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“HE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.
4 TALE OF CASHEL.

BY MRY. J. SADLIER.

CHAPTER XI.—THE RIDE ROOM.

arty stood for o moment enjoying the
g,;f’;,f:;ezl e{é they descenfled from the Rock,
o Bryan, haviog cavefully hidden away Ins gol-
fe treasure from the eye of day, culled a.fte.r
the young ladies, with all_ ?f whoin he_wns fumi
‘ar from their frequent sisits fo the Fuins—
<Take care, ladies, that nope of ye’d Le
igézthor:xnluitlx thd once upon a tine.’ ’
by, what leap did she take, Bryan ?
Cwell, T ean’t tell you that, Miss Mary ! be-
iy, T never hard ul myselt, but she took a
here at Cashel—maybe from the sidc
}J‘ the Rock, for all as [ know—she y'nust I.m.’
been a great leaper that sawe Queen Gormlaith
_for the ould chronicles tell that
' Gormlaith took three leaps,

Which & womun shall never teke {agnin] ]
A leap ot Ath-cliath (Dablin) » lpap at Teamhair

Targ) .
A lenp at Cnisel of the goblets over all.

At this the ladies laughed, und the gentlemen

iled.

K Aud pray, Bryan, who was this Queen Gorm-
ey 7' asked Mary Hennessy . .

\ Wiska, then, Miss Mary —unless she’s far

helied, it doesn’t mailer much who §he was:,‘ tor
by all accounts sie was no great things. lh_ey
ay she was Brizn Borombe’s seeond or third
mie, and that he bad to put her away clane _f\nd
iiver on account of thie bad life she led.  Sure
s easy known she wasa’t a dacenl woman o it
't lepin’ she’d be. the org, like » lump of a
gassaon, or a il goat.’ ’
"¢ [ see you are no admirer of tunale gguuas-
dics, Bryan !’ said Lord Yeffinghasm with it siile,
s the young ladies waled onin silence, uot
caring Lo nolice Bryauls concluding retnark.

“I'w no admrer,” quoth Bryan, tof anyibivg
fayale Larrin® what’s dacent aud proper.

[t is hard 10 say what meaning the old man
dhached Lo the word  gymnastics.  Perbaps he
aaderstood st in the saime sense as Biddy Mo-
darty, the Pril-lane fishwoman, dul” O’Counell’s
hypothenuse or parallelogrom in s memora-
e wathems et seoldwg mateh with that ve-
aowned vonder el - Dublin Bay herriags’ and
ather piseal edibise,
| ¢ Your tionor, sie)’ saul Bryan, afier cougling

(qse W
’grenl leap

-0 Ve onew ar {wice 1o arrest atleaticn, *may

e you'd be good enaugh to let e koow wha
souaie, Jor P sipe 110s cone oF the coimnaa
et you ure, anyhow

Aud be stood with Dis hut in fis hand  sharp
ol cold as the day was.
! ¢ Why, Brysn,”said Mose Markham, * I thought
you koew wll the * quatiny” Tor wiles avound.—
Tiis 2entleman s the Jart of £fingham.”
© The Kart of Zlingham P® eried Bryan o oa
stale of ludicrons smazement, * the great Lng-
fish ford from the Clastle below, and e talkin’
%0 lim just abl as one ws i e was only & bit of
a buddagh.”

*Never wind, Bryun, anver nund,” suid the !

- . It ]
Harl wiil kind coudesconsion, ¢ you said nothiog
1 . ’

out what was very polite.”

‘Barrin® 1o the onld gentleman lerve, anmd)

Bevan mudied aver his shoulder lowards the
_:im[nh-in, who was loitering & pace or Lwa be-
ind examining  the auciest tribute-stone, with
the rude sculptures thercupon. ¢ Now, might o
bady wake free to ask who is e ?

On being to!d Bryus nodited sagaciously and
miled 1o himsell,

_'Ah ay ! T wight b’ koown he was some
kmd of a preacher—tr looks for all the world as
{ e was fed ou Lady Farabam's fat Uacon !—
Well, God be with your honor’s lordship, aay-
bow; sere T olien hard people ssy that you
ere a tale geutleman every inch of you, only
mghty grand, as in coorse you ought to be.
'Isn’( iLa beawtiful fine country around bere, my
0d? P sure vou uever seen the beat of it in
!"“?sla“‘i boyant."

‘Well, I"canuot say I did, Bryan ! though we

ave some ¢ beautiful fine countries’ in England
0 and the Barl smiled.

