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away most unmercifully, but not able to
kill him altogether, for want of breath.

The horsemen, in a universal screech
of laughter, dismounted, and disenguged
the unfortunute Andy from the fangs of
Dick the Devil, who was dragged from
out of the ditch much more like a scaven-
ger than a gentleman.

The moment Andy got loosc, away he
ran aguin, with a rattling ¢ Tally ho!”
after him, and he never cried stop till he
earthed himself under his mother’s bed
in the patent cabin.

Murtough Murphy characteristically re-
marked, that the affair of the day had
taken a very whimsical turn:— Here
are you and I, Squire, who went out to
shoot each other, safe and well, while one
of the seconds has come off’ rather worse
for the wear; and a poor devil, who has
nothing te say to the matter in hand,
good, bad, or indifferent, is nearly killed.”

The squire and Murtough then shook
hands, and psdrted friends in half an hour
after they had et as foes; and even
Dick conttived to forget his annoyance in
an extra stoup of claret that day after
dinner,—filling more than one bumper in
drinking confuston to Handy Andy, which
seemed a rather unnecessary malediction.

‘When Andy ran to his mother’s cabin
to escape from the fangs of Dick Dawson,
there was no vne within; his mother be-
ing digging a few potatoes for supper
fr_gm t%lge l%ttle ridgep behind her h(})upse,
and Oonah Riley, her niece,—an orphan
girl who lived with her,~being up to
Sgunire Egan’s to sell some eggs; for
round the peorest esbins in Ireland you
scarcely ever fail to see some ragged
hens; whose eggs are never consumed by
their proprietors, except, perhaps, on
Easter Sunday, but sold to the neighbor-
ing gentry at a.trifling price..

Andy cared not whe was oat or who
was in, provided he could only escape
from Dick ; se, withowt asking any ques-
tieus, he crawled under the wretched bed

Oongh slept, and where the lattér, through
the blessed influence of health and youth
and an,, innccent hesrt, had brighter
dreams than attend many a.couch whose
downy pillowsand silken hangings would
more thyn purchase the fee-simple of any
cabin in:Ireland. There Andy,in a state
of. -utter ‘exhanstion from his: fears, his

in the dark corner, where his mother and

208, and lis thrashing, immediately szid it.”

fell asleep, and the terrors of Dick the
Devil gave place to the blessing of the
profoundest slumber.

Quite nnconcious of the presence of her
darling Andy was the widow Rooney, as
she returnegl from the potato ridge into
her cabin, depositing a skeowgh of the
newly dug escnlent at the door, and
replacing the spade in its own corner of
the cabin. At the same moment Qonah
returned, after disposing of hex eggs, and
handed the threepence she had received
for them to her aunt, who dropped them
into the deep pocket of blue striped tick
which hung at her side.

“Take the pail, Oonah, ma chree, and
run to the well for some water to wash
the pratees, while I get the pot ready for
bilin’ them; it wants scowrin’, fur the pig
was atin’ his dinner out iv it, the cray-
thar 1” i

Off went Oonah with her pail, which
she soon filled from the clear spring; and
placing the vessel on her head, walked
back to the cabin with that beautifully
erect form, free step, and graceful sway-
ing of the figure, so peculiar to the
women of Ireland and the Eust, from their
habit of carrying weights upon the head.
The potatoes were soon washed; and as
they got their last dash of water in the
skeough, whose open wicker-work let the
moisture drain from them, up came Larry
Hogan, who, being what is called “a
civil-spoken man,” addressed Mrs. Rooney
in the following agreeable manner :—

“ Them’s purty pratees, Mrs. Rooney ;
God save you, ma’am !”

“ Deed and theyare, thank you kindly,
‘Mt. Hogan; God save you and your’s
too! And how would the woman that
owns you be 77

« Hearty, thank you,”

¢ Will you step in ¥

% No—I’m oblegeed to you—I must he
aff home wid me ; but T’ll just get a coal
for my pipe, for it wint ot on me awhile
agohe with the fright.” :
4Well, Pve heer’d qnare thidg, Larry
Hogan ;” said Oonaki, laughing and show-
ing her White teeth ; “but I dever heer'd
so quafe a thing as a ‘pipe goin® out with
the fright.” , ‘

% Oh, how shatp youn are l~fakin’ one
up afore they’re down.” SO
;> Not afore-they’ra dewn, Larry; for you,
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