THE HEARTHSTONE.

BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE.

BY WILLIAM ROSY WALLAOR.

On his face a close intoutnoss,
In his oyos an oaracet light,
Evory movemont or word needod
Brimful of dovotod might:
It is now his tiwe of Businoss,
And as at o sacrod shrine,
Doos he hold with ereed of granite
That all duty is divine.
Nothing shall give interlorouce ;
usinoss first, in pence or strife :
After that, whatever offors
¥or tho bonutifying life.

On his face a reluxation—
Now amusemont o hus won,
For the duties aro rccomplisbed,
And he’ll lsugh In Plousure’ssun.
e hax right to: ucver conscience
Picroes with some lightning thought
That some doar desire triumphed
Ero to duty dues wors bruught.
8o no discord mars the music
Mado by mind and honost heart,
But s voice from the Great Worker
Whispers, ** You've well dono your part.”

Wise and happy man or woman,
Thus to Business loyal, yours
To ndd also to oarth’s glor:
While upun the mortal shores.
Loyal work that mnkes the nges
Show Humanity has right
To possess the throne of Mutter
. With the mind’s hoart's, muscle’s part!
“ Business then before all Pleasurs,”
ot us sing on land or sea,
And the Pleasure wheu so oarned, must
Larger, swooter, holior be.

LARRY'S APPRENTICESHIP;
An Irish Fairy Legend.

By Mre, G. LINNZEUS BANKS, author of + God's
Providence House,” eto,

CHAPTER 1.

“ A, sure, an® did 1 ever tell ye bow the
M'Canus ecame o be carpunters * "

This query was put by Marguret M'Cann (un
old, valunble, fmithtul, and warm-bearted Irish
servant of my mother's) to myself and youngest
orother, who were seated—mysalf on the kit~
chen fender, uid he vu i low stool—lstening to
hep true stories of Banshees and Leprechouns,
in buth of which shie was « stout bellover.

She had Just told us of the witllng banshee
she had herself seen and heard on the river
hank, and of a leprechaun in his red cap aml
mininture suit of green; and she bad borne with
petfeet gaod humor our ridicuio and banter over
her eredality, when she putl the sudden guestlon,
¢ I ye kuow, then, how the M'Calns enano to
be earpenters @

1 never knew Lthey wore carpuntors ™ safd 1,
with o lght luugh,

S AWhy, Margaret, 1 thought all your fumily
were farmers,” erled Fred, with an assumption
of prior informuation.

“Them's the Quins, Muster Frod., They are
all nurmers to this bleased day ; an? the M'Canns
were Garmers too, an’ had o fine holding wmongst
ihe Wicklow mountains, just a tritle beyant
Enuisleorry, Ul Tarry M'Cium (my grandfnther
that was) met with an adventure amongst the
Gouod I’caple.”

Here Margarel, betng a devour Cathbolic, croas.
ad herseif.

sGood people! O, 1 suppuse you
falrifes,”” was my mnendment.

sesure, mlss, an’ 1 do§ but we never speak of
them but as the Good People.  It's onlucky.”

s, that's only ln Treland,” suggested Fred,
with  droll wink at me. “In England, you
may cill them anything you like, and they
won't mind it one bit,”

s Are ye sure now, Master Ired?”

s Certain, But, Marvgaret, what had the
falries 1o do with Lurry M'Cann's carpentering 2"

¢ Well, I'll tell ye, of coorse us it wor towld
to me, when I was a slip of a ¢olleen no bigger
than yez.”

And Murgaret settled herselt on her chinir with
all the Linportance of an old story-tellor.

¢ Ye must know that Larry was as fine an’
strappin’ a lad as ever stepped over the dafsies.
It was he that could handle a finil or u plough,
or dig the praties, or stack the hay In tho bag-
gard. And when he went to chapel on u Sunday
in his best fricze coat, with the ends of his
bright hankercher flying loose, nn’ his caubeen
cocked rakishly on one side, sure an’ weren't
all the girls in Enniskerry in love with his blue
eyes an’ yellow balr, an' were'nt half of them
dying to have him for a bachelor?”

