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after-ma rrage reforination. I.wont.': Didn't I reform
you, Mike;of the shoekin' habit you iad of .putting
everything'off to' the last? and after reformmg a bro-
ther, who knows what Inmay do with a lover !f -Do yen
think that Larry's heart is harder than yours, Mike ?
Look 'what fino vegetables we have in our garden now,
ail planted,by yer own hands when you cone home from
w'ork-planted during the very time which you'used to
spendin leaning against the doo-heek, -or smoking
your pipe, or sleeping over the fire: look at the noney
you got from the Agricultural Society.

" That's yours, ElIen," said the genes-hearted
Mike ; "Ifl'never touch a penny of it ; but for you I
never sho'ld have had Il; I'il nover touch it."

" You never,* shal," she answered; "I've laid it
every penny ont ;. so that when the young bride cones
home, she'll have such a house of comforts as arn not
tobe found in tho parish-white table-eloths for
Sunday, a little store of tay and sugar, soap, caidles,
starch ; everything good, and plenty of it.'

",My own dear generous sister," exclaimed the
young man.,

.*Ishall ever be your sister," she replied, "'and hers
too. She's agood colleen, and worthy nmy own Mike,
and that's more than. I would say to ero. another in
the parish. I wasn't in earnest when I said you'd be
glad to get rid of me ; so put the poneh, overy bit of
it, off yer handsomo face. And lush !-whisht i! will
ye ? tbere's the sound ofLarry's footstep in the ban-
hand imo the needies, Mike." She braided back ler
hair with both hands, arrangcd tho aed ribbon that
confined its luxuriance, in the little glass that hung
upon a 'nail on the dresser, and, after comlposing her
arch laughing features into an expression of great
gravity, sat down and applied herself with singtilar
industry te tko up the stitclhs lier brother hîad
dropped, and put on a looi of i'ight iaidenly
astouishiment when the ler opened, and Larry's
good-humoured face entered with the alttation of
A' God savo all here 1" IIe popped." his boad in
5rat, and; after gazing round, presented his goodly
p orson te their view ; and a pleasant view it was ; for
he was of genuino Irish bearing and bcauty-frank,
and manly, 'ad fearless-loeking. Elen, the wvicked
ene, looked up with well-feigned astonislient, and
exolaimued, " Oh, Larry, is it yeu, and Vho would
have thought of seeing you this blessed night ? Ye're
lucy-----.just in tuie for a bit of supper afther your
walk across the moor. I canniot thilk whiat mn the

1orld akes yeo walk over thlat ioor so oftert
you')l get wet feot, and yer mothor 'Il be forced te
nurse you. Of ai tho walks in the county, the walk
across thîat mor's tho dreariest, and yet ye're alvays
going iL t 1i onder you haven't botter sense; ye're net
such a oliikon now."

" Wel,"-nterrupted Mike, "it's the women that
bates the world for; desaving. Sure she beard yer
stop when nobocly elso could ; its ecol strnck on lier
hoart, Larry-let her deny it; shle'll ako a shove off
if sho enu: she'll twist ye, and twirl yen, and turn
you about, se that you wont know wbether it's on
yeu bend or your heels yo're standing. She'll tossiente
yor brains in ne time, and ho as composed hersolf as a
dove on ber nest in a storn. But ask lier, Larry, tho
straghtforward question, wither sho heard you or
not. Sho'l1 tell ne lie-she nover does."

SEllen shook her bond at lier brother, and laughed.
And itmnodintely after tho hnppy trio sat don to a
choorfulb supper.
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Larrywaa good tàdésmâ blfthead ori edeo
nu the world; and hcd iL net been for the ene 'reat

fanut an inclinationo te tke th2e "]east taste in liSe
nore" irhen 'le lîd already taken quite enough-thîere
couId not have beën found a better. match for god,
excellent Ellen Murphy, in' the wholé kingdom of
Ireland.. Whien supper was flnished, the everlasting
whiskybotleias produced, and Ellen resumed lier,
knitting. 'After a: time, Larry pressed his suit tO
Michael for the industriois hand of bis sister,
thincing, doubtless, vith 'the natural self-conceit of aIl
mrankind, that heavas perfeetly secure 'with Ellen; but
thougli Ellen loved/like ail my fair contrywromen, well,
ishe loved, I am compelled to say unlike the generality
E ny fair countrywomnen, icisely, and reminded:her

lover that she lmd seen:hîim intoxicated at the last fair
of latheoolin.

Dear Ellen !'". lie , exclaim'ed, "it was only a
dop,' the least taste in life that overcame nme . It
overtook nie unknownst, quite aginst my wil

" VlWho poured it dowvn yer throat, Larry ?
'Who poured it down my tl roat is it? why inyself,

te he sure; but are you going te put me to a three
nmonths' penance for that ?"

" Larry, will yen listen te me, and renember that th
man I marry must be converted before we stand before'
the priest. I h]ave no faith iratever in conversions

Oh, Ellen 1" interrupted her lover.
It's lie use oh Ellen-ing me," she answered quiek-

]y; 'I have male niy resolution, and I'il sick te itL"
" Shs n8 obstinate as ten women !" said lihi brother.
There's ne use in atttempting t contradiet lier; she

alwrays has had her own way."
If's very cruel of you, Ellen, net te listen te raison.

I tell you a tablespoonful vill often upset me."
Il' Yen knor that, Larry, why de yen taise 'the

tablespoonful ?1,
Larry could net reply te this question. He could

only plead that tle drop got thie botter of him, and the
taption and the overcooinpnés ef the thing, and it

was very hard te be at hlii se about a trifle.
'I ean never think a thing a trifle," she observed,
that iankes yen se unlike yourself ; I should wish te

respoet yen always, Larry, and in my heart I believe
ie wvonan ever could respect a drunkard. I don't

wau t to inake yen angry ; God forbid yen should ever
be one ; and I know yen are net one yet; but sin
grovs mighty strong uipon us without our knowledge.
And nîo matter what indulgence leads te bac ; we've a
righit te thikil, anything ti et doce lead te i sinful in the
prospect, if net atl the present."

"lYou'd havei made a fine priest, Ellen," said the
youn)g man, dtermincd, if he could net reason, te laugh
lier ot of lier resolve.

"I don't think," she replied archly, " if I were a
priest, that either of yen wotild have liked te couie te
te confession."

"But, Ellen, dear Ellen, sure it's net in positive
dow-nright eannest yen are; yen can't thinkz of putting
nie offon account of that ninlucky drop, ihe lcast taste
ni life I tek at the fair. Yeu could not find it in your

heart. Speak for me, Michael; speak for me. But I
sce it's joking yoti are. Why, Lent 'ill be on us in
no tune, and then we imust wrait tilt Easter-it's easy
talking-"

Larry," interrupted Ellen, "do net yon talk
youîrself inuto n passion ; it will do no good ; none in
the world. I ain sure vou love me, and I confess before

i


