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besides all this, they had a large sack filled with two months agone. Ochone, but that's the futoats, (Brian had rented the ground for this extra that laves me as I am, God help me!" While hecrop for the one season,) this latter being inten- spoke, Oonagh had in her turn ascended theded to pay the rent, so that if Brian and Oonagh creel, and taking down Brian's purse from itswere not independent, I wonder who is. But safe, she hauded it to the beggar, without eventbe best part of their possessions remains to be opening it.told; this was a certain little purse of coarse blue " Amen-God helpyou, poor man!-but there'slinen, whichcontained no ess than threeguineas. something that our Briney put up there in thegold guineas, no less!--which Brian had managed wall the other day-he said it 'id be for a sorete serape tegether. This he brought home, and fut, and as yours is so bad, throth l'il net bedeeming his treasure far too precious te be en- keepin' it lyin' up there-I'm sure l'Il see nobodytrusted to Oonagh's care, he mounted an inver- that 'Il have a sorer fut than you-there nwo
ted creel,* and thrust the precious deposit into a take it, and God send that it may do you geod

olr in the wall, jusi over the open chimney, re- Im sure if Briney had been here, he'd havemarking as la did soe-" now Oonagh, there's -given it to you himself!" The beggar in bissomething for a sore ft-may be we'l be glad heart doubted the latter assertion, for he sa* atte bave it sme day or another!" a glance how matters stood.Troth its thrue for you, Briney dear!" resu- " God bless you, theu, honest woman!" hOmed Oonagh, in ready accordance with her hus- exclaimed, "but ils rejoiced ans to get any
band's observation, and indeed without asking s chance of bein' cured, an' now as its dhrawin
what was put away so carefully-she however, on evenin' l'Il becuttin' the road short, fQri
noted the place wherein it was placed, as we shall have two miles te go the night yets!" whereu fose. Brian hf course thought no m re of is gathering up his effeets in ai haste, he speedilymoney-he aid put it in a place known only to disappeared with lis prize. He was not longOnagh and himself; se that ail was right, as it gone, when Brian, returning from his day's work,
spould b . Seme days after, Oonagh was sitting came in to rest himself, and take his suppefpiniwase wa ail wone io h , r before going out to the garden. " Well, BrineYBrian was away at ais work. Poor Oonagh was agrah;" said Oonagh, as she placed the basketjse thinking of-nothig at ait when a poor man of potatoes, and the noggin (i. e. a sort of woodeipresented hisseif at the open door; a tattered drinking vessel) of milk before him, "if it was'ntooking creature he was too, and seemed to lean the Lord himself that put it intû your lead toheavily on a large stick, which he carried in his lave that thing by for a sore fut.-I'm sure I Wsright -ad, whule the other leld a huge wallet as glad to have it this day, as if it was a bag O'which was slung over his left shoulder. He goold!"

entered with a " God save all here!"-to which " What thing are yen talking about, Qnagl?.Oonagh replied in the usual terms, "' God save inquired Brian in surprise.
yn kindly, honest man!'-Oone by an' sit diWhy, what would I be talkin' of, only thedown," she added, reaching him a little bench, thing in the littie blue bag, that you put up in(caHled in Ireland, and we believe in Scotland too, the hole there beyan:-tlere came a poor m'a creepie). 

in, jist a while agone, and he had a mighty BoreIdTroth, an' I will; an' thank youfortheoffer," fut eutirely, and se I gave it to hin, bekaseyOUsaid e beggar, as, Jaying aside his wallet, he said it was for a sore fut!"took the offered seat. After Oonagh had given Brian went to the hole-the mney was gnelhim has charity, (viz., some halfdoxen potatoes or Arral, thn, Qonagh! is it in earnest you gO?
so,) her eye fell on bis right leg, which was Throth it is, Briney dear."
thickly bandaged. wWeil, now, am'nt I to be pitied, that has sichf Arra, then, what's the attler wid your a woman to my wife!" he exclaimed in a tower-fut, alagur" she asked, in a tone of compassion. ing passion-(towering for our friend Brian,"Och, te.n, bad scran to it for a fat," returned whose lbighest state of indignation could scarclYe other; "but its tle dear fut to me;-there's a be called anger.) "Now, Oonagh! did'nt yO*rannin' isr on it, you see, on the upper part of know in your heart and sowl, that it was moneit, and iLs as good as three months badwid me, was in it?"
and there's not an lerb that I could hear tell of, "No, nor the divil a know, Briney, and Sureaein' good for ah like f i, but I thried; but its you said it was for a sure fut!-an' wheni Iail of ne use, and its jist as bad now, as it was seen the poor man not able to walk a'ost.

A species of deep basket much in use amngt te he was sa bad,-don't you think but I'd give it, noIrish pesantry. matther what it was?"