You buve? well, see that now ; but T was
§oin’ (o tell your homor's lordship that tor all so
“cth a country ns Fou fiave before you now, and
Wihe fine catile and sheep that’s a grazin’ in i,
there was a time, they say, when it was sfl as
Oie as o desert.?

4 Oh, you mesn, probably, the very early times

elore the country was settled.’
—_—

' Amnulg of the Four Masters. According 10
G:::, lf*muus anpulists thig Gormlaith (prauo_u_n:ml
died :\%) 9‘:‘;“5 daughter of a chief of 0?‘.}!6 bv{il:)o
Aula} '-;r;&‘ljsﬁ'n%d wife of a Pn.msh kiug o hisu‘ AL
Wiry of ul:l oo DAMmE. 0'Donoghoe, :in be great
Bitarch B 2 O'Brions,! siiys thut she had the gr
Iy riag, Burombhe for a gecond busband, an

e hadinted. by 1 ameless
[waarality, by that goad prince for sh

d, standin’ there, to take the lexp thal|

¢ No, my lord, I do not—I man
Queen Elizabeth, or as e always call her,
Queen Bess—that’s ould Harry’s daughter, your
lordstip knows—the Vargin Queen—ahem? as
Cobbett ¢alls her—did you ever read Cobbett’s
Reformation, my lord ¥’

¢ I believe not.’

¢ Ol well, now, see hiere, that’s the greatest
book 1hat ever was prented—it ’id be worth
your lordship’s while 1o read it, and theu you’d
knaw all about &ueen Bess und lier ould baste of
a father, Harey the Highth.’

‘I shall certainly pay my respects 1o Mr.
Cobbert, at the first opportunity,” said the Tarl
with imperturbable gravity

¢ Queen Elizsbeth was a great benefactor to
Iveland,’ said the chaplaiu, lus <hort nose curling
upwards i evangelical anger ; ¢ she did more to
pacify this country than auy sovercign that ever!
reigued in Eagland.

¢ Well, I declare naw,’ said Bryan eyeing hun
with a half comical look, ¢ [ declare now, if your
reverence—abewn f—was tellin’ hes all your life,
you’re tellin® God’s truth now—CQueen Bess was
the greatest hand at pacifym’ Ireland that ever
tried a hand at it—barrin® Oliver Cromwell !—
Sure dido’t Bess pacify the country abroad for-
nenst us there to that degree that they say there
was scarce the lowin’ of a cow or the voice of a
ploughman to be heayd from the far end of Kerry
to the gates of Cashel.  Now that’s what T call
pacifyin’, your reverence, bekase you see where
the people’s all dead there’s sure to be pace and
quietness—and for that very raison, the Rock of
Cashel is the quietest plzce in all Munster.—
Ob, bedad, yis, they wight all throw therr caps
at the Vargin Queen for pacifyn’—bherself and
Noll, the divit’s butcher I’

¢ Ol ob, oh  said Mr. tioodcehild, halding up
s hauds in pious horrov; * of a surcty the pows-
on of the adder is on this man’s Iip, and the
sting of the wasp under his tongne. How he
blaspbemes 1he holy cues of God?

+ I deny it, sir. said Bryan with shacp empha-
¢is 3¢ 1 deny thet Queen Bess and Oliver Crom-
well were the boly ones of God—it's you thals
plesphemin’ to ray the likeV’

tain, as the f5.r! ook hitn by the arm, zad hur-
ried hitg down the steep ascent ¢ ol Vopery |
what a foul-mouthied beest thon ari—~jea, verily,
the beast of Leasta!' - Ay gooil youny Iady,’ to
Miss Markham, ¢ 1 am extremely sorry for lav-
ing been mcuced to visit thns Dopish uce, the !
locizie tewens whereef 1» o nost violent awd
rabid Papes)

Now, may, M:. Goodehild, do not blame
e, said Uarriet with wenck  geaviy, throwing,
at the sama time, a sy fosk »1 ber friends; ¢ you
know that wo ler Hom *inducing’ you to visit the !
Rock, which is, 1 admii, a very exceedingly
Popisk place, 1 warnud you aver and over fnat
old Bryau would most probably try your patience.
Did 1 nei, my ford 7 and she tarned with dows-
cast ey to ihe Hatl

* You sertatnly dud, Misx Markham,” bis lord-
ship gravely replied 5 ¢ I ean bear witness that
you gare Mr. Groodebild i warming of what he
had to expect from the Hermut of the Rock.—
You kuow, wy dear sir, olil Bryan i
of a churacter ——’

¢ Excuse we, my ford ! but lus name were bel-
ter Brigs than- Dryan—old Briar—ha! ha!
ba ¥ The really good-natured chaplain laughed
tll s fat sides shook  at what he considered his
excelleat puy, and the cmile that appeared for 2
moment on every face he complacently accepted
as the tribule of general admiration. Al at
ance came back fus wsual placidity. ¢ You seem
thoughtful, Miss Markham,” suid he, the large
expanston of his heart takmg in at tbe moment
all wankind, ever a volary of Rome. * Thipking,
doubtless, of the wotul doom that hath failen on
yonder stronghold of superstition.’

