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THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH.
CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued.)
“Tp never rain but it pours. Upon mo
life, iU's as true as preachin,” says the
O Sulhvm, glancing compl.lccntl) down
at his nosegay. “It's atine young wo-
man that same Mrs. Sheldon’is all out.
They do be saying, Llnef' you used to

be a sweetheart of hers.

“Stulfl  What do you mean by say-
ing that it never rains but il pours?
Did any onc else present you with a
cluster of hotanical specimens this
morning ?/

“ Not one. But whose acquaintance
do ye think I made this morning, Mas-
ter Larry, while you were rolling in
the arrums of Morpheus ? Whose now ?
Iv's my opinion i’ I was to give ye a
dozen guesses ye wonldn't guess it.”

« Shan't try. Who was ir? Confound

“your mysteries!” :

«Well, then, \Lxden101~eﬂe Remchw
sclf, no less.”

« Mademoiselle Reine ! .

“Yes, faith, and, oh, by me word, it's
the sweet-spoken young creature she is,
with a voice like sugar-candy, eyes of

. her own that go through you like !

“ Bat whcrc, cries Lonrrwm th, too
amazed to let his. companion hunt up =
simile, “where, for heaven's sake, did
you meet her and speak to her,; O'Sul .
livan ? You say you spoke to her 7"

“ Ay, spoke to her, and more—walk-
od home with her to her grandmother’s
door, and got a smile at parting. = Oh,
by this and that, an angel couldn’t beat

Jit! It's a beautiful creature she s,
Larry, with two eyes like sloes, and

- teeth like rale pearls, and a laugh like
the music of the spheres. Sure, you all
said ’twas tho other one'was the beauty,
antt’ if “she goes beyond Ma'amsclle
Reine, its a Venas of the first water
she must be, sure enough.”

O’Sullivan pauses in his enlogy, for
his chieftain has.come to a standstill in
the middle of . the street, and is regard-
ing him with menace in his eye.

“«Will you, or will not, tell me wheve
.you ‘met Mademoiselle L’mdellc, and

how yon ecame to escort her home ?” he |

demands, with ominous c'llm.

HARP.
“ Oh,.] have no ()bJCCLlOIl in life.. On
fino mornings liko this, instend of

sweltering in hot, bed clothes, like some
men I know of, I got up and attend
carly church over There on the hill
yonder; and thove, kueeling among the
old women’s puttmo.x(a, I ceples the lit-
tle darling of tho world praying away
like the .mgol she is.’

“Well? says Longworth, Ie is sur-
prised rather for 8 moment, then second
thought shows him that nothing is
more likely than for a French "nl to
get up ab daydawn, and go to chureh to
say her prayers. “Are. you at liborty
to address every young lady you may
meet in church, whether you know her
or not, O'Sullivan 2"

“J didn't address her,
who addressed me.”

“Iow ?”

“1 was standing on the steps, lighting
my pipe before hl‘lllll]" to come homc,
when T hears a voice at my elbow.
¢ Will ye have the goodness Lo tell me,
sir, at . what hour Lhc services are on
Snn(h\) 57" says thislittle voice, sweetly,
but a trifle timidly, do ye mind ; and
there she was, the darling, with her
trim little hn'mc as light and graceful
as a fairy’s, Cand her amlhng iu(.e, and
boautiful black eyes——"

“Not biack, O-—-blown
brown, blessed eyes,”” as Jean Ingelow
says. - But proceed, my noblof‘nond—
the tale interests me.’

¢ 1 knew herin a minule,” continues
the O'Sullivan ; *“sure if 1've heard hor
and her sister described once, T have a
hundred times. - ¢ At seven, and nine,
and half-past ten, miss,” I says, taking
off my hat and taking ont my pipe,

Twas she

¢ Bxquisite

tand half-past three 'in  tho  after-
noon.. ¢ Thank :ye, sir) says 'sho,
smiling” and - dimpling, and look-

ing: like .. the goddess Flora or the
fair Anrora, ¢ Iave yowa good choir?
Because if Monsicur lc Curé Cwill permit
it T'would like to join.' " We were walk-
ing along as sociably as life by this time,
and may 7 T never if she dldn tnotice the
pipe!  Never mind me,” says she;
“have your mel\C——I don't distike it in
the open air’ - May heaven reward her
for her thoughtfulness !”

“ Well?” says Longworth, :

He s striding, 'tlon(r with  his hands
in lns coat pockots, trymfr to re'\hze in




