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such a niglt ; but it is awfly good of'
you te comle t You will got your deathl
of cold ; but I am dligh d te see you
jlst tho saine. Tlke these wet things,
Candace, and fetch in a nice hot cup ef
tea, and soine of those cakes that snell
se good baking out there. Comle in, you
Imormiaid, you Undinle, and tell tme what
drove yo eut such a night. I wonder

hat Mis. Windsor was thinking of te
lot you."

" Sho did not let me. Shle is ill in bed
with cold, and knows nothingabout i."

"You'ro a sif-iwilled litle Aiux, and
like to have your own wicked wvay. Sit
down here and put your feot to the fite.
This is Larry's chair, but yon iay have
it; it is ail one now. He is mway, ilu-i
is away, grandmamma is in bed, and ail
the cats bing out of sight, this nisbe-
haved imoise dfos as sheO likes with imii-
punity. Now, child, it does me good -to
sit and look at you. What a little dont
you are te comle and sec me se soon.
Havo yen ieally mnissed tac ?"

"More than r can say, inadaie. It
has been the longest and loncliest wook
I orer spent ii my lfe.

Well, that is natutil enough. Your
sis'ter is gone, and yeu are woiderfully
fond of that pretty sister; Iongworth
is gone, and you are wonderfully-no, i
von't say it. fias anybody cls gone?"

Somebody is goinîg," ]eine sa:ys.
dreari)y; eli calme to say good.bye
poor fellow, just at nightfall.''

"Ye menti that hndsome Iibttl Mou-
sieur Durand. Well-I ought to b
sorry becanse yen are sorry ; but, te teli
the truth, I an not."

"You don't likce Leonce-poor Leonce!
And yet I do not sec why. e has his
fauts, many and great, but he is so gen-
tic, se tcnder-hearted, se really good in
spite of ail. And youi know nothing of
hin-why should you dislike hin, Miss
Hariott ?"

"I do mot disliko him. I do not like
lim. I do not trust. him. You love
hiin, little Queen, very deai-ly."

('To be Continued.)

Wiciredness can be scen through the
thickest fog, but virtue has te have an
electric ligh t turned on befote it will be
recognisod by the vorld.
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.McCArn', as not only ene of the most
original1, but aven tho sweetest poet of
tho Eation. Iis style dillers frmn tiat
of Davis, of Mangan, or Williams, of
Ferguson, ofd Duly; in fact h has a
style poCuliar' to hinmsef. Of' fis life we
kznow but little. 11e yet lives, nt a ripe
old ago, te enjoy he beauties of' that
Bty or Dulin, which ho so weff des.
eri bed and to peacef ully and culin y "fiuis-
band ont lif's tapir to the close." We
fiid his iainìe oftei made mention of, by
the Youlng Jrohiîdfors, and nbove all thle
mon of' tie Eation, whetn telling of ieir
exenIrsions itiO th cout ivy v eryyenei
and ihenl speaking of their' fiterary
a otings in te city. lut oly a
poct is MucCar thy ktnown to thio world.
He seldomand ierhaps nevetr wrote
save in verse, 'ir thto press. Knowing
so little of his actul lifea, nd onyf hav-
ing a kcnowt'ledgo of himrn through hlis
beautiful poctie productions, wC will be
obliged te cenfine ourselves to a short
refierce te the principal poens lie
wrote, and.to the traciigr out of' few
of the ndless geis of' thought which
ho so %vell expressed.

McCati'thy's pocn of tie ' Bell-Founti-
der,''is a production unique in the
Enîgl ish language. A few paages fron
it will suîflic to give a fhiît idea of the
hytun and strength of expression aint

depth of feeling noblonoss of sentimn t
containe d inl tlat versified reproduction
or a story wCl knownî to oi r'eader's.
il the opeiniîg lines, when ti poet
desires to go, away te Italy to there
take up his story 'which must end in
Erin-he begs Irchind te excuse hin
fori thus leaving hirbl fer a while-and
the reader will judge foir hinimsof ethe
power of' that in troduction.
"O Erhi 1 Thuo desolate mother, the heart

in thy bosoi is sore,
And wiingig thly fands i despair thou dlost

roaim toit ai lgue-stricken shore ?
Tiy children are fyfiig or Lyig,ty great

ones are laid i the dust,
And those whîto survive are divided and those

wolie control are iiijust-
Wilt thiiou billne me, dar um otier, i turn-

iig mine eyes froi iiese horrors away-
lookthro'te tIi 'htofour wretchIedness back

to soime brigTt vanitshed day ?"