« Not exactly,” said Harriet with muck cool-
ness ; © 1 was thinking, ratker, of that celebrated
juvende ¢ little Johnny Horner’ on the memora-
ble veeasion when he,

a

! gat in the coraer,
Eating his Christmas pie.

You canuet but remember, my dear sir, the
highly poetical lines that follow— '

'He put in his thumb

Aond took out u plumb,

And snigd, * What o good boy swm 17

i How icetlably gracious the face of Jobnny Hor-
!ner must have looked thea—ijust like yours, my
dear Mr. Goodchild; under the happy conscious-
ness of Christian perfection.’

The compliment was 00l so graciously re-
ceived as it ought to have been, and the ladies
remarked with suppressed glee that the chaplain
moved away soon after from Miss Markhaw’s
vicinity, devoting- bis attention to the children
who, in all the buoyant ireshness of hfe’s early
spring, were gambolling in advance of the party;
| commentiog iu their owa way on the new and
1strange objects that came under their eyes.
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e the days of

0! Popery ! Popery I grouned the chap- |

s somewhat \
i

| At the foot of the hill the carriage was found.
Vin waiting, and, dechning with thanks. the Earis®

polite offer of ¢ setting them down,’ Mary and
Bella turned off in the direction of Galiows
Hill.

* What! going to visit the fairy woman #’ sad
Harriet with a meaning smile as she glanced to-
wards the clay mansion of 1hat potent charmer,
partially visible {rom where they stood, its low
thatched roof dotted here and there with the
green of the daroel and the chicken-weed, wiile
a tufted sallow projecting over the ome gable

which nratruded iuto view from behind a shoul-

der of the buli, gave it a picturesque and shady
Jook.

¢ Iie, he ! Harriet,” was the ualf-serious, half-
playful answer of Mary, while Bella only shook
Ler litthe clenched fist at the speaker, tossed
back her saucy cusls, and with a smiling bow to
the porty in general, tripped after ber Iriend.

* What charming young ladies your friends
are, Miss Markbam,’ said the chaplain, anxious,
no doubt, to exhibit Lis good tuste,

¢ They are well enough—{or Romanists,” was
the arch reply.

‘ What a superb group of rums!® said Lord
Eflingham, glancing over the bold outlines of the
towering walls so stately even in decay. ¢ After
all, the past greatness of Irelaad canaot be
treated asa myth, whist such monuments as
these remawn to attest it.’

“ Pool, pooly, my lord ! what are those ruins

compared with the Acvopolis or the Collos- |

seum—_

“Or the Pyramids! suggested the Earl by
way of eapping the chimax, and he smiled at the
eagerness with which the good man hastened to
throw Cashel m the shade,

“Or the Pyramds—oyrecisely, my lord! or
any other of the great relics of the past. But
then, how could 1t be expected that an insignifi-
cant litte island like this should produce any-
thing very great ¥ .

¢ Well, 1 wmust say,’ rephed the Earl with
caustic humor, ¢ that to be ¢ an insigmficant 1sland’
lreland Las done wounders in the way of produc-
ing things great, Now 1 am decidedly of opi-
nion, my dear sir, that those buldings on the
Rock of Cashel, so varied in their character, so
massive in their coustruction, so romantic i their
situation, so impressive in their solitary grandeur,
and so mouraful o their utier ruin and desols-
non, are no whit inferior in interest even lo the
Acropolis fiself - or, indeed, to any ruin, or rainy
with whieh [ am acquainted.’

{larriee Markham raised her eyes to Jsord
Efliagnam’s face for one woment, and a soule of
wonder(ul sweetness brigtened her pale, spinit-
ual features ; her lips parted as though she were
about e spealt, hut, blusiung, as it were, at her
own boldness, she resisted the impulse, and tarn-
ed her eyes agaiv on the weird old walls now
draped 1 the gorgeous noontide rays of the
eiear cold February day.