T pre sume we listonera Jooked mystifled with
the we rd ¢ bachelor '’ so applied, for Margaret
explnined, ¢« That's what You call a sweethoart,
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“ But Larry, though not consaited, laughod
wltl one gir], an’ joked with another ; no' whan-
ever he went to Dublin, or Phanix Park, or the
Strawberry-beds, could take the flure with the
best, and have the purtlest girl for n partner—
an’ troth it’s he that conld dance n jig—but he
never thought of takin’ a puartuer for life, or of
offerin’ himself a8 & bachoelor, till ho mot with
Kitty Quin, an’ her bluck eyes made a hole in
his henrt at wanst. 1o wns nigh six-an’-twenty
when he met hor. It was at a pattern at the
Seven Churches of Glondalough, an' rorra a bit
could he mind his prayers from Jooking at her
as she fowld her beuds so plously, without
sxeemin' to think of the baehelors or her own
protiy face at all,

«“Well, 1 heard grandfathersay that though he
wns bowld and itmpldent in his way with the
Iasses a8 any lad in Eaniskerry, his knees fairly
knoglced togelhier, nn’ his heart went all In o
fintter before he could bless himself, when
Michael Quin tuk her by the hand, an' comin’
townrds him, gnid, ¢Larry, here's our Kitty
come back from Aunt Riley's;” an’ whon Larry
wor too dnzed to spenk, went on, ¢lave yer
got. n .dhrop In yer eyo, man, that yez cannot
see the ocolleen, or has Dublin made hor so
firange ye don'lt know her agin 2?7

«What Larry sald he never remembered, but
he felt as If ho hadn't a bt of heart left, an’ his
words tumbled over ench other like stones roll-
ed downhill. He know he had blundered out
fromethin’, for Kilty's cheoks wont red as the
roscs on hor gown, She put out her sofl little
hand with a smile that showed two rows of teoth
ns whito an’ frosh ns hatlstones; an' she said
modestly as a nun, ‘I'm giad to sce nny of my
owld friends again, Misther M'Cann.!

«Ho had sense onotgh left to tako howld of
the hand she offered; an’ sure he must have
given it o hearty grlp, for the roses grow on
her foreheud to matoh her chooks, an’ she drew
it hack hnstily,

‘s Larry, howevor, kept olosoe to tho brother
an’ glstor; an’ when the prayers wore over, an’
the people began to enjoy themselves, an’ tho
dudeans an' the whisky wel round to wnrm the
hearts an’ the toes, then Larry plucked up his
courage an' asked Kiily to tak’ tho flure with
with him. Now Kitty was olther shy, or hor
Dublin manners made her too proud to dance at
& pattern, 82 sha mado oxcuses. Michael, who
had kissed the -whisky-jar vory lovingly, would
not have his friend said ‘no’ to; and so, to

keep Mike in a good humour, she consinted to
dance a jig with Larry.

* Buro, on' 1t was then he must have won her
heart; for they all went back to Eaniskerry to-
gether, an’ sha lot Larry put his arm round her
walst, Jist to howld her on the car, bekase of the
bad roands, an' stale o Ikiss whon he lfted her
down at Farmer Quin's gardon gate. Au’ from
thiat out Larry followed Kitty like her shadder.

¢ But I'elor Quin farmed moro than two hun-
dred acres, and Larry’s father only held a hun.
dred an’ twonty, an' that's a good dittur, Mnaster
Fred. Thon Mike and Klitty worall the ehilder
Peter had, whilst Larry’s brothers—@Hod be
praised !—wore as thick on the flare as rubbits
ina run; wherlver ye turned, yez might tum-
ble over a plg or a gossoon,

#Troth, an' it wasn't long afore the nelghbors
bogun to look on Lurry as Kitty’s bachelor, an’
ong decaltful ould fellow, who had himself an
eye on KIitty's bit of money, gave FPoter a hint
that Larry was courtin’ the lass for the love of
bor fortin'; tho' sorra o bit bnd Larry M'Cunn
so dlrty a thought as that sume.

