieutenant A. whbo hîad just arrived unexpectedhy froma
Europe, hecard the particulars of the aiffair and its intetaded settle-
ment, and haad started fer the duel ground to take hais sister's qjsur-
rel in hus own hands, and prevent the risk of the life of his best
friend-his future brother-in-lan for Misa A. mand lHendeann
were to have been married ini a maonth.

A. 's first exclamation, when hie saw the corpse, was-"U Merciful
Hleaven! can aIl l tis be reality ?" But as his blanched face glanced
from the body te the ground, its expression changed instantane-
ously. " Why, who mieasured off this ground ?" said he, in a
voice ofager and amaaemnent. " Who placed this nmas dressed
i black~, against this white fence?-whoevecr did is guilty of his

blood!"'