«1 am bound to submit to your lordsbip’
pudgment,” said the obsequious chaplain, ¢ but I
confess T was not prepared to bear such-—such

¢ Such classico-heretical opinions—say on, and
fear not.  Well, my very dear and rererend
friend, even at the risk of being set down as a
heretic agamnst the received principles of taste, I
am free to admit that Christan ruins are at all
tisnes more 1nteresting to me than those which
date from pagan times and were associated with
pagan worship’

¢ Pardon me, my lord,’ said the cuaplain, bis
rosy face waxing crimson red, ¢ I should like to
know what other than pagan worship was prac-
tised there, pointing backwards to the Rock.

¢ Nay, Mr. Goodchild, said the Larl very
gravely, ‘with all the corruptions atiributed
1o the Roman Church—mind 1 say attributed,
Miss Markiiam—T1I believe it cannot be demed
that she is a Christian Church)’

¢ A Christian Church !” said Elarciet, her eyes
flashing with the fire of a spurit that. would no
fonger be restrained, ¢ say, rather, my lord ! the
Christian Church. ‘['be Church that has risen
tike the sun over the ruins of paganism—the
Church that unites all the ages aad all the aa-
tions 1n one »ternal act of homage to the Al-
mighty Ruler of the world. Look there, my
lord ;” and she cast a glance of withering scorn
on the crest-fallen pillar of the /azo-church,* you
admire those ruins as noble monuments of as-
cient art, attesting the former greatuess of a
now impoverished people—but think, wy lord, of
the ages that ‘look down from lbose shattered
walls, from tie beigin of yon pillar-tower, and
the glories that gt them with everlasting fame.
And the mewmories ot Cashel are Christian me-
maories, Mr. Guoduiwid ! at least what histary
and tradition have hoth preserved:  That mystic
tower may, indeed, date from pagan umes and
probably does, but ali the other buildings are of
purely Christian origio, save and -except the
royal palace of the Munster kings.. And wdeed,
for ages long, the very princes who ruled 1n
Cashel were consecrated bishops. :

A contemptuous ¢ humph’ from-the chaplaia,
and a cold ¢ ndeed ?* from the Earl would- have
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discouraged a less ardent spint than that of Har-
rict Markbam, but the effect was directly oppo-
site on hers, for the bright intelligence that burn-
ed withn was lit at the lainp of faith, and where
the honor of religion was concerved, she was all
life and warmth. Iere her commry and her
Iaith were both in question, and she could not
st by a passive listever.  Yet she spoke with a
inodesty and a womaaly grace that at once dis-
L armed angry criticism.

© #If your lordship has no abjection,’ saul she,
tlooking tunidly at the stately peer, * I w:ll bring
from the Ireasure-chamber of the past, for Mr,
(Goodchild’s edification, a very few of the Chris-
tian memories coanected with yonder ruived
shrines.’

| The Earl bowed assent.  The
greaned in spirit, but seeing there was no alter-
nattve short of actual rudeness, he prepared him-
sell to histen, fortifying his weatal position with
a pinch of ¢ Lundy Foot's’ best.

Their littie ladyships, delighted at the pros-
pect of a story, bestowed sundry caresses on
their ¢ dear, sweel, darling Miss Markbam, wiu
simling on fer pupils, eotered at ouce an her
task.

What Harriet told 15 knowna, we hope, to
most of our readers, so we shall not follow her
| in ber rapid and picturesque description of the
; storie glories of Cashel.  She toid of S1. Pa-
trick how he fouaded the first Chnistian Church
on the Rock which was royul even then, and in
the shade of the old pillar-tower which had in
still earlier ages ¢ reared the sacred Dame, rose
the cross-erowaned roof of the Chnstran temple.
Of Angus sie told, the royal convert of Patrick,
with lus child-like simplicity of faith and most
exeellent bomility ; of Cormac, the king-histiop,
ol whom the ancienl anaals say that ¢ tws loss
was moucalul, for he was a king, a bishop, ancho-
rite, a seribe, anyd profoundly learned in the
1 Seoise (1 e., Iriah) wngue’  Cormac the histo-
l rian, the elenant scholar—but alas ! the too-gen-
tle and too-ywetdiug prince, persuaded by amin-
tiqus courliers Lo enter wpon the dangerous teade
of war in defence of bis domimons, in which
tloody contest he fost s life, and [reland, i
ity ane of her greatest sons.  And of Flaberty
his successor Haeriet told who baving been one
of (he ill-udvisers of the late king, was so stric-
(ken with norrow and remorse, seemg the evd
which his counsels had mainly broaght wpon the
land and the people, thut he speedily laed aside
b episcopal ollice and his royal state, fluny from
hup tie nuire and the crown, and redirmy, to an
Abbey wluel be founded ina wild and lonely
spot oo it sinall wland w s lakee (Row o bog)* be
there caded dis ithe in the austertiy of prusance
connon iu those days of Ll sud fervar. 1Y
your lordship will tuke the trouble,” suid erlet,
si0 look mio Ledwiei’s = Annguines of  Irelemi?
ar Manahiacha, you will be vepaid, L assure you,
by the very wteresting acuount le gives of the
enormous Jabor and wmdustry evinced by (he
mouks 1 couveying the materials for thetr mag-
wificeut structares not ouly from the opposite side
of the lake but from a cousiderable ditauce in-
laud, the wland bemg then only accessible in ca-
noes hollowed, he suys, out of excavated trees,
You wii then, L think, adwt that the monks of
those nedieval tnnes could uot have been su lucy
as peaple wonld bave us belive!