« Peler had & temper thut was always on the
slinmer, av’ it biled over at wanst, Hy some jll
luck Larry showed his face ut the Quin's door
before It had time to cool, 50 Peter thrated him
to o trifle of his tomzue, the mane Llnckgunrd,

¢ ¢Div ye think Kitty, the {lligant darlint, ts
for such & poor spulpeon as yez ? he shouted.
sRhe that’s been eddicated in Dublin, an’ hez
book-larnly', let nlone manners an’ 4 fortin' to
the fore! But it's the fortin', I'm thinkin', yez
lookin' for wid oue coye, an' the girl wid the
other, Misther Lawrence M'Cann,’ he gald, with
a sneer an’ a turn up of his ugly nose,

4+ Is well for yez, Mr. Pethor Quin, that yez
Kitty’s father, or, by jabers, an’ Its showin® ye
the taste of this blackthorn I'd be, sald Larry
on the instant, kaping his passion down with un
ettfort. ¢Ye may kape your dirty money, bad
cess to them ns put the black thought of me
Into your heart, 1f y¢'ll only put KItty's sweet
little hand into mine wid a blessin',

*You may be sure, miss, ns they did not
whisper; an' hearin’ & row, Mike ran feom the
barn intn thr
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to jJoin in the fan. He was jist In time Lo hoear
his father reprte his inxnlt, an’ accuse larry of
wantin' Kitty's huaundred pounds; an® then Mike
fired up, nn’ took his 1rfend’s part lke a Trojan.

“sAnd what's a Trojun, Margaret 2" asked I'red
demurely, wlith another sly blink at. me.

@ Whisht, Masther Fred, an® dou't he afuher
Interruptin’, or we'll never get to the ood
People at nll,” snld Margaret, Ignoring the ques-
tion,

Thus admonished, Master I“rod allowed tho
story to proceed.

“Bul Mike could not Lring his father to rea-
son, vven though he oflered him o dbraw of his
pipe.  More:-by token, he himself was unsilling
to let his sister marry 18 man who had nelther
hiouse nor furniture of hisx own.

« ¢ Ji's not for the likes of her to lay ber head
mnder n father-in-law's roof, an' have her ehitklor
runnin’ over o flure that Is not her own,” said
Mtke.! *I'd suy nothin’ agin the mateh, Larry,
if ye had but a tarm or a house of yer own, or
even the bIts of things to make a house dacent
for the Inss.’

s Larry went away with a very sore heavt,
miss, you may be sure, for he'd set his very sowl
upon Kitty Quin,

“ AN sure an' that was the black morning for
Larry! Tarnln'n corner of o quickset bedge on
his way home, wlio should he come neross bhut.
Kitty, with a hasket of ripe strawberrles on her
arns, an'she lookin' more temptin' than the
fralt, :

¢ Kitty had & temder drop in her honrt, and
reeing that he was sad, she sot herself to dis-
cover what it was about; and dldw’t she rogret
her curlosity In another minit 2—~tor he poured
aut all his love wn’® his gorrow like a great gush.
' giream, and held her hand ax if he was
drownin’, an’ only that could keep him from
sinking quite,

s Taken by surprise, Xitty dropped hier basket,
an® would have fainted ontright, had not Larry
put ond his arm an’ eanght her, and that brought
her 1o her slven renses,

4 Paor Tarry mistovk her fulniness for a sign
of her aflection, an’ In his Joy kissad her sweoet
1ips over an’ over again. But Kitty soon told
him the ditler.

