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I tovo thee still, There is some poetry and ima-
guation about the ragged rascals, anyhow,
And I confess it's arelief to me to get the taste
of iron out of my moutb, and the sound of tho
hammier and tongs out of my ears. Doun’t you
agres with me, Miss Earnshaw? I'm sure the
hard mouey-grinding gpirit of those purse-proud,
vulgar Hummerham follis must be very distaste-
ful to you."

There was a covert sueer in his tone that an-
noyed Mabel, and shie answered coldly ; “ Tknow
some Hammerham folks, Mr, Trescott, who make
a good use of their money.”

“So do I," answered Alfved, quickly; *our
friend Mr, Clement Charlewood, for example.
He is & finchearted fellow, no doubt, Though I
wish he hadn't quite such a contempt for every-
thing professionully artistic. It scemsa pity,
you know, when you find a capital fellow like
that, with a great deal of intellect too—for I
consider him clover—cherishing narrow prejue
dices.”

Ile expressed himself with so much warmth
and apparent sincerity, that Mabel, who was.nat-
urally unsuspicious, reproached bherself for the
haughty tone in which she bad previously spo-
ken, dud in amends gave him her hand, when be
tovk his leave, with more cordiality than she had
yet showa towards him.

The only mewl r of the family who seemed at
all disposed to l:dke Alfred 'Prescott was Mr.
Earnsbaw, e was precluded by bis Llindness
from being subjected to the repulsive influence
of the young man'ssinistereyes; and Alfied had
evidently endeavoured to ingratiate himself with
Mr. Walton, as ke called him, and had offered
to bring his violin and play to him as longas he
chose. The blind man had always been remark-
ably foud of music ; but since his loss of sight,
his delight in it had increased to a passion. It
was once of the great regrets of Jauct's lifo that
she had no musical talent wherowith to gratify
her father; they had a little hired piano, on
which Mabel's fingers had alccady been set to
work many times, and occasionally at Uncle
Joha's request she would sing him some sinple
ballad in & fresh untutored voice. But Alfred

cescott’s playing was music of & much higher
kind than any that Mabel could pretend to
make ; and Mr. Earnshaw cnjoyed it most tho-
roughly.

@1 wish,” said Janet to her mother, ¢ that it
were any one else but Alfred Trescott who had
offered to come and play to father, I havean
unconquerable aversion to that young man,”

«I can’t say that I'm fond of him, Janet,” re.
turned hier mother; “but its thoughtful of him
to remember your father’s love for mnsic, And
we can’t givo him the cold shoulder. Dear Joun
bas so fewy pleasures, we ought not to grudge hiw
this one.”

So it came to pass that Alfred and bis violin
were to bo seen and heard nearly every day in
s, Walton's house for a furtnight.

On the first occasion of bis coming Lie brought
aroll of music in his hand, and begged Miss
Earnshaw to bo good enough to accompany hinn
on tho piano. “I'm nomusician, Mr. Trescott,”
said Mabel, to whom tho task was distasteful,
“ 7 should do injustice to yoursonata by my un.
skiliful accompauiment.”

% Qb, I assure you it is quite simple,” said Al-
fred, looking disappointed. * Justafew chords.
You con read tlvm ensily, I am sure. In fact,
I fear it will be almost impossible for me toplay
without the assistance of the piano.”

# Come, Mabel,” said Uncle John, “vou'll try,
won't you, to oblige me?”

After that, it was impossible to refuse. So
Mabel sat down at the instrument, and found
that she conld accomplish her task satisfactor-
ily.

y’.l‘he moment Alfred Trescott took bis violin
in bis band, he scemed to bo transformed into
another being. It wasas if some finer spjrit
moved the long supple fingers that pressed the
strings and inspired the curved right amm to
wicld the bow. He had pathos, passion, and a
splendid purity and beauty of tone, It was im-
possible toresist the charm ofhis playiog., Even
Janet yiolded to the spell, and Mabe)'s eyes were
full of tears as she rose from the piano. As to

the blind man, he sat deinking in the music with
silent ccstasy. Alfred was quick to perceive the
impression ho had made, and took care not to
destroy it by remaining too long. Praise was
very sweet to him, and he was greedy of it, but
it did notact with him asan incentive to exertion,
He only said to himsell: © Seo what an eftect I
produce upon these people! How shamefully
unjust it is that that so clever a fellow as I am,
should be allowed to remain in obscurity!”
However, he steadily kept his best side towards
Mgs. Walton's family : which, indeed, was not
difficult, for their gentle good humoue offered
no temptations to call forth his evil tempers,
Mabel, who was devoting herself heart and soul
to the study of the profession she was about to
attempt, and who found food for the nourish.
ment of ler own arlistic eapacity in all the
othier forms of art and poetty, enjoyed his play-
ing excecdingly.

4T wish,” she thought, *that I could have
some one to play to mo like that, whenever I
chose. I faucy that I could act so much better,
after listening to such music.”

But still, young Trescott made no advance in
her good opinion. He and his playing were
somehow quite separate and distinet from cach
otber in her mind. Her nature was too true and
earuest to sympathise with his shallowness and
egotism.  He sometimes, with an idea of ingra-
tinting himself with her, assumed a false enthu-
siasm, which Mabel’s trutbful instinct never fail-
ed to detect for what it was, and which caused
a revulsion in her mind tbat made her hate the
very nameof art for the moment. At such times
the recollection of Clement Charlewood's simple
maaliness would recur to her, and she would feel
how high above this vapouring sensuous cgotist
rose the moral nature of the Hammerham
“ money-grinder.”

¢ After all, there is nothing goud but good-
ness ™ Mabel would say to herself. And then
the work would fall from her fingers, or the lit-
te yellow play-bhook would drop into her lap,
and she would sit musing, musing, for an hour
together.