Blushing at her own earnestness Harriet stop-
ped stiort, and glanced furfively at her anditors.
Tlure was a sute on Mre. Gaodehitd’s (ace, a
sinile balf beuevolent, ball ineredulous, and he
was tappmg s suuff box wuth proviguas energy
and determmation, as though the Kag-ahbot of
Monaluuch were bodily encased therew aud the
| pusishment of dns fotly had devolved on the wor-
thy chaplan.  Lord Lifingham’s baughty lip was
curled with something very like a sover, as bhe

* The Abbey of Munahineh, even the ruins of
which bave uow almadt disappeared, wag istill in to-
lerably guod pregervative waney De. Ledwich wrote
socie 8iXty or sevealy yeard siuce, Aceurdivg to
that and oiber anliguars, ihe Abbey wusdt have
beea buth grand aud benutiful, piescuung many
features of extraordinsry interesi. It wag dituste ou
the contives ot Quaeen's County und Tipperary, but
chiefly io the lavter county. There were iwo istunds
in thy luke, nuw o pug, und ou e1ch was situared
gome of the mouBstic buldings. Uue wad culled
the Men’s Isinmi, und contriued #n Abbey aud ors-
tury ; the Womew's Isinnd couinued n sumil Che
pel; and a lucatity va the Grm lnud, exterior to the
bug, cuntdiued & decond Aubey. ‘Beulpluce,' sayd
Ledwich, ‘seems here tu have eXuumdied bed tres-
sures. A nvbule moulding aidorud the vutwacd sews-
circie of tue purtal, a duanle nebals wih beals -the
gecvud, # cuevrou the third, intezapersed wnb ihe
trizngular fretis, Tugrs, and vther orunaients. It is
ulso decornted with chattees artfally wnde b evrery
gectivn of tne stune, du A3 W Coutesl Lue jrut.....
By some accitent ashen Keys bnve Been arapped on
the walla ot this buildiag; 19 s number of years
tuey bave brcume turge treed o Tucir cyatd tnve ja-
ginuated into every ceevice, burat ibe wails every-
where, aod thresien she whote with raw! teuce
the nlwost to1al dignppeneance. of iuede ateresting
swructures. - Lecdwica. furtber:snys, . Adjuiting., the.

wineh communicsted with oo U
‘with & Guthicdren) . v U ol

N

Chaplain |

Abbey, ou the surth gide. w3 the Pilur s chamber; i
tiurel by . a duoor |

No. 42.

; coldly repled:
I ¢ 1 should not have thought you were so much
tof an antiguarian, Miss Markbam, Your refer-
ence to Liedwich is quite superfluous after your
own Jearned description.  Why, you can really
draw sermons [rown stones, il not ¢ books from
runuing streams.’

¢ My lorid,) sand Harret reddeniag to the very
j temples, ¢ T know 1t is not now the fashion for
j ladies 10 derote attention te such matters, much
less to speak of them, bul my father was a vo-
tary of the past, and whether it be be for good
or il 1o me his valy davghbter, I was ea-ly im-
bued with b5 passionate love for ancient fore and
the glovies dhal perish nat with tine.  An anti-
quanan [ am not, wy Jord, in the sense in which
you apply the word, but sumply a tover of the
soried past, vspreially of this my sative land,—
You, an [Suglishman, ean seaccely understand
the love that we Liish cherish for * our ownluved
lisland of sarrow ;" the fond pride with which we
wrn ever the departed glores of the farr iand,
and dremn

Ut elideftnias, now forgot, who heam d
! The turewost then in tume ;

s G baris, who, once immortal deem'd,
i Now < etp without & name.

