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HOUSEHOLD TALKS.

A GOULD TIME FOR GIRLS.

Litile Women—Shorcening of Skirts—-The
Slavish Followiug ot Fashlon—Some
Ndcnl Wresses for Kittle Glrls
—A Pracucal Result.
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LITTLE WOMEN

A philantbropist looking back ovar the |

t fail to be struck -whleln olc:n‘-
temnluting t1o grest -ameligration that has
take':,: plaza of l?-.:.e yeors in the condition " of
womep, with the very marked improvement
in the mode of training and general manage-
ment of thoee whom I have chosen here to
call little women. . .
Listle women, Indeed, those girl-babbies
wore s & time not so very far distant In the

pass could no

ast
P Cuildrer laugh now at the qusint apectacle
of the costume afforded by the Italisn chil-
dren that, in full bedice and skirts reachiog
to their heels, aitend the plano-organ men
along our streots, cod b the long aklrt.
ed thddlers with fair braids of hair under an
imprevired three-cornersd handkerchief tur-
ban thot sturdily plod'along beeide the newly-
arrived German favher or-mother,

1 seems nimost incrédible to suppnse that
those very same strests saw the children of
Eoplish-apeaking parants in costumss almost
as ridicalous as thoee of the immigrant chil-
dren sppes: to us.

SHORTEXING OF SKIRTS.

But Fashion, aithough commonly regarded
as somewkat of a capricious and somewhat of

HERE AND NOW.

1 hold that all mankind can be

Made happy if they will,
That Evil’s a monsttosil‘.g .
Which Love and Truth can kill,

That Kindnoess, as a law of life,
Will give cur joys increase ;
That Death is but a vestibule

Bestween this world and Peace.

Although our lives imperfect be,
They can be é)erfe‘ot made,
And glorified umanibﬂr‘
In all our works displayed.

A noble thing to nobler leag
The great succeeds the smiall,

To glorious thoughts, and words, and deeds,
Woe each are heirs of all,

All things the good and wiee have taught
Through ayges dark and long— .

The victories for which they fought— -
To us by tight belong. :

‘We are the heirs of God-like eires—
Tbe children of the Sun—

‘Who in our souls retain the fires
That once Prometheus won.

From day to day, from year to year,
'Tis ours to think and do ;

To kaow no creed that teaches fear,
But only eeek the true.

To be at peace with all mankind,
Do good whene’er we can,

And with a common blessing bind
The brotherhcod of man,

CARROLL RraN.

BRINGING UP CHILDREN.
| From the Woman's Magazine,]

It s a8 nataral for . child to be happy as it

an arbltrary dame, has often made a atride | jg jor o fish to swim. But for this they need
ahead of cuc boasted civilizition, and 8hown | g cortain amount of ** letting alone.” It is a
that sardy corrector of abuses the right thig | grsat mistake for p.-snts to hamper their

to do.

children with 80 m-...y foolizh reatrictions,

In thia instonce sha began, Liks theﬁe‘n“’ W pity tho little B ', our nextldoor neigh-
in the old ‘allad, hy shortening the skirts of | o,'s children, from ti. bottom of our heart.

ths little ; -owaen ** il round sbout.”

There is a picket fonc- in front of the house,

S3 that : 1o mictges of six moaths, casting | ard they nre ecarcel: -Howsd to go mear it,
off the lor.: rahes ci buoynood, nevor donued | |aqyt they should clin: and hurt themselves.

" them agair: till . wars of Wwomsanhood came.

They caznot climb a t1 .. for the same ressoa.

Sixtsen - n1 ©ven unmetimes seventeen long | They may not skate or - vim, or bave a gun,

yeara of fr.- om from the thraldom of drsg-
ging trailin © dresaes,

At twelys or tiirteen or even so late ns
foustesn, ao ording aqtbe comwwon sense of

Tho conmscquence of g training is thab
their parents have mao. cowards of them all
with the exce. tion of lit..4 Bessie, who is the
mort daring little mischi.i that ever wore a

the mother _rovail:d or nod, thero began lt° sunbonnet, and she har 1 arned to be deceit-
be a dowus ard iesdcney, 80 to apoak, in the ] fu) and plays all her mac pranks well out of

kizts.

Youug s
half-repenti
done, wait-
was ubout to spo | with corast and bustle snd
other sbon:.z.b! coatiivancss inimical alike
to hoalth cin? goati looks.

Bit oh— 2e llwicd yoats of freedom that
Intervened-—tnua cave

B N sight of hor parents’ eyiw,
2y-hand 1‘-?01113’3 sitend, nud faehion | the other day wolking the railing of a bridge
o wiready of the uood she bad | that croseed the track of u railroad a hundred

We caught her

iwpa.iently for the figare ehe | fugy Lelow. Tho railiog w.a not a foot widc,
end she triumphantly told us that she had
walked it while the train was passing under,
it was enough to make oce shudder.
- A Don't fancy your boy is made of glass,
red arms snd choalder?, | Grant bim a reasouable requect and let him | So he raplied :

the loosenc  wa'v.g, the ety shoe, the plain g feel that when you refuso it is for his own

yet trim B :ooidrees, the unbound hair, the

good.

Between the Jellybys und Gadgrinds

careiessner  of nrasment, and all the meane § ,f jfe, children have's hird time of it. The

youngey

child nceds some surt cf agreesble

possible by tnus foilowing u vatural way of | oeouputin- and a certuin amount ot phy . cal

of hezlttfv and lenccent eojoyment rendered
living.
THE $! .VISH FOLLOWING OF FASHION

freedom.
young people thon to L€l tuat life w one dall | brown “with age and ragged at the corners.{ plied. * Tonumy Walsh an’ the gentleman ace
routine and tk:' *‘ potting ever bappens,” as | Chichele acknowledged the salutation fistingly, | comieg down above on this side of the river,”

Lacir is nothirg mere prinfu! 40

After a , why should fashion be so slavish- | g once heard i Jisconseclate Iad remark.

ly adhere . to?

