;-.V‘fou
uath:;£°r a skulker ! a buss, my little hearty, an’
N ed.” And before the terrified Moya could
2 ¢ r"’_m his advance, he snatched the favour he
ad rl::‘:fmsed. « My hulk to splinters, shipmit !>
ittle ve‘“g Murty Meehen, “but she’s a well-built
ike °ssel—an’t she ? Lookee ; painted, pinnace-
o a, rye see me, and right well rigged -from stem
1 2y ,': 3 don’t you shiver so, my hearty ; cheer up,
o !al’t wl never knew a land jack that warn’t afeared
ong g ather, at the settin’ out ; but you’ll not be
ow it ore the wind till you bear a hand bravely ; 1
““\lted ;!0 ci.leer up.” The ould admiral again
— is bride ; and Moya, then pulling hersell
at free of his gripe, retreated to her corner.
i ei';‘mol!)er next boarded the sayman, engaging
ang maﬂ discussion of all her plans of improvement
. or:"igement in the house and on the farm. For
min time h'e listened to her with some little
™ cn]g attention  but fatigued with her «jaw,”
. Whoyl bOun‘ced off his scat, told her that he left
heraeyg e business of the outfit to his shipmate and
X hac; Snatched a parting bonbouche from his little
ere, and scudded away, full before the wind.
Waiy Nce felt perfectly satisfied with the state of
all al; A'll was now settled, and so no more
nop "&in:ut it. Mrs. Moore could not be smoother
he hm""; Moya seemed shy to be sure; but, as
econect'}tlmated to her, so were, according to his
M the ﬁ‘oﬂs.:md experience, all fresh water jacks
. st sight of the sea. She had not repulsed
"\gi}he had not said “ No 3’ and, seeing that she
ted with a tongue in her head, such must have
« crui!::.%se did she really dislike the proposed
Al gy lirm company.” On board the ould Vincent
*Doken the !Ong., his shipmates and he had always
h no eir minds honestly to each other, and he
ang other rule of judging of people’s opinions,
'f’OIﬂd have none. No meant no, and yes
i ©85 or, what was even better, for it saved
- nei{:“ asked a “shipmit”> will you? and he
ang 44 ¢ €r yes nor no, but just held his tongue,
ive any e_Sa‘me time did not knock you down, or
w swe:‘:ﬂar indication of dissent, why, you had
worlg collt:h plaimer than all the languages in

re wm‘”llld convey it, to the effect of—*To be

?heam‘ ¥y

Widgy So that our honest admiral left the

Rearyy Oore’s ¢ ould ship,” experiencing pretty

aby, ® same sensations he used to feel, when
ut

at

tep, Make a fresh cruise after riding some time

from, an T—carcless and hearty, and his spirits up,

‘hpl’en 1:n}?eﬁned hope of something novel about to
im,

L1 “:: often, with the best intentions in the world,

\egn. 5t people in the world go near to break the

the unhappy, in an endeavour to do them

:M why ¢
it they don’t, or won’t, or can’t, understand.
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And ah! that little word ¢ won’t,”’ contains mat-
ther for chapters upon the curious and contemptible
compound of our nature, take it, upon the average,
at its best.

But—*d —n your sentiment.”

With all our heart. Don’t be afraidy  gentle
light reader.”

CHAPTER IX,

THE news of the intended nuptials soon spread
abroad, and, among the guests selected by Mrs.
Moore on the occasion, great preparations ensued
to grace the widow’s roof upon the appointed day;
and under that roof itself a still greater bustle went
on, to do honour to her invitations. Before the
arrival of the priest there is something to be noti-
ced.

The high road leading, in the district in which we
find ourselves, Lo the prineipal country town, ran at~
the distance of about a mile at right-angles with the
front of the widow Moore’s dwelling. Fromita
bosheen, or narrow way, diverged, and took a cir-
cuitous route towards the humble abode, and, by a
branch-tack, communicated directly with its thres-
hold ; and along this route horses and carts, or—as
the primitive machines which then substituted carts
were called—cars, could journey to and from market.
But pedestrains chose ashorter cut to the main road,
as well from her house as from other solitary dwel-
lings near her.

Upon the night when she first became informed of
Terence O’Bricn’s proposal of marriage, Moya
Moore, as we arc aware, ran down a slope from her
mother’s door to the side of a little stream, there to
vent her fecling in solitude. - This stream, having
its source’ among high hills in the recesses of the
country, had, before Moya arrived at its banks on
that spot, passed close by Murty Mechan’s cabin,
about half a mile up from her, and continued to flow
on from her feet to the high-road already spoken of,
which it crossed ; thence pursuing its fated course
to the river, with which it soon became confound-
¢d. While sketching, at the opening of our story,
Murty Meehan’s residence, and its surrounding
features, we believe we hinted that the tiny rivulet
ran a very zig-zag race near to his threshold ; and
we have now to say that it did the same thing all
the way it had to run : its aberrations being caused
by the nature of the ground, through which, like a
dog on a scent, it seemed to nose its way 3 for some-
times the banks misdirected it to the right, some-
times to the left ; now in an obtuse angle, now almost
in o right angle—so that, every twist, it was al-
most shut up among puzzling inequalities, in one
little solituda or another, from all sight whence it
had come, or whither it was to go ; and each of those