*ldnglisinge oy bite other men,’ the Eael ce-
plied, * cip. adeestand oiang things tor which
they do aor ¢ tevebits Bl peay, Miss Mark-
hin. ie v eur ashel chronecle at ao end 7

< ser o qouriey is, at all evems,! rejoined
the Lady wiia sile of doubtful meaning, ¢ T
regred t e Mey Goodehild of the martyr-
oloay of ©labhel—and Cashel las  literaily a
martyrdogy. 1 um bonad to crave your ford-
ship’s pasdun, tun’--her look was very arch just
ther ~ger | koosy jou would bave beea much
enteriaiued by the account of the various tor-
tores sud punishiicuts, paios amd penaltics inflict-
ed on divers of e Archibinhops of Cashel by ace
af Parliwme 1)

s Seme other tace,” gand bis lordsbp with as
trotiest Gy

AR o st visit ta Caslil, [-vrhzups,’
blancle s sontod Goodehild, robbing bus fat
Bas st sueli cestuey at waat he considered a
wite Jle, of course, interpreted Lord
Ellingtaads voldness according to his nwy wishes,
and wenswe - RS unpressious of Cishel by his

GWh.

cajital

Pevops b way rizht, pethaps wWrong.
The o atioge basd just turned oo the Inng and
Dsbagy avenue leathiog 1o the t:‘—'n-lh!-—.hhguly even
then, ¢ uot with vhie fresh folage of 1he syea-
mase, tae b el asd the poptary at least with the
Lot e k-hued tevergreen pice,” the

Cosieps e spruce, planted al jntervals
u!nn; te duube row of tall shadectrees that
berdered 1tie neble avenue. Al at ance the
littde pirk Hooke sutinto divers exclamations of
wWienaet ;

€00, do ook, papa—Mise Markbum, seel
st l—oh dear F whiat strnge people)’

s Wollowing the direction of their eyes, Har-
et saw muvieg woeg on the sward that fringed
the catvtage- way on either side, two fizures 1p
whom sie ut ooce recognized Mad Mahet and
Shaun the Uoper

CAnd, dear, dear, what aa ucn,ly e dog”
ctied the iitile Lady Aon, meaning poor Frisk,
wiro i 100 ving 1u advaoce as usnal.

- If vour foedship has no objection,” said 1lar-
et ¢ fhe youey ladies may now have a spucitnen
of vt srtn=t-wlay. Toere s the famous Shaun
the Pigreey and o you wll only  have the good-
ness fo tels VWil o drive slower, 1 know he
will £ give us 2 tune,' as hie says Limsell)

The cheek string wos pulted accordingly, and
the varriage 1 oied »ivziy along the level avenue
il it caane watitin a wew gards of Shauns, when
e ali wl onee sleiek up ¢ Tae Wind that Shakes
the Barley” wiihi a vigor an st that made the
lineses furn up their ears aned champ thewr bits ag
though they it very mueh twtived to try what
they couid to -t a reel.

* Wit bartiarous muste I said Goodehild, €t
i» only fit for ~1vages?’

* IV > guend rvough, surely, for ¢ wild Inshry,?
said Heeret b a saile, then leaning ber bead
out of the wadow, she sccosted the piper—
¢ Mony ihaub~. friend, tor your music. Whers
may you be gomg now 2’

© Wish, tamn, [ was goin® to try my>luck at
thr Custle. | never was up there, at alf, at all,
and they say thete’s a tine darlin® lady in 1t a-
tachin® o' 1l ford’s daughiers, that’s a great
ftiend cutirely 1o the itkes af ns, an® mighty fond
of the guld mu 1.’

¢ Well, that 13 true mwu;h, Staun, but the
lady of whonr you speak way vol be at liber1y to
draw * the hkes of you! as you say, abowr the
house, seemng 1hat vhe v only employed there.

¢ Qu, M Marklbam ] do bave bim come -
ah pray doy cried the two httle girls in & breath
¢ paga, wapa’t te come ; we shall be delighted)

¢ Be. debatied, then,’ soid the Eurl, swiling.
dowii s the cager litthe faces uplurned to bis j— -
> be said, address-
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* give-lun u geaeral witation,
iug M Macktam, o i o
Loord i ygbamn says.you will be welcome at




