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quitted his father's home by the silvery
Suir, had since become a wise and pru-
aent matron, the mother of three sons
all “‘natives’'—ay!

gan lived on the most friendly and
familiar footing, and if a cloud did at
overshadow the brightness of | nc
their intercourse—as clouds will over-
shadow all things human-—it was soon
dispelled, either by some little dex- | m

or, perhaps, an act of con-
trition from Tim or Miles, or whoever | H
might be the offending party. Thus
had things gone on for years and years, | bl
ever since Tim brought out his pretty | nc
young wife, on the special advice and | *
invitation of Mrs. Blake and her hus b
band, who had made the grand voyage
some ten years before. S0 now uual |
have brought forward the leading
characters of my story, and giv the | sl
reader an idea of their distinctive
features, I will leave them to speak and
act for thomselves.

The children of the two families had
been brought up together, as one might
say, and were almost like brothers and
gisters all round. Eliza Blake, being,
from her intancy, of a frial and delicate
constitution, was regarded alike by
brothers and cousins, with a sort of

Flanagan,

w

her faults | 4

most cases, anticipated ;
w

were not many, and, such as they were,
might be chiefly ascribed to the over-
indulgence of allaround her. She was,
by nature, mild, gentle and affection-
ate, but sickness had made her some:
what querulous, and the extreme fond-
ness of parents and friends made her
over exacting ; still she was a very
good little girl, and as for prudence
and discretion, they geemed to have
been born with her, or, at least, de-
veloped themselves ia her much earlier
than they usually do in children. She
was what is called “‘an old fashioned | T
little girl,”’ and was, moreover, the
oracle of the family, as a petted child
too often is. Harry, the brother, was
a fine healthy boy, full of fun and frolic;
talented beyond most boys of his age,
but exceedingly averse to study. I
Generous and high-spirited to a fault
he was easily offended, and just 2as
easily pacified, so that, though con-
stantly engaged in some boyish quarrel,
he was still a general favorite amongst
his companions. Harry was a particu-
lar favorite with his uncle Flanagan,
probably because he was an exact coun-

h
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trous mancuvre on'the part of good Mre, | seng to
sent, but she had no fancy for seeing | ¢ |
sure I do all I can, and their father ing
his face, & | like manner, to make them good Catho-
’ Cross,

some

use of all this squabbling and fighting?"’

whaut it is, and 1
man like youto encourage him in these |1
wild pranks.”

Miles.
Harry to run away from the young I
vagabounds—would you ?
on account of his religion that they're | |

10 a parcel of young scamps like them,
when they get a running down his | ¢
religion 2"’
* Well, no, Miles, I would not,” infidel sshool.
said Mary hesitatingly, ‘' but see—see

black eyes or bloody noses as Harry

Haven't they it all their way there ?
They haven't to stand up for their

all. I'm sure it saves their mother
many a fright that my lad gives me.”

that's it's worth come trouble to have

Flanagans will grow up regular nincom-
poops—not a word in their heads, and
no more spunk in them than so many
kittens.
with a word or a blow to keep ap his
religion, and I tell you once for all that
there’s no place so good as a Protest-
ant school, for a Catholic boy to learn

every one of them. Timothy—or as he
was more generally called — Tim Flan-
agan, followed the trade of a leather-
dresser, and bad gained, by his per- |y
severing industry, a position of ease
and comfort. His wife wan a quiet, |
home-loving woman, a neat, tidy house-
wile, a careful and affectionate mother,
and, to crown all, a simple, sincere
Ohristian — an Irishwoman of the good
old times. Neither Tim nor his wife
was much versed in controversy ; they
knew little, and cared less, about the
various new-fangled systems of religion;
v were good, old fashioned Catho
ligs, as their fathers were before them,
and their chief ambition was to bring
ap their childrenin the same faith, As
jor the ehildren themselves, they were
just what might be expec ted from such
paronts ; healthy and blooming as
mounbtain flowers, chee riul, docile and
Various shades of character
course, discernible amongst
they were, or less,
ecommon to all. There was Kdward, or
Nedl, a fine boy of twelve ; Thomas and
John, aged ten and eight, and two little
girls, Kllen and Susan, the one between
five and six, and the other four. Susy
was., a8 might be expected, the pet ol
the family ; and as there geomed no
likelihood of any further increase, her
1 became every day more con-
|, a fact of which the little damsel
sopmed fully cognizant. Take them
sltogether, there was not in New York
5 wappier ily, or one more [ree

1
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wore, ol

thewm, but, more

gion was the sun of
systom, giving HMfe and

their solar
warmth to themselves and all around

either Tim or Nelly had
their failings—and who has not ?—they
were so few, and so little obtruded on
their neighbors, that they were both
respocted and beloved by all who knew
them.

