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strange dresses, and the long, flowmg M'Dermott?" she asked alnost iiarti-
hair: 'tis wonderful entirely. i wonder, culatcly, and in a boarse whisper.
now, w)hat'il Nor say whn I tell her "I Divil a bit," was the reply. "I3
all about it Will she lingh at me ?" said there were only two others, Rourke

It was botter tLhan half l al i1n or afte-r aid lialiganu; and n ever- a Connor M'-
imiidiiglit w'hen a lonely way- Dernott was men tioned.''
Jarcr, wending bis way down the Norah lisped ber hands, and raised
steep .oud whicl Iod in the hler eyes in Lhankfulness to Hevaven.
directioi of oti Mlichil O'Brien's cot- l Oi God be thainked, lie is siifb tiei,"
tage, was startced by a souind lilke the sie mu red. But where can lie be?
groain of somle one in great agony, pie- why did he net com on with the
c"eding fi-rn the left lnd side. 'le othrs '

iai kiciew the-e was a largo said-pit in a short time Miclinel O'Brien and
the, nid lie hurried ac os to pee lis daughte-, ueaompanied by somie

dowii into the deep hollow. Below lie stout follws, reched thsand-pit. And
could sec a conifîuIsed îmass f something, piteouis was the spectacle wlichî there
he know not w ;at tor the hauldow of met tleir eyes. The car was al-

the high bank cMne betwecn it and te mist siasled te pieces, and the marc
mooi. Bu t again that giroan of agony ay dead; she had rolled over oun h-
ros to lis ears, more fit and pitifid liead aind broleii her neck. Barry lay
thain before. groanling witl the lieavy wCight which-

Sin the nanm e of Ileaven !" exlaimed lay on hs sUattered limb. A little fur-
the mai, crossing himself "is theje ther away, as if he huad bon dung for-

any poor- suteiing Clistian lying down ward wiei the veiicle vas overtui-ned,
there ?" lay Rourke, insensible, but still lyng.

"li, yes. neighbor," said an eager lIe had received concussion on the
voice in accnts indicative of much pain. brain. But under the debris of the car,

" Our horse took fright, and the car felI lay oor wild merry Jack Halligan,
over iito the sand-pit ; and l'u afraid doubled up, wiith his left haud still clut-
both my companuionsaie killed." ching the isoloss reins; cold and still

Il And who are ou at ale a-ahar?" lue lIy, past ail liuman poer of ure.
anti o >reyen Nor--- - oah diew back with a shuiidder.uske the na wry hem"Poo-, foolish, unhappy Jack! May the

' uatt lord be mner-ciful te his e oor seull e
reply. "And 'tis pool- Jack Hialligan One ofthepurty hai tauen the pr'ca-
and Condy Rourko tliat's lyin h ee-- tion to bring with him sane stimulant

sione dead,1rn tiiin r. waistoaid lie hold it to poor Dan Barrys
Ol m u - P dpalid lips.be doene ?" , But howi about Cannao- MoDem-

Noiglibor,'' said the wounded mn> mott ? le asked. W at eof hm ?"
if yoiu've ne 110h p -ith you, run off at " Y s Da , deur," cied No ah egorly.
once to Michael Or-iei's house below " NYhat's become of Connor ?"
-- run fIr the love of heuven-and toli "Och " groaned the wounded man.

erm wiat's happened. TI'cyHt send help "i wishl I was where lie is now, nosoon 1. un't move; flor- my log s iater for ail thc ghosts in the wori-ld."broken nd the wheel i.s on t." "Ghosts I is the man raving? What
The man stii-ted on I his message 'i on earth I'ye mean, Dan ?"

stantly. and was sean thndering at " Why, youî sec, we wcre talking
O'Biien's dr. The amily were ail up about the ghosts of' the ancient monks
stilf; foi- tey haid ly iist retu-neCL tht, they say, auints the old abbey,

frem the Mitnight Mass ini the parish and mares about in procession there
chapel. They speetily leaned ftrom the very Christmas Ev night. tin
Ian's lips a story diat illed them with wl do Connor, who is ilways a risky
horror anti disiay. Norah, O'Brien ut- daing felow, but he mUst go and se if
tered a loud scureaim and grasped the there was any trith in the story; and
stranger's arm. She was as plie as deatLh the more poor Jack laughed and reason-

nd tr-embling in overy limb, cd against hin, the more obstinate lie
Did ye hai the naime a' Connor becamne, ye sec."