4 she said she had only faintad from the hent,
She was sorry be had mistnken her frindship
for n warmer feollng; but though xhe wns
ashamed har father'should have suspected him
of 0 mercenary motive, she eonld not encour-—
age hix hopes.  She should never marry with-
out her futher’s consint; an' besidos, hor Lring-
Ing-np had madelher unfit fora farmer's wife, an®
soshe had determined—yes, dotermined was the
woridl—never to marry any man who had nobn
good trade In his hands that would be u livin®
either in country or town.

¢ Fvery word that Kitly snid fell ke lee on
Larry’s hot heart, an’ ho rected home us If he
hat had Inshins of whisky; an' when he got
there, he took the whisky to drown his sorrow
Ul e wor drank in arnest.

“There was nobody to tell him of the hattle |
in Kitty's breast between love and pride, nor

how she had cropt Into the house by the back
wuy, an’ shut herself up, all alone, in her room,
to shed tears llke » February cloud over the
very mischief she hud done, and the pain inher
owil breast.

# 3ure, all the fun un’ the rrolic in Lurry's na-
ture woere murthered that black mornin’, 1le
wont abonut the farm without o smile on his lUip
or a sunbenm In his oye, an' his mother would
hnve It the boy wins bewltched,

#Even IPather Muguire noticed his altored
looks, an' his careless dress whon he wentl to
muass on the Sundaeys, and the gooil priest did his
best to set matters straight, but all to no use,
misx,

# I'eter Quin was sorry whon his temper was
off, but-—small blame to him !—he still thought
she might do better than pgo to the M'Cannyg
to bo undher s mother-In-law, an’ work ltko a
slave for all Larry's youngor brothers.

# A8 for Kitty, before the feel of Larry's kisy
had gone from her lips the colleen was angry
thaut ho had taken her at her word; bul she
fed her cournge with pride, nud put n calm
fuce on, though her hoart was wll in n tempest
of throuble. An’ sure, miss, there’s many au’
many & glrl does tht, although you anre too
young to know it, ahd I hope never wlill.”

Here Muargaret looked at e so soberly,
us If glviag o leaf out of the book of hor vwn
experience.

“One fine June morning, whon the roses
were in mll dhress, an' the air had the sinell
of flowers an' new.mown hay, Larry went to
i St. Patrick®s Muoriet to sell a cow that had gons
dhry.

“Three weeks bafore, aw’ that same lLarry
would have sung or whistled every foot of the
road, barrly' he met & traveller and stopped to
give him the tisie o' diy, or exchinge a joke.
Rat now he kept bis hunds tn his pockets, his
; ¢hin hung on his chest, an’ his mouth wus as
Eclosc as & miser’™s purse, He had a sup of
| whisky before he left home, to keep his henrt
up, but fur all that he loosked as melincholy us
1 the eow he wor drivin’,

I had harely got u couple of miles beyant
Potor cvgin®s farm, whieh lay in his way (o Dabe

lin, when ho heard o thin, weak voice ealiln’ to
him, like the wind through n keyhole.

s aThe top o° the mornin’ to you, Larry!?

#+The =snme 1o yon, misther,” answered
Laurry, slowly lifting his eyes, an’' then rubbin’
them to ¢lear the cobiwwebs away; for straight
across the rond was 1 gate where never o gate
had Leen before, and sittin’ cross-legred on tha
topmost. bar was the queerest little old man
l.arey had ever seen.

s 1T0 was na higger thana two-ycar child, but
his face was as wizen an' wrinkled as if he
was four hundred. e was dressed in an old-
fashloned cont un' breeches as green as the
grass, had shining buckles in his shoes, and on
s hend o bright-red cap. By all them tokens
Larry knew that the little old man was n lepre-
chaun, an’ his mouth began to watlier for some
of the gookl b2 knew the old gintloman must
have Bld in the ground somewhere about, an’
his heart bogan to thump, But Larry was not
the hoy 1o be afraid, so he put o bould free on
wlian the leprechaun, with his hoad cocked on
one side and & knowing twinkle In his eye, snld
to him.