Timothy Flanagan had a sister some
yoars older than himself, the wife of a
Galway man, named Miles Blake, who
4 provision store in the next

I'he Blakes were a good sort of

them. If

ple in their way, but not by any
weans 80 good as the Flanagans. Both
) d and wife were more anxious
fov ma g money than anything else ;
and though they pioiosse itob 1

tholies, and were so considered by

AN wople, yet religion was, with
: mly a secondary object—all vory
well in its place, so that it did not en
ross too much time or attention.

usiness !

tair with the Blake lax

vas the grand
y at least

business "’

e elders of the house. Otherwise,
vere, as 1 have said, a worthy
pouple, strietly honest in their deal-

(nd and aflectionate between
sol ves, and, with all their closeness
ey matters, still ready and will
pare something to those who
Miles Blake

o stood in need of it.

WL ¢or behind any of his neighbor
when a collection was taken up, especi
oily il it were for the building or re

Miles thought
built and re

¢ of a chureh, for

rches ought to be

ay, and the priest decently
supportod.  But  further than that
Miles did not care to go. Schools, or
wavents, or the like, were, in hisopin
o ¢ NO means necessary people

t on without the convents,
A b he didn't deny but they did a
srent doal of good,” and as for Catho
sehools, he did not see what the
yoople wanted with them, when the
Seate had provided good schooling for
sheir children, free of all expense. Yot
L Miles was always on pretty good
somos with his priest, and complied,
roo & year or s0, with his religious
duties, deeming that quite suflicient.
O¢ several children who had boen born
m. Miles Blake and his wife had

terpart of himself.
used to say that Tim Flanagan hadn't a
child of his own so like him as Harry

either ; for he's a fine likely boy, and a
good-hearted fellow, with all his wild-
ness.”’ :

The neighbors

Jlake—**and he's no disgrace to him,

This ** wildness’’ was considered the
nore excusable, as it generally mani
ested itself in qnarrels with his school-
nates on the score of religion. There

was searcely a day that Harry Blake
did not get into some
fending his religion.

well pleased to hear of these tilting
matches, in which Harry was almost
sure to comeoff victorious; he glorified

scrape "' de
His father was

in his son’s ‘‘mettle,”” and proudly

prognosticated that he would sooner or

later **cram the truth down their

throats—that he would; he'd teach

them to vilify his religion, and blacken

poor old Ireland !"'

And why was it that Tim Flanagan’s
boys, sturdy and robust as they were,
and brought up by a mother so good
and pious, were never seen or heard
fighting for their religion? Simply
because they were not exposed to hear
it reviled or calumniated. True to his
character and principles, honest Tim
Flanagan never sent one of his children
to a Ward school. His motto was:
¢ Shun danger wherever you see it,"”
and, in pursuance of that prudent pre-
copt, he always declared that a child of
his should never set foot in a Protest

ant school, with his consent. ‘At
least, while I'm over them,’”’ he would
add. ** If they choose to run the risk,
any of them, when I'm gone, they may
do it, of course, but not till then.'
Iis wife smiled and said nothing, but
it was well known that, with all her
mildness, she was, on this point, to the
full as inflexible as her husband.

Many and many a time did Miles and
Tim discuss the question ; sometimes
thoy talked very loud, and grew very
hot upon it, but still matters remained
as they were: Miles sent his boy and
girl to the Ward school, and the young
I"lanagans daily went their way to the
Catholie Schools attached to St. Peter's
Church.

St. Poter's School had two depart

wents, one for boys, the other for girls
the former taught by a certain Mr.
Lanigan, a fine spocimen of the good
old Catholie teacher ; the latter under
the direction of the Sisters of Charity,
and a flourishing school they had of it.
Phere were but few Catholie schools in
the eity, perhaps not more than two or
three, and St. Peter's was about the
largest. And a very good school it
was. Many and many a valued citizen
did it bring up for the State, and not a
fow of the boys who ** sat at the feet’
of worthy Mr. Lanigan have since at
tained a gorod position in society by
their industry and good conduct, not

to speak of the sound business educa
tion there received.
The school question was always a

bone of contention between Tim and
Miles, but, as [ have already observed,
neither could succeed in convineing the
other, although Miles had been known
to admit, after some of these debates,
that, **sure enough Tim came pretty
hard on him."

