
the desired end.* So one bright day, when Ould
Michael was su himself on bié Po15 

"p ee'stage drove up t,'o his door and, as in the Old 'Ys.,
dropped the maiI-bagý Ould Michael stood. up
ànd, waving his hand to the driver,' said:

Shure, yeve made a mistake; aný I'm, not
blamin' ve.71Yw -

Not much," said the driver. I always bring
my mail to the postmaster?'

Rurrah 1 sung out. God save ý', the
Queen!

The littlé crowd that, had gathered round took
up mý cheer.

IÇVh -ve me'an,- byes said Ould Michael,
weaklY-,

It means," said ýIeFarquhar, that if you
have the strenýth'yqu mùst look after ypui mail as
-the postmaster should."

There was a joyous five minutes of coneatula-.,
tion; tfien the procession formed as befo_ and,
led by Ould -Michaèl, marched into the old cabin.

With trembling fingers Ould Michael ent, the
strings and selected his letter- «

.ýf.BUt fhere11 be no more celébration, byes," he
W nor was there.
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