P

e et
All the .vork of forming and developing o | WHAT IT COSTS TO RAISE A BOY FOR

pound b--Ishy body is tost if, just na the
results a1 reaching $heir bighest polnt, it is

TWENTY YEALS,

\GODFREY, THE FENIAN.

BY MBS, HARTLRY.
CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.

.* Twill come and see you, Mr. Ansdale,’ said
bis reverencs, in reply to the look. ‘I hope
Mrs, Esgan makes you comfortable, and I will
gettle a day at your own convenience for you to
dine with me’

‘I am not staying at the hotel,” observed M.
Ansdale. ‘I am av Barrettstown. Iam visit-
ini_mﬁ courin Lady Blanche.’

ather Conroy’s ccuntenance expressed such
blank aatonishment that ouy of pure ecuriosity
the young man left bim to spsak first.
" *Grodd heavens I he burst ons at lssh
possible? - My dear sir, indeed ' .

*T ehall be only too delighted,” Chiclele re.
snmed, in his former easy tune, ‘to ace-pt your
invitation.” He had ooted the altered® ex-
pression of his would-be hoat's face, aaddreaded
a change of front. ‘Any day,” he added, ‘will
suit me—any hour, I em quite at liberty. We
are merely a family party on account of my
cousin’s mourning. Besides, my visit will not
be a long one. - o

‘T could not’—Father Conroy spoke with
difficaloy—‘it is very unpleasant to we to come
into—to have anything to do with O'Malley.
The fact is, thereis a tamily feud between him
and my youug relativee_over yonder, I batur-
ally take their part 'Tis aeore eubject, sir—
’tis & very eora subject.

‘I have heard somethiog of
Chichele quickly and very earncstly. *Iassure
you I sympathize deeply with you. Ido in-
deed,’ he added, looking fraokly into his com-
pauion'’s fuce, * Of coursze I am a complats out-
sider—a mere connection of O’Malley—and only
here for & short time 1 should greatly like w0
see you again—nand also tosee Miss Mauleverer.’
He stopped now. Father Paul was gsziog ab
him halt’ blankly. Chichele doubted:f his at-
tention or thoughts wers even following his

‘Is it
i

it,’ replied

ords,

‘I should like to see her agaln,’ he snid boldly.
‘T hope she will be uone the worse of her ad-
ventures to-day.’

*You shall see her egsain,’ replied the old
priest heartily ; he had come down to earth, and
was listening voce more.  * 'You shall—she shalt
dine with us, Yes, I trust we shall all mest
again.’

They had reached the Chapel House by this.
The green gate of ¥ather Paul's garden aung
wide open. )

*And you are at Darrettstown, at Barretts-
town,’ said his reverecce oodily. ‘It may be
tho hoger of God,' he added sotlo 2oce; *bub it
in seven years snd more uow eince Tighe
O'Malley ard I had anything to say to each
other.’

tiere he sighed profoundly, and frowned even
deeper than before, then abruptly laid Lis houd
upun thy gate.

*3t«p m, Mr. Ansdale, sir, and accept of
wome refreshment from me.’ .
The young man was prepared for thia invita-
tion, and had decidea to refuse it. Chapel
1{ouse had nu special attraction for him. Ie
fely languid snd weary now in mind and body.

‘T'hanlk yon, it i3 quite impossible. I awm lale,
I fear, as 1t is. DBuos,” he ndded, cbhanging his
tone, and looking straignt into Father Couroy’s
face, "I +hall hear from you, shall Inot ?

‘Ceruainty,’ replied his reverence effusively,
‘you shull hear fro 1 me to-morrow at latest.
Good-bye ! Me Lifted his biretta, which was

and they parted.
CHAPTER XVII,

Mrz. Courthnpe had resigned bercell with as
goud gracs as elie could muster to the day’s vro-

¢ My father never did anything for me,” re- | gramme as sreanged by Lady Blanche. Ever | with excitement, and he seemed bursting with

put into rrucl clamps and twisted aud tortured | cently remarked » young man who a few weeks [ sinc she had heard that there were threo youog
fnto & mustaken urd foolishiy wickod idea of | ago tinisked his school life and is now secking a | peopla of the age and attractions dercribed o

beauty.

Miss Frances Willard, o woman who has
done much fr women in cur day, graphically
describes the deiighsiul yenra of complete
emancipation from suy form of bodily rve-
straint or compression that wos hers for
years. To o wise and thoughtful mother
she ascribes tr: boor.

Bat—~wlth regret by it sald—that state of
freedom and happiness did not continue,
With the cixtecnth year came te corset. 0a
the holy of » young gro¥iag girl how could
this work but disastrously.

Alithough ¢h»n is too true a daughter to say
80, 00O Cay b69 that the common eensc of the
mother was nct strong ecough to combat the

of
of

good business : : ] .
and the complaining teoe in which they were | she had felt some uneasy indetinable sensativa, | she quickened her pace and away from him. He

uttered,the member of the firm who heard them
is prone to the belief that the youne man’s iden { ing her brother.
of “dsing something” is an outright gift of
$1L,000 i

cern,

opening.  Judgirg by the wrrds

in a_ lump or the purchnse
a partnership in an established con-
he youn; man, to the knowledge

the wnter, has never done one

lmfoath’n actual w.:k for others in his entire
ife,
pastimes of the home circle, in readiog, hunting,
lishing, ball playing, yachting, and other em-
loyment not particu’arly beneficial to others.
o is b typo of thib claes of boys whose parents
are sufliciently +ll to-dnto keep servants to
attend the hou- hold drudgery and
fathera follow voe otions in which no nse can be

His life has been passed in the pleasant

whose

prevailing coaveutionat idus, and bealth and | 5 d0 of the boy’s spare time. Like most bogs

perfect pnysicul developmaret, two very eub- [ of bia clase, he fo:ks upon his board and clothes

ptontial bizcsinge, wero sacrificed for the
acquisition uf what is popularly knewn as ‘'
good figure.”