Sometimes discussions  took
place in presence of the children, and
though, at first, they seemed to pay
but little attention to the matter, it
gradually sank into their minds, and
was often discussed amongst them-
selves when their parents were not
present. HKliza Blake was the first to
adopt her uncle’s views, as far as a gir!
of her age could adopt them, but when
sho ventured, for the first time, to tell
her father that she

these

remaining ; one a boy, of four
»r fifteen, and the other a girl, of
we. The latter was so pale and
dedieate looking that it scemed as
phough she were destined to follow her
yrothers and sisters to an early grave.
Porhaps it were better she had, but
such an idea never oceurred to her
doting parents, who loved their chil-
dren * not wisely, but too well.”

cot 1, he

nk of such a thing. **The

are pleased! with it, you
object.  You would not

pleases you, pleases me.
and empty this bag of potatoes—I want
the bag for something else.”

would much rather
{ 'he Sisters' School with her little
cut her short at once, and
told her, with unusual sternness not to ion
school
you're at is a very good one, Eliza,
and as long as your mother and mysell
need not
have been as
far on as you are now, take my word
for it, if you had been at the Sisters’

Let me hear

with you." p

For some years Mrs. Blake did not
uch care where the children
school, so long as they

were Yy

arry come home day after day with
unsightly bruise on
ack , a swelled
6. She had a womanly dislike for
fighting,”” and would have
stter pleased to see her boy less of a

t

“ Now Miles, what on earth is the |a

|
pugilist, and more of a scholar. I liec childrep
|

10 said one day to her husband, after

“Jt's a mercy

woman, what ||
retorted

alive,
me do ?"’

“ Why, man
ould you have

Isn't it all

own on him,and I'm sure youwouldn't | !
jish a son of yours or mine to give in | I

ow the Flanagans boys don't get

does ?"’ Protestants we had in the same
“ Humph "’ said Miles, ‘‘ to be sure parish.”’
they don't, and why would they ? “ Apd we hadn't one—not ome,”

eligion, like poor Harry.”
* And maybe they're better off, after

*’Ay, but then, Mary, you must own

[arry learn to defend his faith. The

I like to see a fellow ready

pluck."”

« Well, well, Miles, you know best,"’
was the submissive answer. ‘‘ What
Come here,

Before the potatoes were all turned
out, in came Tim Flanagan, his fine
open countenance brimful of sly humor,
thongh he thought proper to affect a
grave demeanor. ** Good luck to the
work,”" said he, * for I see you're
handling the murphies, there—and fine
specimens they are, too, considering
that they didn’t grow in Ireland.
What's gone wrong with Harry this |
morning ?"’ |

¢ Oh ! not much, Tim, not much," |
said Miles, rubbing the dust leisurely |
off his hands ; ‘‘ he's been at his old
trade, that’s all, cramming the lies
down some of the Yankee boys’ throats,

gaid Miles, exultingly, ** school is not
the place to learn religion—let the
y more of it, or I'll not be pleased | parents teach that at home, and the

were | Tim, after all,” said Mary, *‘ there,

lip, or a bloody | ies.'

been | it goes, but do all Catholic parents do

day ? Or do they all get as good teach-
ings at home, aud see as good example
laying some sticking-plaster on a cut | before them as your do ? ard "'—

over Harry's eye-brow.

that the boy isn’t killed long ago—that's breaking in, * the short and the lovg

wonder at a sensible | of it is, my children are a8 faradvanced
girl we know of the same age, and as

anybody else's children.
“ You wouldn’'t have me tell | that, there's not a boy in the oity

than my Harry, and he'd never have

either of us go to a Protestant or an

striet a Catholic as any in the parish,
and, for the matter of that, it's few

said Miles, * there wasn't one within
miles of us.”

not a bit colder or more careless about
your religion than if you had been

riests in chureh,”
“ Well, that does seem right enough,

ou see, Harry and Eliza go to cate-
hism every Sunday morning, and 1'm

““ All right, Mary, all right, as far as

he same? Do you think all the Catho-
attending Ward Schools
ve sent regularly to catechism on Sun-

“ Now, Tim,"" said Miles, suddenly

n their learning as any other boy aud

or religion, theyr'e not a whit behind
If it goes to

eadier to stand up for his religion

Jeen so courageous, or so staunch, if he
1ad been at a school where there was
10 Protestants,"’

“ Then how did you and I get to love
yur religion so well 2 I'm sure we didn't

Poor old Mister Fini-
ran that taught me all I know, was as

“ Very good, and yet you see you're

fighting for it every day of your life."’