10 ke continued.

THE FRENCH 1IN IRELAND.

—

N the morning of the 22nd of August, 1798,
the town of Killala, a seaport facing a large
inlet of the Atlantic in the county of Mayo, was
startled by the appearance in the bay of threo
frigates, showing English colours. The arrival
of English cruisers scemed especially unace
countable, as the province (Connaught) twas
then quict, although rebellion was raging in
other parts of Ireland.
* Mr. Kitkwood, a magistrate, who commanded
the local yeomaury, though not much nlarmed,
kept his corps of thirty horsemen under arms at
the castlo, tho residence of Dr. Stock, Bishop of
Killala; and so did Lieutenant Sills, of tho
Prince of Wales’ Fencibles, his twenty militia-
men from Balliva, a placo scvea miles and a
half digtant, Two sons of the bishop, cager to
see tho English men-of-war, threw themselves
into a boat with the port-surveyor, and pulled
off at once to tho unexpected vessels,

The next day was the visitation of the dioceses
of Killaln and Achoury (sces now abolished).
and the sensible and good-natured bishop was
entertaining threo or four of the clorgy and tiwo
officers of carbineers, from Ballina, at the castle,
Tho 1adies of the family—the bishop's wife, his
sister-in-law, Mrs. Cope, and cleven children—
had just retired to the drawing-room. The
bishop and his friends bad drawn closer round
the claret; the pléasant after-glow of a summer
evening was gleaming on the ruby of the wine;
the Atlantic decanting into the bag was crimson
as a bowl of Burgundy; whea suddenly the
door flew opon, and n terrified messonger iu-
formed the bishop that the Freach bad comse,
and that tbrco hundred of them were within &
wile of the town. General Humbert (Hoche's
sccond in command at Bantry Bay in 1796) had,

indeed, disembarked with one thousand and

ninety men. The carbineer officers insfantly
leaped on their horsés and dashed off 'to carry

the news to Ballinn, Licutenant Sills resolved
to fight, and mustered his fifty yeomen and fon-
cibles at the castle gate, Tho men then marched
into the main street, which stands at right angles
to the castle, and prepared to meet the Fronch
advanced guard, which camo on in a dark mass
of blue and scarlet and sour sallow faces; the
drums beating sharp, fierce, and quick. In a
moment two yeomen were struck Jead, and the
rest fled, leaving Captain Kirkwood alono to
stand fifty shots before e was taken,  Lioute-
nant Sills, retreating iuto the castle, was soon
after obliged to surrender to General Humbert,
who gent him away the uext day to the ships
10 Lo taken to France, because ho was an Eng-
lislhman.  Nineteen of the ycomen were also
secured Ly the French, and closely imprisoned
in the bishop's drawing.room. Ono of the
bishop's guests, the Rev, Dr. T'homas Ellison, of
Castlebar, having formerly been an officer, conld
uot resist the sound of the druwm, and at the
approach of the French shouldered a musket
and joined the ycomen. He stood fire well, was
wounded by a spent ball, and was onc of the
last to retreat into the castle. The worthy
bishop retired iuto his garden to collect his mind
while the firing went on, and succceded in tho
attempt by the time the French general and
staft’ of seventy oflicers arrived in the castle yard
aund demanded to sce Monsieur 'Evéque,

The French soldicrs were, except the grena-
dicrs, gencrally short men; their clothes were
shabby, their faces pale and sallow with the re-
ccat voyago and the fatigues of the campaigns
of ltaly and the Rhine. At tho siege of Mentz,
the winter before, many of them had suffered
great privations, It is only necessary to say
they wero French soldiers, to be sure that they
were temperate, intelligent, self-reliant, patient,
and fall of ardent courage. Thoy had started
cighteen days before from Rochelle, and bad
tried unsuccessfully to land in Donegal, where &
succeeding expedition afterwards failed to got a
footing, :

General Humbert, who had distinguished him-
self in the desperate Vendean war, was sanguine
of success. Ten more frigates and three,thou-
sand men would soon be off the coast. Ireland
would bo a free and happy nation, under the
protection of France, within a month. A Direc-
tory was immediately to bo set up in Connaught.
The tricolour and the green flag would wave
together, and scare the English lion, Humbert
was ap iguorant man of low origin, who had
forced his way through the ranks by prompt
decision and by physical energy. His passions
wete furious, his manner marked by o youghness
and violenco that was only assumed to carry
out s own purposes. He was tall and well-
made, and in the vigour of life. His small
sleepy eyes, languid with watching, cast side-
long wsidious glances, like those of a cat, and
gave a forbidding look of distrust to his phy-
siognomy.

The bishop being a travelled man, spoke good
French, and General Humbert told him to be
uader no apprehension.  He and all his people
would be treated with respectful atiention. He
even hoped a person of the ability and consze-
quence of the bishop would serve himself, and
belp to liberate his country, by joining the new
Dircctorate. The mawm army, under General
Kilmaine, numbered ten thousand men, and three
thousand more on board ship swere ready at Brest
under General Handy. Nothing but what was
absolutely necessary for support was to be taken
by tho French troops. The ovening twag spent
in giving hurried orders -for the disecmbarkation
of tho men, and making arrangements for their
quarters. The French oflicers boasted, after their
manner, that they bad brought arms for one
hundred thousand men and nine picces of cannon.
They bad really with them arms for only five
thousand fivo hundred men and two four-
pounders. .

That evening Humbert examined his prisoner,
Captain Kirkwood, as to what supplies could be
drawao from the town to assist the republicansin
their march forward. Mr. Kirkwood replied,

with such frankness aud candour, that.the Freach

general liberated him on parole. His invalid
wife, however, flying to the mountains, Kirkwood