@ Phat's o fine buste yes driviw, Larey §?

u «Proth, yer honour, an' ye may say that
same,’ replied Larry, dofily’ his caubeen an'
serapin’ his foot, for he thought It best to be
clvil.

1 AN so your dhirivin’ the cuw to market be-
kuse she's lost her mitk; an’ ye mnane to ax
siven pound tin for her!" sald tho leprechaun
with n comienl chuclle.

s ¢ Bedad, an’ T am !’ exclaimed Larry,opening
hiz eyex and slapphy his 1high in amazement,
san' sure 1t the knowin' old gintleman yer
honour is 1’

« Thrae for you,’ seld the leprechaun; ¢an'
maybe T know besides, that Larry M’Cann's
goln’ Lo the bad for love of the purtiest girt In
Wicklow ! But pluck up » sperrit, Tarry, don't
be cast down, It T that owe Pether (Quin a
grudge this many o long day, for his maneness
in chatin’ the fairles of their due. Nlvor a
falrie’s dbrop’ (milklefi ns a propitintory offering
to the (tood People) ¢is to be found in Pothoer's
) euw-houseor dairy ; nnd niver aturf or a pratie
tora cast-off eont has he for a poor shivering
beggar or omadhnun’ (ldiot), ‘bnd cess to him!
An' go, Larry, 1 mane to befriond yez, for it’s
yoz that have the warm heart and the open
hand, an’ wo'll back thim against the cowld
heart and the tight fist any day ! ' and the lepre-
chaun pluciced off his red cap and swung It over
hix hend, as if In high glee.

« Larry, with another scrape of his foot,
thanked the green-conted old gentiemnn, an'
askod him if ho mneant to show him where to
find a pot of goold. .

sy, an’ thut I do; but, Larry,’” an’ here ho
. looked slyor than ever, ‘the fortin’s in your own
right nand, man, an’ it's I that mano to tache
ye to find it there.’

sLarry opened his great brown hand, an’
turned it over, and lookod in the broad pailm,

s «Divil a bit I see of n fortin’ thore,’ Bays he.

“ o Whinht P gays the leprechaun, *Go on wid

yer baste, an' whon yo meet a man wid his
breechies kneos untied, an' his coat-talls down
to his heels, an® a wisp ov straw in lils shoas to
kape his toes warm whare thoy poep out ov his
#tockin's, aun'a ecauboon widout u Lrim, thin
ye'll know the man that'll bid for yer cow' an’
glve ye nine goolden gulnens for her, nee diry
notes.’

¢ ¢ NIne guineas ! bodad, an’ that's more than
—"' Laarry stopped short,

“#The leprechaun was gone, nn' the gate wis
gotie, an’ tho poor cow wilked on us I slhie lind
nover been stuyed.”

“1’erhaps she nevar had,” suggostod Ired.

« Now, Masther Fred,” suld Margaret, s if ye
interrupt me agin wil yer vogulsh doubts, I
shall stop, an’ ye'll never hear how (¢ all eudod.*

o on, Margaret,” urzed I, and Murgurot
obeyed,

CHAPTER II,

“Larey's surpriso an’ the leprechaun’s pro-
mises drove Kitty out of his hewd, an' he step-
pod toward Dublin with something of his ould
lightsomoness; when jlst as he crossed the
cnnnl bridgo ho suw Kitty Quin stamdin’ on hoer
sunt Riley's door-step in Clunbrassil-strect,
dressed as flligantly as o lady, an' lookin' as
grand an’ ag proud nx n qaecn.

“ Well, Kitty's fuce went erimson, an’ Larry's
heurt gavo o great leap; bul she Jist mudo him
a st kind of curtsey, an’ the door behy’ opened,
went in without a word,

o ¢+ Thim's Dublin muanners, I suppose,’ thought
Larry, as ho went on, with hls heaxrt aching
worse than ever; while Iitty, watehin® him
from behind the window-blind as far as she
could ree, felt the tonrs row over her burnin’
cheeks, an' then wiped them ol angrily, ax if
ashamed of her natural feelin’s, nud bliumed
herself for boing silly.