The cor:ch has epoiled mony o figure, but
never did, and never could, make o reaily
good one.

SOME I1DEAL DRESSES FOR LITTLE GUIRLS.

Along with the fresdom afforded to the
lower limbs by the shortening of the skir:e,
must bo considered nl:o that accorded to the
upper part of the body by the adoption of
such dreesos as the Gabriclle, Mother Hub-
bard, and what 8 popularly konown as the
“haby walst"—modes se ulmple and produc-
tive of so much comfort that even matrons
have adopsed them, with suitabls medfiica
tions, for bouse-wenr.

The Gubrielle, tha ideal drese faor little
girle, approsches tho ‘¢ Prizcoss,” following
the lincs of the figure, bat oot 80 clozely, us
dces that well-kuown style.

T'he Motker Ha'obard, a plain ekict shirred
om, a plain yoke, soarcely, iz ite simplicity,
permits of even » loosely tied snsh ab the
waist,

The * biby-waist,” blouse-like in cffact,
with yoke, shirred fulness at breast and
back, an? broad kels, formn an agreeabls con-
trast to tae barque snd similar cloge-fitting
styles which ars so unsuitable to children,

A PRACTICAL RESULT,

Now thes iie children's ferms have baen so
far rescued from those persistent proocesace of
disfiznromsat thut bave held them in thrall
so long, we naturally look fora correspond-
ngly improved mental condition.

And wo are not disappointed.

It is truc little girls do mot mow kait their
own stockings nor ply the nsedle in wmeking
and mending their own clothing as indus-

" triouely a8 once they were taught vo do. This
may or may not be a mistake in our modern
notious of tralniog ; but & great deal of de-

ightful leicure in acquired thereby that need
aot be spent in an nnprofitable manner.
% Henlthinl exercise—knitting and sawing
are neither—can very well ba allowed to fill
up those early years, ¢ The mild freshness
of morning” reste on them. Lst no one
strive {0 brush it off. If the child be healthy
and happy, and if driven too hard by work,
he can bs neither, the mother may be well
content, as she will.in the end find that
the child so raised will be as dutiful and
docile & daughter as was everfmade undor the
system of restraint, inhibition and coer-

ion,
MARIANA,

MADE ON PURTOSE,

We are tanght that everything is made to
fill some purpoas, The reason Burdock
Blood Bittera has succeeded in being placad
in the front ranks of modern medicine is that
it filla so well the purpose for which it waa
intended—that of curing diseases of the
stomach, Hver and blood. ) ‘

od Gent—Confound it, sir, that’s my corn
you stepped on. Young tough—Course it is,
old chappie; vou wouldn’t bs kickin’ go if is

for

pwenty  years, together with  his

pony, jawelry. bicycle, etc, ns matters
of “course, '"he writer, while the com-
plaining  rema:k was utill ringiog in his
sar, had the curlosity to make o conservative
compilation of what it costs to raise an ordinary
boy for the first twenty years of his life, and
hera it is: 5100 per vear for the firat five years,
#500 ; 8150 per year for the second five yours,
$750; 8200 per year for the third five years,
81,000 ; $30U per year for the rext three years,
$000; $500 per year for the next two years,
$1,000. Tosal, 84,150,

This is a moderate esiimato of the financial
balance againat the boy who complaina that his
fathor has never done anything for him.

| et — e

ON AN AVERAGE.
It is sald that during the lifotime of the
average man ha will cedure ahout 500 days
pickaeas, The best way to reduce your aver-
age ia to use Burdock Blood Bitters whopever
the system rerquires a tonic regulating and
cleansing medicine, .

“ SMELT LIKE A BAR-ROOM."

The young woman who determined to shame
her husband by taking to tippling, says Neal’s
Stafc Gazette, began operations on Wednesday
by setting out an exceedingly vulgar, red-
labelled butsle on the back parlor table in the
moat unostentatious woy. Abous tho hour her
husband was expected home she took a pood
gulp of the liquor, and when she heard what
she suppesed to be his footsteps on the stoop
she drank another finger of it, and, puitiog
some more in her haad, rubbed it over her lips.
Then she fled up to her room to wait for him,
She was intensely gratified by the conaciousness
that, as she oxpressed it, she ‘‘smelt like a bar-
roomi.” To her surprise the door-bell rane, and
she went to the head of the stairs ard peered
over tae rail to see who had come in place of her
husband. It was her mother, her father and a
cousin or_two from the country,
‘The old lady spied her, and there was nothing
to do but come straight down and kiss and be
be kiseed all around. She was mortified, for her
parents are very straight-laced, pious folks, and
could not help but smell the gin with which she
bad perfumed herself so liberally. Worse still,
while she waz assisting her father to rid himself
of his overcoat the reat of the party filed solemu-
ly into the presence of the red-labelled bottle in
the back room, Nothing was maid ahout the
oder of the bottle, and she was too proud to try
to explaia whet looked so badly for her. She
told her husband, however, and he was so im-
polite as to throw himgelf on the bed in convul-
gions of laughter, She was so angry that she
threatened vo leave him, “You can’t,” said the
monster, ‘‘your folks would not receive you.
The most they wonld do would be to put you in
the inebriate asylum,”
e ————

CERTAIN CURE,

A oare for Cholera Morbus, A positive
oure for this dangerous complalnt, and for
all acute or chronic forms of bowet complaint
inocident to summer ard fall, is found in Dr,
Fowler's Extract of Wild Stawberry, to be
procured from any druggist or medicine

dealer. )

Onc of the leading Anarohists in st Louls
{s-iamed Griefgrabber, . A man with 'a)nam‘s
like that is quite likely to ‘get what he'grabs

- waa snyhody else s,

foolishly and ununecessarily to Mrs. Marchmont,

a foraboding she afterwards called it—concera
Chichele was to her a most
important peraoaage. The only brother amoog
a number of girls, thehead of tha house of Ans.
dalo vince his father's death, the heir to Lord
Apsdale's title snd estates, he had claims
enough to warrant consideration, and she, wo-
man like and sister-like, exaggerated them all.

