
MRS. GOODPe1LLOW'S MoNey.

REMEMBER very well the day that we first saw the

old woman with the shaven head. 1 was twelve and
Johnie xvas ten. It was about sunset that she came

ete and begged mother for the love of God to take her
in for the night. She had a wild look in ber eyes,

andi lier clothes seemed buddled on anyhow. She wore
neith'Žýr bonnet nor cap, and her head was shaved bare from
the crown to the poli. Father was away that day. H1e
ba-d gone to a -jair twenty miles off to seli a young cart-
horse for bis nrs-ter, Farmer Bridge. If be had been at
home, I doubt whetber the old woman would ever have been
let in. But mother was Irish, and it went against her to
refuse hospitality to ally one.

Mother was very pretty. She had dark, curly bair, and
real Irish dark blue eyes. She was very merry. I remem-
ber how she would put ber bauds on ber bips- and dance a
jig in tbe middle of tbe kiteben to amuse us children, and
gay and sweet her laugb used to be when-fatber tried to,
talk the Irish.

'She told us to, take our supper outside that evening, and
eat on tbe docrstep. But we went across the road and sat
on the fallen tree, and Timn Hegarty brougbt bis tbere too,
and we told bim about the old woman. Bi-s mother came
out on ber doorstep to, listen, and sbook ber hlead. There
are only tho two, cottages just on the edge of tbe common,
nearly a mile froin the village. Widow Hegarty and Tim
lived in one, and we lived in the other Tim is the samie