¢ Larry hardly knew how he got to the nur-
ket, but sure enough there ho met that snme
identical man the leprechuun had towld him of.
An’ more, by token, he mnde Larry i bid fur
the cow. e bid eight pound ten, bul Larry,
hearlened  beforshand, stuck out for nine gui-

nead; und sure he took Larry into s public
house that stood convanient, and tuok out of his
breoches pocket an owld rag tled round wid
siring to sarve as a purse, and there an’ thin
counted down the nine goalden guluens, Then
he asked Iarry to have a ¢<dhirop an’ o dhiruw !
to senl the bargaln,

“Larry's customer called for the whisky an’
oflereill Larry his own pipe. Ho the boy luad
both the duropan’ the dhraw, an’ then thoy had
another durop an' dhrnw; an' Larry remem-
bered no more till he found himself lyin’ on the
grass, with tho stars shining out In bonour of
Midsummer Eve, an’ a rushin’ in hix ears asof n
great sea. ,

“Then he heard a rustle us of leaves, an’ n
mighty whisperin’, an' lfted himself on his
elbow to look about Lim, an' there he suw hun-
dreds of little poople no more than n span high,
drossed In all sorts of queer outlandish fashions.
But ail the little mon had coats of groen velvet,
and leaves of graen shamrock In thelr hats;
whilst tho Indles had scarves of green gruze as
Nne as cobwebs, an’ shamrock waus wreathed
round thelr halr, which shone llke goold In the
mootlight.

« They were all in commotion, runnin' hlther
and thither, howlding long discoornes, an' ap-
peared to bo in some sort of throuble or digi-
culty.

“ Proseutly he saw i1 thelr midst the lovellest
little creature the light of his eyes over Hashel
on. She was Ritting In n silver-llly of a car, an’
drawn by seven-and-twenty grasshoppers, three
abroast. She had a wand in her hand, on which
n orysinl dewdrop twinklied like s star, an'

sho was thelr queen,

“#Then, miss, as they drew nigher to him,
Larry henrd that one of the owld filrles Iny
doud, an' that thoy wanted n coffin for the
borryin'. But sorra coftin could they gol, for
falrie cofllng nust be made by maortals, ar the
dend falries never lie at rest. An’ that was
what the couneil an’ the confusion wor ubout.

« Sgon Larry henrd the falry quoen say, in o
volce for all the world liko the chirp of u ¢riclket,
¢ But who shall makeo the elfs conin??

“ All of a sudden at leasst fifty of the (Gond
Peaple laid howld of him, an’ cried out like xo
many bees humming, * Hore’s l.arry M’Cann,
hero’s Larry B{'Cann! it's he will mnke the
coffin,”

*t « But he never handled & saw or a plane [n
his lifo; he cannot maka a pig-trough, an’ how
will he finish & coftin it for an elf ¥ sald one of
the good people.

4 ¢Sure, thin, an' 1t'a we that must tuche
him,’ answered another.

« With that the falry queen touched him on
the forehead, as lightly as ifalenf had dhropped
there, with her shining wand, an’ it flashed bo-
fore his oyoes tilt they secmed to strike fire; an’
before he could cry out, or ask a saini to purtect
him, he felt himsolf goin’ down, down, down,
down Into the very oarth jtself; an’ it’s lost he
thought he wns for evormore.