Lunch was over, the letters all daspatched,
and a couple of callers enguged Lady Blaache.
These were diatant cousins of Lord AMcAnaley,
who ha' come to pay a visit of conjolence, ard
Mrs. Courthupe thought she would employ her
afternoon more agrecably than in bearing the
recital of the 1luess and death of the defuuct
ear], which wassure to form the staple of con-
versetion, So she put on o' walkicg-dress, sirong
boots and gaiters, aud with a shepherd’s crook
or alpenstock in her hand, started out, osten-

sibly to meet the fishers returning, in reality on | in a I,mrry ¥ should have heard o great deal

a tour of obervation.

She made her way down the drive to the en-
trance gates, and gracicusly accosted the
woman trom the lodge who came to open them
for her. .
*Nico afternvon,’ she saia affably, standing
still instoad of passing through the gate,

¢"Pis love!v, my lady,” replied the lodge-

woman,

“\What a pretty lodge you have here,’ she

gaid, noting with pleasure that it was situated

in o deeply shaded corner of the wood, rather
back from the gates, so thad consequently the
inhabitants had no view whatever of ihe road
vutside, and that she could szke ber vbgervations
nnsern,

¢ 'Tia sn, your ladyship,’ was the anawer, not
too cordially given, for the lodge woman thought
iv o grievanca thas she was cbliged to sacritice
ker pig and hens for the sake of such mere petti-
ners as flawer pite

¢ How meany children have you ? What a nice
little boy !

A white-hesded child had jus' - ppeared at the
door peeping slyly round the j+ -0

* Deed he’s in » great mesg, wy lady. Ihad
no time this while to clean them- at all, wid ex-
pectia’ the family home to the #reat house. How
many have I, is :t, my lady ? I have fivealive
and three more of them ia glory.’

I suppose that means eight,’ thought Mrs.
Courthops, *That iz & large family,’ she said
aloud. * And tell me, have you any neighbors ?
Who lives in she house by the chapel 7’ .

¢ That will bo Fatber Conroy‘s your ladyship
means, Thereis no other house between this
and Barrettstown.’

“No other ! repeated Mrs, Courthope, ‘Then
what houses are there on the other side of the
river ¥’

“ There is Quirke’s the farmer thab hss all the
grazioe land, on the other side. His hovse is
that long thatched cabin as you go down o the
first bridge, my lady. I can just point it te you.’
She passed out as sha spoke on to the gravelled
circle befors the gnte, bub Mrs. Courthope's eyes
were not following her outstretched arm. She
stepped outside after the woman., buy she had
turned her gaze to the opposite bank, and was
surveying the cluster of buildinzs there.

‘What place is that now ? she queationed
airily.

‘Dat, your Iadyship—dat’s de Fir House, and
de old mill-houss it used to be,’

“1"ir House, oh, indeed ' Mra, Courthope
put up her gold eye-glass, and surveyed the
edifice in question. * Oh yes, and—who llves
over there ? .

The lodge-woman’s face assumed & very curi-
ous expression. had her questioner but seen it ;
bub she was too busy inspecting the roofs snd
gable-end of the Fir House. A sharp suspicious
glauce ab Mrs. Courthope’s countenance proved
to her informant that the lJady had a hook con-
cealed among her questions, and this was it

now.

$Deed, my lady, thin, I don’t rightly know,
but ’vis triends of his raverence Fasher Conroy
below that lives in Chapsl House. De very first
house it ig, your ladyship, on dis side, round de
bend, so it 1.’ .

Mre. Courthope langhed internally.  Doesn'
know !’ she repaated to herself, * How Irish.
and then. this Japwing mancuvre to geb me off
to Father Conroy e .

¢ T know,’ she remarked a little sharply ; ! but
what is the name of the family? = = .~ -

¢Well, my lady, to tell you the rale tzat,
thers is o great many people lives in that bouse, .

for when hs gooz into the anarchy busjnest,

nob that I have any recourse there, or knows

|

w:n in i, Sight nor light I never see of a livin
creature, your ladyship, outside me own door,
barrin’ go into dat town on_me own bit of busi-
ness, and bimneelf is the quistest creature of a
weakind, has no daling Lor recourse among any-
body, nn’ me lady, any wan in this place, from
nid honor down to the humblest of people, will
tell you the self-same thing. .’  She
stopped here for wanb of breath._

Mrs. Courthope listened to this tirade with a
gort of mystified wonder, nodded her head, and
walked off. ) : e

‘Incomprehensible beings I’ - she murmured.
‘That woman has evidently taken some éxtra-
ordinary idea into her head, whatever it may
ke ; but if she credited me with murderous -de-
signs upon the interesting inhabitants of the Fir
Honse, she could not have ehown less desire to
‘aidorabebme.’ - - DI LR

She walked quickly. until she reached the
Chapel House, slackensd her pace there, and
surveyed without much profit itd Tasher unin-
teresting froatage. She decided nob to go into
the town. On:startiog.oub at firab she had
viiguely shought of ‘doing'a little amateur pri-
vate detective work, but the resulb of her firat
eseay had not encouraged her. It was evident
that these pesple had no proper sense of their
position and their duty to their betters. The
fodge:woman’s manoery showed that—not that
she was not civil, but it was nov the mannsr
proper to her place, .

