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And ho went ?"
"Yes; and I wish I had goe too.

For we droyo away laurglhing arnd
shouting to him, Thon, youi seo, poor
Halligan took the bottle from Condy
therc ta have n drink. At that moment
the marc took fright at the brokien
branch of a troo shaking il the o on-
light, and dashed down the road head-
long. Jaek, holding the bottle--my
curse ipon iti - in his hand ! -
hiad noa ready control over the
reins, and, before wu know whoro we
ware, the frightened boast rolled over
the sand pit killing herself and her
p loor owner-lronest jack, that was no-
ody's enemy but his own-anrd smash-

ing the car ta pieces. There now, yo
know ail."

Norah's lips noved softly in silent,
heartfelt prayer.

'l The old Abbey ?" muttered Michal
O'Brien. " That wheare his fathor that's
dead-Teig McDermott, dacent man-
ursed to go at tines ta pray. Thor's a
guardian sperrit watehing over that
boy."

Even as he spoke the tramp of a
quick footstep was audible on the road
above; and thoy heardl a rich manly
voice singing the beautiful Christmas
hymn, the I Adeste Fideles."

'Tis ho-'tis Connor P" cried Norahe
springing up; and in a few maro nts
more she was elasped in lier wondering
lover's armls.

Why, my darling !" exclaimed the
astonished youth " what on earth brings
you bare, in such a place and at such
an hour ?"

«God be thanked, you ara safe, Con,
nor!-" she murmured. And thon she
hastily told him of the acident which
lad happened ta iis comrades. le
sprang from her embrace, dashed down
the steep embankment, and threw him-
self upon the body of his friend.

"Poor brave Jack?" h grroaned-
"Would to Ioaven that I haed not lot
yoeu go !" He kissetd the cold ahoek, and
cried like a child.

When Connor McDernott rolated hris
adventure in the old ruined Abbey ta his
wondering listenors, they unanimously
rfursed ta believe it a dream. To thon
it was al full and completo confirmation
of the popular belief that, rogularly

Overy year, the spirits of th irucient
mon ks sang thcChristmasit Midnight Mass
in the riniired Abboy chiirh ; and ilthy
said iL was surely the spirit of th fa-
mors old Abbot Lorcan who had
saved the soi af tha McDormott's from
the frate of his comparnions.

Corrîa is now' tho rspectod fatiher
of a largo f Nily, with a boxoni, bright-
eyed wife boside iirm; and ofteln by the
Christmas 1iroside, ie tolls the story of
iis vondirfuil dreaim ta an cagor' crowd
olyoang listeners.

Dan Barry and Condy Roarri-ko arre also
narried and >rosperous, as things in
Ireland go-w lrich is saying very little;
and they ara bath reopurted ta b as sobor
and respected mon as ara to be foumnd
in tie whole barony.

OLD'TME AND T.

Old Time and 1 the otier iigit
Slad a carouse together;

Tie wine was golden varm, and bright-
Av i like isuminer wealither,

Quoth 1, '' Thiere's Christmas cone again,
A nd I no firtir ing riclier

Tiie ainwered, "l A h i the old, old strain-
I prithrce pass Lie pitcher.

"Wiy measrrre ail your good in) gold ?
No rope of sand is wçeaker ;

'Tis hard to get, 'tis iard to hrod-
Come, liid, fi1inr vapour beaker.

Hast thou not found triue friends more true
And loving ones more ing?"

I courld burt say, " A few-a few ;
Sa keep Lhe liqnid moving.

" Hast thou not seeir tie proi'rous kiave
Conie dowi a irecious thrri rmper ?

Bis cheats dis'c osed ?" "I have-I hlavei l",
" Well, suirely tiat's a buiper."

"Nay, h1old a wvhile ; Pre seei tire just
Find ail their hopes grow dinmmer."

<' T ey vil iopc on, and strive, ani trust,
4 And coiqiri 1" "l Tihat's a brimmer.'

'<'Tis not becaise to-day- is dark,
No brigi ter days before 'ei;

Tiere's rest for every stormr-tossed bark.
"So beiti Pass tie jorum "
Yet I niust n t siouild not nind
To be a little richer."
Labor and w'ait, rind you may find-
iallo i an empty pitcher."