“ Well, now, Tim, there's no use in
talking—things are different here, as [
often told you before, and as long as I
sce the children getting on well with
their education, and still remaining
good Catholics, I'm willing to send them
to the Ward School, because 1'd be
very ungrateful if I didn’t, when the
State is so good and so kind as to edu-
cate our children without meddling
with their religion. What do you say,
Mary ?”’ But Mary was busily engaged,
preparing some Indian corn for the pot,
and had no mind to ‘‘bother herself '’
with such debates. *‘Just talk it out,
yourselves,’”” said she, ‘' you're the
best judges ; as for me, I don’t know
mueh about it. You've been arguing
about schools these five years, and I
don't see that it makes any difference.
If T were ye, I'd give it up, for it only
makes dissensions between you.”” So
she went on with her cooking, compared
with which the school-question sank
into nothing in her eyes.

“ Well, good-bye,’’ said Tim, rising
and taking his hat, * I wish you both a
good appetite for your dinner, and a
| better knowledge of what is good for
your children. T hope you'll never

dition that the boys and the girls
should go and better themselves that
she did not think of setting herself
against v,

was leaving
glances of the neighbors, all the gossip
and tittle tattle there was about Dan
Tobin having thrown over little Molly
Graay for
spinster, who bad the fine farm at the

neighbors who had to let their boys

And it was true that Molly g
behind her the curious

. . b
Sarah Gilsenan, the rich

si

She would be no worse ofl than other

and girls go, although she sald in her
heart that none of them had a girl as
pretuy, as clever aud hard-working, as | 8
kind as her Molly. Yet she had the
sense to know that the other mothers
would in all probability think thesame. »
It had come now to the last morning
of all. The little house by the roadside
had never looked so sweet and comfort=
able. All the valley and the hillsides ||
were out in May green. The potatoes | ¥
in the little garden looked flourishing ;
the patch of oats beyond had sent up a
great number of little spears. Scarce- | ¥
ly any of the sowlng had failed.
The door of the cottage was open, | ¢
and snapdragons and wallflowers looked
round the corner of the porch. The
room was flooded with sun that caught
the jugs of lustre ware on the dresser
and struck dazzling rays from them.
There was a cake in the pot oven on
the hearth baking for Molly to take
with her. Presently Johnny Maher, a
neighbor’s boy, would come with the
ass-cart to fetch Molly's few things to
the crossroads, where they would meet
the mail car for Drumglass. The little
box, carefully corded up, stcod by the
door ; a few bundles, leant forlornly
against it. It might have been noticed
that as the mother and child talked
their eyes avoided the box and the
bundles. An old dog lying in the sun
watched his owners with miserable
eyes, knowing, as a dog always knows,
when a departure is toward.
“ I'll write by every mail,’’ said the
girl for the hundredth time.

¢ I'm not saying I won't be proud of
the letters,’’ said the mother, heavily.
+ It won’t be the same thing as your
face in the door asthoreen.’’

¢« Sure, I'll be sending for you fine
and soon."’

“ I'm misdoubtin’. I'd be too old to
change. 'Tis yourself will be coming
back to me."’

« I'll never come back,” said the
girl, passionately. **Is it to have the
finger of scorn pointed at me 2’

* None could do that to my little
girl. 1t isn’t because another behaves
bad that—"’

“ They wor all pitying me and nudg-
ing each other when 1 came in sight.
Kven in the chapel didn't I see them
looking at me to see how I'd take it
when the priest called him. The glen
isn't the same, mother. It 'ud never
be the same again.”’
—** Yet, 'tis a kind and comfortable

1

a1 "
alone,'’ said the wother, *

there,’’ the
cornerake sawed.