The poor lodge-woman’s bebaviour was
simple and natural in the extreme, She
of courze knew who lived in the Fir Houase,
and she knew equally well the Mbpuleverersa’
affaira in £ll the details of that melan-
choly and much-regretted history. It was
a debateable subjecy still in the under world
of Barrettstown, the great majority believing
that the Mauleverer children were the lawful
owners of the Castle and the estate, she and her
hushand among them ; butTighe O’Malley was
their employer, and to breathe the name of
Manuleverer within earshob of him or ‘any of his
faction’ was more than sha would dare to do,
Hence the lapwing maneuvres—asa Mrs. Court-
hope termed them—to the strange lady from the
great house. Besides, she saspected that her
questioner knew who lived there as well as she
herself did, which was indeed, as we know, the
literal fact, and she was unable to conuect the
queetions with any matter beyond her own per-
sonal range. How could she tell but that the
lady would raport to his honor aoything she
might say and get her ino trouble ! She deter-
mwined to say nothing, which she did, as we have
seeo, after her own fasbion,

Mcs. Courthope croseed the bridge, and walk-
ed vn and on up the grase-grown cart-track until
she cama abreast of the I'ir House gates, These
were closed, but the side door was not. How-
ever, she coull sea nothing through it Bava a
rank growth of evergreens,  She did not dare to
pursue herinvestigativas furt'1se, mucb as she
would have liked to, ana walked on over the
planks that crossed the miil-race. Then came
a pieco of marshy yround. There was nuthing
on thisgave some gray geeze,  After thut the
path led into s wood, and the ziver narrowed so
thab the sprexding buughs of the lime-trees on
both mdes slwost mes each other across it.

Tighe O’Malley had told her that the heronry,

which was close to this, was a very pretty bit.

Captious- humored as she fels herself to be, she
agreed with hini, The glimpses of boz and blue
sky, with the mountains in the distance, which
the breaks in the wood allowed to be seen,

were very wild acd lovely, She accosted a
boy who was trotuing homeward with a bundle
of sticks cn his back, and asked bim if he had
82:n o gne tleman fishing.

¢Yis, wa’am., I did, your ladyship,” he re-

* Thanks, thauk you, my boy,” she answered
very graciously, turniug to walk on.

¢ They are after lusing » grand tisn. So they
are !’ added the boy. His vyes were glowing

the newe,
*Oh, oh, oh! was all Mrs. Courthope’s
acswer, accompanied by a valedictery nod as

looked after her with an sir of wonder, not un-
mixed with disgust, then tightened his hold of
the bundle of waste wool and resumed his trot
homewards.

The exact weight of the lest salmon as well
aa that of the captured grilse, and every debail
of the playing and landiog, every word that
Tommy Walsh said to the gentleman, and that
the gentleman said to Tommy Walsh, was
konown to the open air clubs on the bridge and
hotel porch before tre heroes of the sad adven-
tures reached the town on their return,

Before very long Mre. Courthope met her
husband accompanied by the gamekeeper,

*I know all about you,’ she cried, *‘You
have lost a grand fish.’

Who? How do you know that? he ex-
claimed,

‘Uh, a boy with sticka! If I had not been

mora,.

*Walsh, said Dlr. Courthope, © there bas boen
no onenear us a!l day !’

‘Deed was shere, sir—a chap pickin’ aticks.
He followed us all day, an’ I could not get him
to go off.’

* He did no$ ask for anythiog, did he ¥

¢ Laws, no, sir ! All be wanted was to see the
sport.’

‘After all,” remarked Mr, Courthope, ¢ he
probably haa oothing better to do.’

She took her busband’s arm and fell into atep
with him. Wualsh strode on in advance with
the rod and basket.

‘Hay !" ejaculated Mrs. Courthope suddenly.
¢ What have we here? Jeck, look !

He obeyed, and they saw among the trees
closa to the edge of the path two black robed
girls standing. One very tall, gracelully-built
creature shrunk back a little on meeting the
strangers’ eyee, the other guzed at them, half
shyly, but cuarious, They bad bsen gathering
primroaes, and had their hands full,

Mrs. Coorthope elackened her pace, and
pulled her busband’s sleeve to make him do
likewisa. ‘ What eyes I’ she ejaculated below
her breath—* and she hair V'

_*Good eveaing !’ she veutured, in her most
silky voice, haltiog just in front of the two in.
terss:tmg strapgers, ‘Beautiful evening, isit
ngt?

*Good ovening ! faintly responded the elder
of the two, with » slight inclination forward of
her hend, after which it seemed to be more
loftily carried, if possible, than befora.
*You—er—belorg to Barrettstown? Do you
hive in the neighborhoid  Sheadded the ques-
tion a little awkwardly, for a suddsn thoughs
had entered her mind, rnd was gradually suffus-
ing her whole consciouanes. These wera—musb
be the Mauleverers. She was startled out of
her gelf-possession, and the grave, reticend bear-
ing of the two girls in no way contributed to re-
aegure her.

* What a lovely place this is!’ she hurried on
to say. ‘The river is so beaubiful. We have
been fishing.” She was actually reddening.

*I hope you have had good sport,” said the
younger girl, sympathizing all of a sudden with
the strange woman’s embarrassment.

¢Oh, yes ! capital—that is—Jaock ?

“WWell, it has nob been very rnmarkable,” said
Mr., Courthope, speaking 1.. Gertrude. ‘X
managed to get only one, :.d lost a twelve-
pound or fourtesn-ponnd fish 18t below here.’
‘I know,’ said Gertrude :ipulsively. Hor
lovely topaz colored eyes lisr. ed up and glis-
tened. Then, meoting his a* uiring glance, she
blushed vividly, and hung < er head a litole.
‘The hole just at the uppc. bend. There is
always a fish there,’ .

*Good evening,’ said Mrs. Courthope now.
Her husband lifted his cap. P

¢ Good evening I' replied rnth girle, as grave-
ly and unwillingly a8 at frib, and they both
turned their backe and walked in tke contrary
direction. .