¢« Troth, an' Dublin Castle’s but . mude cabln

In compnrishun with the palice Larry was tn
when ho cumu to his senses, The walls wore
brighter than sunshine or ruinbows, an' gold,
an’ silver, an’ prechus Jawels wore as plentiful
a8 prutios. Thore woere grrdens with trees an’
flowers, the lHkoes of which were never in all
Trelnnd, an' the bimds were all orimson an’
green ai’ layloek, an’ saung sweoter than thrash
or nightingale, (e seemed to sce all this at
onee, an’ many u curfous thing Leslkde, which 1

dlsremomber, nud aimongst it atl the good people

werg s busy s bees Inon hive, L

“Almost the fest thing he saw was the dead
faley lying on o bed of Tudinn woss, auder
detlcate sliken quilt, with s tiney wreath of llies
of tho valley on bis hoend, and forgot-ne-nots
all about him, ‘There was o lne bird of parn.
dise singing over him susoft an’ sweul, 1t echarim-
ed the very sow!l of Larry. There were fulilos
watchin® the corpse, but sorrie wan of them was
sobbin’ or cryin’, an' sure thut snme bothered
him,

“1p was not long he wis 1eft to stare about
him. One of the poad people put an lnetr rule
Into his hamd, and set hlm to mensurn the
curpse, an’ suroe that sanie enme as natural to
hlm us hoeliyg the cubbages, Thon be wis titken
to a (ine falry workshop, where svorythhng was
as nate an’ ordorly as e 16 i just beon cluned.
Thore was plles of wowd of all sorts, an' one
owld Lrowunle towld Larry thelr numes; aml
there was lots of bright tools, nn’ anuther wees
owld fellow towlkd him thele names; an' then
two ar threo showed him how W use thom,
Then they gave hlm tho wood an’ the tools, an’
ho made an fillgaat little cotltn as aislly as If he
hiut been ut the thrade all his life,

«wPhe dend corpse was lifted i by the moorn-
ors s never moorned, an' Larey Guitenod down
tho lid as cliverly us any undheriaker in Leln.
ster.

w0 the Mnerkl procession, whit the comin in
the mbdst, moved awny to the falries! chuotry,
the uld brewtle who tirst took notiee of Larry
suid, ¢ Vory nately put theglther, Tarry M'Cann g
sure an’ ye're a credit. to yer tatehers, ‘Take
your wages, neh, un’ go.!  Larry put oubt his

Larry knew at wanst thoy were ali fulrles, an® .

hund and stooped for the glitlerin’ purse that
wor held out to hiw, an'-——whisht!

o lle was lyin® on his berek, with his
curly bewd on o bed  stone, widher o
big tree, wid the anornlgg sun shinln®
full In his faee, Powerscourt. fulls tamn-
LlHng i fosom Jown the grent high
roeks that frowneld above him, leapin®
over hig bowlders, an' rushin® away whd
aoroar imndher no Mtte wonsden bridge
just beyant.

“arry vubbied his ey es, saloup, an’®
rubbual them agaln, an® sure the more
he loaked sbouhim, the nmore he was
botherel,

o6 Be gorea, an'
thriek ta be sarvin® o taen,’ siys lie,
e serambhad to his feel, wld his
vones ax ST an? sore as 1f he taed beon
beaten with a shillnly, ¢ 1s 1 myself ]
ant, or somebody else? an’ where have
1 hin? an’ by the powars, how did |
v weee at all, at wll? e il dhrunk,
o dhraning, or aslupe §scaithls blessed
minit 7 Be Jabers, the Goml Peo-ple—*

s Larry stopped, an’ erossed himself,
Al bethought bl of s wigges, an® wlt
thiel wis fnv his greip was dewd lenves,

s But he guve agrent jump, ay eried
out, ¢ Plane lves, bedad ;o oan® it wuar
lairy goold, an? that lver turns to
lenves ¢ AR’ UK 8 plane treu I'm Tyia®
uidher! Musha, but that'sn rure joke !’

win another minute his hogrt snnk,
nn® e thrimbled with fear test he bl
been pald for the cow In fidry goold
tao, an' should dnd ouly yellow  lenves
in hls pocket,  But, faulth, the nlne
bright goolden guineas—not dirty one-
pond noles——were solld and safe.

