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“such & night;
you to come!  You will get your death
of cold ; but I am delighted to sce you
just thc same. Tulke these wet things,

Cundace, and feteh in a nice hot cup “of

tea, and some of those cules that smell
so good baking out there. Come in, you
mermaid ,you Undme and tell me what
drove \'ou out such a night. 1 wonder
what 1\[15. Windsor was tlnnl\mrr of to
let you.”

“She did not let me. She is ill in bed
with cold, and knows nothing about it."”

“You're o self-willed litile minx, and
like to have your own wicked way. Sit
down here and put your feet to the fire.
This is Larey’s chaiv, but you may have
it; it is all one now. He is away, Marie
is away, grandmamma is in bed, and all
the eats being out of sight, this misbe.
haved mouse does as she likes with im.
punity.  Now, child; it does me goad to
sit and look at you. ~ What a little dear
you are {o come and sce me so soon.
Have you really missed me ?”

“More than I can say, madame. Tt

" has been the longest and loncliest week
I ever spent in my life.”
o % Well, that is natural enough. -~ Your
- sister is gone and you are \\omlct'f‘ull)
fond of that pretty sister; Longworth
is gone, and you are \\'ondelfully-—no, i
won't say it. Hasanybody else gone

“ Somebody is going,” Reinc says,
drearily ; **he came to say good-bye ||
poor fellow, just at nightfuil.”

“You mean that handsome little Mon-
sienr Durand. Well—I ought fo he
sorry beeause you ar € SOITY ; but, to tefl
the truth, I am not.”

“Youdon’t like Lieonce—poor Lieonce!
And yet I do not see why. Ie has his
faults, many and great, but he is so gen-
tle, so tender-hearted, so really good in
spite of all. .. And you know nothing of
him—why should you dislike him, Miss
Hariott 7" ,

“ ¢TI do not dislike him. I do not like
him: I do not trust. him.  You love
him, little Queen, very dearly.”

(Lo be Continued.)

Wickedness can be seen through the
thickest fog, but virtue has to have an
‘electric light turned on befme it will be
1'ccogm ed by the wmld

but it is awlully good of
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McCarrny, was not only one of the most
criginal, but even the sweelest pocet of
the Aation. Mis stylediflers from that
of Davis, of Mangun, of Williams, of
PFergusson, of Duily; in fact he has a
style peculiar to himseltf, Of his life we
know but little. 1o yet lives, at aripe
old age, to enjoy the beauties of that
Bay of Dublin, which he so well des.
cribed and to peacetully and calmly “hus
band out life's taper to the close.””  We
find his name often made mention of, by
the Young Irclanders, and above all the
men of the Nation, when telling of their
excenrsions into Lhe counlry. every year
and when speaking of their literary
mectings in the city. But only as a
poet is MeCarthy known to the world.
He scldom and perhaps ngver wrote,
save in verse, for the press. nowing
so little of his actund life, and only hav-
ing a knowledgo "of him through his’
beautiful poetic ]‘)lOd\‘lCllOnS, we will be
obliged to contine ourselves to a short
reference (o the prineipal poems he
wrote, and to the tracing out of n few
of the endless gems of Lhouu‘ht which
hie so well e\plc~scd :

McCarthy’s poem of the “ Bell-Foun-
dery -is. a production ~unique in the

n“‘[l%]l language. A few passages from
it will suftice to. give a fuint idea of the
rhythm and str cmrth of expression and
depth of feeling nobleness of sentiment
contained. in that versified 1 eproduction
of n story well known to our readers.
In the opening lines, when  the' poet
desires to go, away. to Italy .to there
take up his .s.toxy‘whlch must end in
firin—he begs Ireland to excuse him
for thus leaving her for a while—and
the reader will uuhre for himself of the
power of that intr oduction.
“Q Erin! Thow desolate nother, the heart

in thy bosom is sore,
And wringing thy hands’in despair thou dost
roam round o plague-stricken shore ?
Thy childrenare dying or fiying, thy great
ones are laid in the dust,

And those who survive are divided and Lho“e
who control are uujust—

Wl]t thou: blame me, dear mother, lftmn-
ing mine eyes from these horrors away—

1 lookthro'thie nightof our wretchedness back
to some bright vanished duy 22" </
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