‘Morion! Marion! saill Gertrude, ‘was
nos t’l}ah o beautiful dress? And was not Ae
nico ? .

‘Oh, yes | capital—thabis—Jack ¥’

“Well, it has niot been very remarkable,’ said
Mr. Courthops, speaking t~ Gertrude. ‘I man-
aged to geb only one, and 1 lost a twelve-pound’
-or fourtesn-pound fish just alow here,’ *

- 'I koow,’ said Gertrud~.impulsively, ' Her
lovely topaz-colored .eyes lulghted‘up and glia-
-tened. Then, meeting his admiring glanoce, she

1 .

‘The hole just at the upper bend, There is
always a fish thers.’ .

‘Good evening,’ said Mrs. Courthope now.
Her hueband lifted his cap. )

‘Good evening !’ replied both girls, as
ravely snd unwillingly as at first, and they
Eouh turned their backs and walked in the con-
trary direction,
.$Marion ! Marion P said Gertrude, ‘was
nob-that & beautifnl dress? And was not he
pice? s i

.what did you meau;by anawerisg that man ?
Aunt Juliet will be firivus, - . 'Yon had, no busi-
nesa to answer them, encouraging. them in their
impertioence, ... How dared . .that woman
accost us like gommoil people ? Now, listen,
if ever “you meet; her again, don’t dare to
nnswet if she speaks t0 you,

you are to take no notice, G
hear ? W

* I hear you—sure eacugh.

¢T will tell Father Paul of ber _
and you will see how angry he will be. Do you
imagine .that ‘she would dare to stop any one
else end ask them where they lived and who
they were in that manner ?’

*Oh now ! you need not exaggerate —.’

* Nob a wori—nob B single word more. You
bave disgraced yourself and every one of us. To
answer that woman was the behaviour of a
beggar child—yes—a beggar child of the

3

ertrude, do yon

wo.

‘It’s all very fice,’ and Gertrude began to
cry. I sha)l just tell Father Paul tbas you
were at Lambert’s Castle to-day, and that
you came home with a strange gentleman
trom Tighe O'Malley’s and he was in our gar-
den. Now, Marion, and you know nobody is
allowed in. See wbat Father Paul will say to
you,’ .

‘He knows it already—and that has nothing
to do with you.’ N .

They set off home now, Marion leading the
way quickly, pale and disquiet of look, Gezstrnde
weeping and lasgging behind. .

If Mrs. Uourthope had succeeded, which she
ackeowledged herself to have done, beyond her
wildest expectations, she nevertoeless felt a
slightly uneasy sensation concerning the close
proximity of this remarkable family to Bar-
rettatown Castle. She wondered if her
brother had or had ®bot seen thnt very
striking-looking girl—she could not bring her-
self o pronounce the word ‘beautiful’ in her
own thouchts. He bhad not answered very can-
didly that time yesterday afternoon when the
subject was under discussion. He had such o:d
woys. Perhaps it was all a mistake on her
part ; she mught have imsgined something.
She was 8o accustomed to manwuvriog, to
watchfulness ; and she had made mistakes be-
fors. At all events, she assured herself that
sha must taku the greatest care aos to fidget or
fuss hun in any wsy—to cvbacrve him closely,
and above all silently, for the next fow days.

‘What lovely creatures those girls are!
And so they are the grandchildren ot the man
whomn  O’Mualley succeeded ¥ cbserved Mr.
Courthope. WL
‘Not grandchildren— his nephew’s children —
or said to be. The little glrl is lovely, if you
will. I never saw such exquisite hair and
eyes in my hfe—pretty, hall-foreign way ot
specking atso0 !

*Hum ! “The elder is a superb creaturse, infi-
vilely more beauttful. The eyes and brow re-
mind me of Lady Mosstowers.’

¢ I prefer the little wirl,” said Mrs. Courthope
candidly. ‘lder vyes are quite nstonisking, that
clear golden havel, and tioe gold lights in her
hair are wonderful.’

They had reached the demesno gate, and Mr.
Courthope asked the lodge womaa if dr. O'Mal-
ley bad returned yet. She answered no, so they
walked on.

¢ Whers is Chichele ?' questioned his wife.

¢I don's know anything about hun. He left
us tinis woruiog, and went off by hurseli.’

This information furnished Mre, Courthore
with master for meditation. However, sbe said
nothing. She knew better than to impart her
distrusts to her liege, who, tired and hungry,
walked beside her in silence. When they
came at last to the house she went for a few
mioutes to report herself to Lady Blanche.
The visitors had all departed, aud she was
sitting with ber dogs at she fire. lbe
London =and Dublin newspapers wers all
opened, the tea-table still standing by her chair.
Mrs, Courthope debated with herself whether
ghe ought to mention having seen the Maule-
verers while describing to Lady Blanche the
weather and her impressions of the scenery out-
of-doors, Her firsy decision was in the nega-
tive. However, a moment later she reflected
that, if she did not, her bhusband would be aure
to, and, for that reason solely, she thought it
as well to mention the matter,

‘Do you kuow,’ ehe began, ‘I think I have
seen those—er —poor listle creatures of whom
we wera speakivg the other evenieg P

¢ Ioh, who, Gear?” asked Lialy Dlanche, who
was slightly drowsy.

‘The Mauleverers, you know,’
¢Uh, ohindeed! You saw them,
you recogniz shem 7

* Well, of course, it is8 & mere surmise, but I
wae walking up to meetJack on the osher banlk,
and close to Xir House—er—that old inill
building, you kpoow. I came on $wo young
girla, Une seemed to ba aboun twelve, the other
older—about perkaps sixteen or so.” .

*She is nearly seventeen,’ observed Lady
Blanche, with a half sigh. * Well ¢

‘ They wers etandine quite close to the path,
pluckiog primrozes, and 1—er—just said ** Good
svening.”’