this " is a quare

“The sun wis datein’ brightly on
the witlers as Larry hastened nlong the
unrrow  Juotpath by the strenm, an'

. wirubn sharp off before he eached the
foaming waters of the Dargle, mount-
ed the crooked e’ dutzerous way up
the steep Lanks W the high rord, won-
dering why the good poople  couldn’t
havo ladd blm down amler & roadsida
hedge, or In w green  tlald, Instend of
currylng hlm out of his way Intirely to

Powurkeourt Fulin, It was all a mystory an' n

dhrsme to Wm, an’ as he went clong he kept
ropeating, <A forin in my hnds, the owld
leprechuun sudd  he'd be afther showin’® me.

Rhuro an’ mightn't it be somethin’ moore thin

the plane leaves ho ment?  Abl, Kitty e

darling, If I'm sivin days owlder slnee ye snw
mo last, Uvo surved an apprenticesbip that's
made me moore than sivin yenrs wiser.”

¢ From the dny he saw KLty nt the puttorn,

JLarey M'Cunn had takcen to Nuvin® his money.
Itavns kept In e erock hid under tha thateh of
the harn, an' there he went quletly betore s
mit o foot on the kitchen loor., Takin® seven
one-poutid notes un’ ten shilllius out, he put thoe
pine gulnoas in, an’ took to his fmther the pries
- ho hal fixed on the cow.
l i Whera inve ye beon, ye vaganboue, all this
blessod night ' crled old M'Cann, as the broth
of n bhoy put his beight curly head In at the
door.

16 CAN night, father, nll night, (U ye sy 2°
eried Larry, bowlldernd § for ye sec. Mastor Fred,
he thought he haud been o week with the good
people.

e Yes ! onll nlght; for lsn’t the sunsinin’ an
this the blessed Midswinmer-day, ye spaloaen ?¢
Is it drunk yo are before the dew I8 off the
dalsies ? Ah, Larry, lawery e lnd, it's the
wrotyg wiay yez igoln' over sinen Kitty Quin
showed ye the cowld shouldher ; burl cess to the
wholo ot of themn ! But wher's the price of
the baxte 2 If ye were dhrunk, sure ye'd since
left to take care of thut.’

s Ay, an' sure when he found he haed not been
more than a night with the fulrles, he hud
| #ense enougl left Lo kaep his own sueret,  1lis
i mother sl o mighty change bad eome over
: Lawrry, but sorra i guess had she whare {4 eam e
| from,

« He put the potheen nstde when It enme his
fwny, un! took to the farm so Kindly, he went
P about his work whistling, and did as mueh in
s one day w8 ha had ever done in two.  Then he
pwent an arrand to Dublln with the enr, an'
hrought baelk o lot of carpenter’s tools, nn' soma
dale honrds, IHe put thew In nn old shed thet
Cwas tumblin® down, nnknownst (o nny one but
imq brother P’at. Then he put a door on the
! plgety, to knpe the pigs out of the house, an'
i persunded his fathier to hitve the hales in the
i mud floor of the kitchen flinsd up; nn’ conthriv-
: ed somehow to make the farm dacont and comn-
* fortuble, with odd bits of lmprovemaoent hore un’
. there.

i e Amongst It all, be an® Pat gol the crooked

| walls of the shed o skand npright, an’ nandod

4 ! the thateh, an® put the door again on itk Ltwo

i bhingay, an' put n loak an the donr, without o
i word to father or mothor, An’ then, sare, he
i conthrived to put ap some sort of a carpentar's

boneh, :itfter the patthren in the falrles' work-

shop. More wooil was got, an’ troth, one morn-
i in', to her surprive, Mrs. M'Caan found u now
} dule tnble, an® a dresser, an’ an nlsy-chair n hor
¢ kitchen, the ke of whishh wasn’t In u!l Knuls.
f kerry.