‘You have been speaking to themn ! ex-
claimed Liady Blaacbe.

‘H'm ! well, I judsb casually addressed them.
They barely answored, I confesa.”

Lady Blaache smiled a smile that said,
¢ Served you right !'

* What is the eldest girl like ?'

* Oh, well, striking-looking certainly. Tall,
very slight, but promises t¢ be a fine figure,
Very pale oval face. The eyes were fice, pacti
cularly so. Jack quite raves about her.
prefer the eister my—Oh! Chichele you
startled me. I had no idea you were in the
roont.’

*I bave besn in the room for at Jeast six
minutes. Ida, who is this person whom you
describe in such hyperbolical terms? I am
really quite on fire to know who she can be.
Blanche, teil me, is the coming to dioner to-
pight, e ¥

‘Oh! tbal’s a question indeed.’ Lady
Blanche jumped up and looked at the tiny
clock,” *Seven, half-past seven, though. Ida,
Chich dear, let’s all be off to drese, You can
heur the rest later on,”

She hastened away. Mra, Courthops rose to
foilow her, Chichele made a pretencs of catch-
ieg her dress as she paseed.

*Ido, I say! I must know Ida, I shall not
slecp a1 night unless I know,’

She eluded his grasp and flad, pretending to
Iaugh as she went,

‘What is up 2 enid Tighe O’Malley, who at
that moment entered, and whom she passed.
¢Oh | everybody gone 90 dress, eh ? Chichele,
where did you spend the day ? Just as well
you did not go fishing a8 it turned out, I roze
ope. That’s my tale. Courthope, it seems, got
a grilse and lost o fish.’

* Batter luck another time,’ replied the youth
sympathetically, ‘I had a splendid walk, nearly
got into a bog hole, and made the acquaintancs
of some of the aborigines—your parish priest
among them.’

* What | Father Conroy ?

*Yes, Father Couoroy,’ repeated Chichele,
¢ and he has asked me to dinner—that is to eay,
he means to do so, and I—~—’

¢ You don’t menn to say yuu'll go ? interrupt.
ed Tighs, laughine loudly.

* Rather | why not, pray ?

Tighe burstinto a fresh t of laughter, then
suddenly pulled out his waich, and went away
to dress, Ohichele followed his example,
Chichele was_strolling up and down the ter-
race next morning after breakfass, enjoying the
air, and digesting the morning budget of news.
In woa near eleven o’clock ;. the sun -was high in
the heavens, and everything sesmed to be grow-
ing and spreading itself in the warmth., All
the leaves wera larger ; every flower was wider
spread ; the grass seemed & brighter and a
‘richer green; He turned round on reaching ‘one-
end of the terrace, sud cnught sight, as he ‘did
'go, of & queer-looking figure of semi-sacerddtsl’
aspect, approaching by the drive.. : He watched;

How did

¢ How -dared she ,ai;eak bo us? éerhrude,.

and if she bows, |

her impertiﬁént;e, :

him on the terrace, turued, and di i
steps towards him wi v earey bt
aax:a[ured conhﬁdence. i every APpearance of
t was_the chapel clerk, & half-ai
whom Father Paul msintatoed, ixin Tﬁig?“}
his absoluta inefficiency, and - whom he .
sidered to be the most dignitiel bearc?ni
his letter of invitatwn tu Mo, Aned 1u
The clerk had seen the young Englialn: i
walkiog with Fat!_:er Paul through the \r?llJ
lage, and koew his appearasge and name .
now well as he kusw  the contents of ﬂ?;
enganEg,,whwh he handed ‘to him with o
found bow and flourish of his has. pro-
. :Mr. Ansdale-took the letter with ap im
pnlﬁlenga_._wbluh he had difficuliy in restraining,
:+'I wilksend the answer,’ be aaid 5 *thank yg;
very much—stay.” He plunged Lia band hasti]
into_. bis “pocket, .and extracting t.hence{
quanbity of-loose silver, gave it to the mMessen
ger, stopping his mouth, whence began to fowa
torrent of invacation by way of thapkg ba
ht‘era]ly turning and running away. il
You need not wait—thank you
:]!:- answer by my man,’ he cried

—1I shall senq
over his s} gyj.

Once 1n his room, he sat down ab the writ;
table and opened the letber. The pa;l:t::g
;;:mp:gmwmh, the laddt;el“' ‘The Preabyte:y

rrettastown,’ in colored letters. :
wag 1;;.3 follows — otters. - 1ta sabstance

2AE MR. ANSpALE,~Will yon giv
pleasure of your compg.n'y to dinper L;o-aml;l?uﬂ;:
six ? I should apologise for theshorsuess of thia
invitation but that you told me you were ab
liberty to come at any time, and that the dura-
tion of your visit here was short.—Believe me {o
be, my dear sir, most truly yours,

S * PauL Cosroy, PP,

. " To-night at six,’ repeated Mr. Aunsdale, * ge.
?gh,nfnl I it is better than I expected, ?fy
AL,

He wrote hastily an accoptance, sum
hia valet, and despatched it immed:’at:ly.m;“[::i
he wenb to the morning-room to find his relatives
and impart the intelligence to them, Lady
Blanche was writing at her table, Mrs. Court.
hope reading a novel and playing with her pug.

He took his stand bhalf unnoticed on tre
hearth-rug. A wood fire was sparkling 1 the
polished brass grate, fine a8 the morning was
and the pretby listle room felt over warm, The’
heat drew out the scent of the flowers, of which
therg were a quantity. A great dish of white
narcissus stoad on a table near, Chichele stoop-
ed‘fnd inhaled the rich perfume.

—er—want your permission to di
Blanche,’ he said alow]yl:e'ba-nighc.’ ne out,
Yes, dear, of courss, why uot? she mada
answir, tcarcely having understoud him, agd
w1‘uho'u= raising her eyes from her letter,

D'me ou! cried his siater, *why? where,
pay ¥
‘I have accepted an invitation to dianer ag
the mous unholy bour of six this evenioy, with
your neighbour, the famous Father Conroy.’
Though he took this tone of permtlace, it was
oot with too much confid-ncs that he mada his
statement.
‘ Chichele ! uttered both the ladiss eimu!
taneously.
*Yes ! he responded very deliberately, * 1
have taken quite a fancy to him. I met him out
yesterday ; we had a walk and a talk, aud really
he is quite a good sort, 1 am to meet the school
inspector—he said something abous a bishop, but
1 am not sure that be is tc form one of the party.
I really am going. I would not miss it for the
world.’
There was an indication of rerolve in theas
Jast words which Mrs, Courthope’s ear caught.
She knew how far she might gu, and for a mo-
ment debated within herself what course to lake.
She lifted the pug dog intu her lapand piached its
ears, ataring intently into his go.gling brown
eyes as though she hoped to extract counsel from
their tawny depths.
. ‘Dear Tippo, good fellow !' she purred caress-
ingly, ‘Chichels dear, wouid you hand e my
bouk, that one in the wicker chair, the third
volnme ?'
He moved towards the chair indicated, select-
ed the book, and handed it to her. She turned
its pages over aimlesely for a minute or two,
then broke forth, ‘Chichele, really, dear, aiter
what you were told aboub this parish priest the
other-nighy, do you think you ought to go tu
dinner, dear ?
*Told about him the other night, eh ? What
was I told about him ? Blaache, is heanevemy
of Barrettstown ? Are yun at mortal feud,
faction-fighting, eh, with old Father Paul ? Musy
I take the O’Maulley side, and refuse hospitality
at_the hands of your enewy ?
Dear boy, what nonsense ! Father Corroy isa
most excelient creature. He took the part of
those poor children, thoze Mnuleverers, againss
vs—a ustle, I think—hut they ars in some way
conunected with himgelf—1I can’s tell how, I am
sure—and what has that goo to do with your
oiving with him 2 Go, cerwinly. Ids, why
should he pot amuse himnself ¥
‘Since you give me leave, why nod iudeed ¥
he replicd, with his semi-ironic manaer. ‘Iam
studying this charmiog country, aud grasp
every opporiunity which presents itself.’
He left the room a3 he spoke, casting fromn
the door a macking smile in hissister’s direction,
which she cncountared with a gsze of petulance
and dizapprobation mingled.
_‘Blunche,’ she said, after an interval of moody
ailence, ‘o you ever ses those Mauleverer child-
ren, as you call them ¥ :
~“No, 1 should like to, and I should like to do
something for them, poor thiogs ! Bub you see
their attitude is—well—so0 uncompromising. If
their aunt wers ouly out of the way, I feel sure
I could manage Father Conroy and the childron
themselves—uoor creatures ! I hear shey have
all their father’s fascinntive good looks. As iy
is, what can bedone? They maintain thap they
are bhe legal heirs. They can’t prove is—unfor-
tunately for them—furtunately tor ue. So—
there you are ?' -
¢ And so they jusb go on living in that gueer
1vy-grown house ou.the other sido of the nver?
Do you know then these childrin, ns you cali
them, consist of a couple of as hundsome young
women ns I ever met inmy life ? 1f the boy is
to match, the brood istruly unique. I bhad not
time yesverday to tell you ag much as I wished.’
‘Oh ! nonsense {—~why—well, I have not seon
them for years. I may almoss say I have never
seen them, for renlly 1 had mercly a ghmpse of
the creatures when I came here after our mar-
ringe six years ago, They promised to be tall,
I recoliect, avd were extremely dark, almost
like mulattoes.’
Mrs. Courthope emiled at Lady Blacche's ex-
preesed cisapproval ot swarthy as opposed to
Eair good locks,
*Six yesrs maken a great deal of difference,
dearess. Tue young ladies’ complexions are
now bevood =211 reproach. The eldest is o greab
tall creature, faller Ly some inches than
Augusta Trefusis, and vastly better lookiog—
regul looking, I assure you—I was peifecily
satonished. X didnot have time to describa
them fully to you; Chichele, I recollect, io-
terrupted us. They were gathering primroses
in that clump of trees just above their house.
never was more astomished n life. The tallest,
the grown-up girl, was the shyer of the two;
the younger chnttered quite confidently to Jack
— spoke very well indeed. She has a quaint
seni-foreign sort of accent, and that and her
brogue are exceedingly pretty. So was she—
fine features, magnificent hair and great dark
eyes with curling Iashes, The elder one s&tocd
quite still and silent, but to all appearance not
the least bit ont of countenance. gha is, or will
be & magnificent creeture, and looks fully
eighteen,’ ] ot T
Dear me,” sighed Lady Blanche.
they will both enter - convents,’ she addev.
after a pouee. ¢ In-their position good look~
are no benefib, Luckily they have Fath:
Couroy, I am told he worships them, and hst
adopted them all, Tdon’s really ses what wo
can do, Tighe pays all their zchool fees,
thongh they go to Romsan Catholio schools,
which is wonderful for him—I am much more
liberal than he—and they live rent free,”
‘ Wonder,' began Mre, Courthope, *if thab
Father Qonroy has nob arranged a meetiog be-

‘tween Chichele and this girl to:night. [ have o

preasntiment that there is some scheme under-
neath thisinvitation to dinger.”: .

.She turned. her keen eyes with & siﬁiéi-
cant Jook which was utterly wauted on y

Blanche, .

¢Scheme! "Ida ', she  repeated indolently.
;{V{mg' can you ‘be thinking of? Quite nn-
l e y ! . . . ’ IR AN .

blushed vividly, and huog her head a lLittle,

Presenﬂy the new comer. soemed to perceive

§ Nous verrons, nous vérrons,” reiterated Mra,
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