I’ve made a bit and ye'll come out 1o

journey,

the grass, as though she had |
burden. oy

* You'll be making yoursell an ele
apt cup of teawhen you go back

Molly, looking at her uneasily,

| wouldn't be caring for it
Tisu't the
Aune as havin one to talk t« 1l
p it. Shep an’ me'll be terrible |

some,

“ You won't be hearing that lad ovep

mother sald again as the
“ 'Pisn't likely in New York," t
irl auswered. ‘' But sure maybe when
1@ we'd be pushing on where we'd
field again.

)

I'm misdoubting it "ud

be as green as this,”’

“ "T'won't be lonesome for you on the
Molly. You'll have Biddy
Jaly au’ the Corrigan boys and Anas
asia Doyle and Julia Heflernan an’ the

Crowes,"”

“ Iudeed, ’'twill be like the gl
raveling out,”’ responded Molly, **

cepting that 'tis the green ocean we'll
have for the green fields.

4 Ye won't be
retving too much, mother 7’
“ 1'1l have them six dozen o' handker-

chiefs to sprig,”’ said the mother., * [
won't be able to sit looking at wmy
fingers. |
be more to do.
the work, Molly."”

And when them's done there'll
You used to lighten

* An' you'll ate your food ? You

won't be thinking it too much trouble
to be getting a bit to ate for your-
self 2"’

* Sure, I'll have ycur share as well

as my own,” said the mother, with a
dreary pretense at gaiety.

It was almost a relief when they

heard the horn of the mail car, and,
standing side by side on the road where
Johnny Maher had just arrived in the
nick of time, they saw it come in sight,
with Willie MeGroarty, the

curly-
haired driver, beaming encourazement

at them,

Willie used to say that he'd rather
face the devil himself than look on at
the parting of the emigrants from those
they were leaving behind. It was
something he liked to hurry over with
the best of intentions. But this tiwe
he had very little trouble,

The Widow Grady and her daughter
clung together for a moment in an im-
passioned embrace. They had the un-
demonstrativeness of their class, and
the unusual demonstration did not last
long. Molly was up on the car, Willio
tucking her in with cushions as a mark
of sympathy, in less time than the pre-
liminaries of parting usually took.

* Cheer up, ma'am,” said Willie to
the widow ; ** sure she'll be comiug
back to you hung down with diamonds
in less than no time.”’

The horn sounded again, Ther
a rush and a clatter of hoofs, and
car rattled off along the straight ribbon
of road, leaving Mrs. Grady aud
Johnnie alone in the middle of

place,"” said the mother.
The sound of the stream bowling

have reason to regret your blindness.”
When he got home, he could not help
expressing his indignation : ** I declare,

and, as there was three or four of them . Nelly, them people below are enough
t

of a cut over his But it's not
worth a pin.”’

“ Poh! poh ! and is that all 2"’ cried
Tim, ** why, the Johuston boys and the
Herricks, and all of them, are making a
great brag of how they gave Harry
Blake a good trouncing this morning,
and one, they think, that he'll not get
over for a while.”

“ They lie, the young scoundrels—-

eye.

they lie,"” cried Miles in a towering
passion. ** They did their best, the
cowardly set—they did their best, but
that wasn’t much. Harry was more
than a mateh for tho whole half

dozen.”’
“ Well ! that same’s a comfert, any-
how,” put in Tim, with his roguish
smile. ‘“ He'll be a first rate bufler
one of these days—ay, faith! neither
Dan Donnelly nor Deaf Burke could
hold a candle to him, if he goes on at
this rate.”
¢ Ay ! you're making your game of
me now,'’ said Miles, somewhat cooled
down, ‘' but so long as the boy fights
for his religion and the honor of old
Ireland, he may fight away and wel-
come. He wouldn't be my son if he
didn't."
“ Ay, thore's the rub,’” said Tim,
earnestly, **it's all very well while he
fights for his religion, but, just keep
him at the same school for three or four
years longer, and you'll see be'll be
readier to fight against it."”
This raised Miles'sire again. ** Why,
then, by this and by that, Tim Flana-
gan, but you're enough to set a man
crazy. It's well come up with you to
talk of my son turning Protestant—did
you ever know a turn-coat in the family
—tell me that now 2"

¢« \What matter whether I did or not,”’
retorted Tim, * I tell you pat and
plain, as I often told you before, that
you're thrusting your two fine children
—and that's what they are, God knows |

into the wvery jaws of perdition.
I don't want any argument about it, for
I know it’s no use arguing with you,

right."’

‘* Well, as you put
ma,'"" replied his sister, ** I can't deny
I'd twice rather se
going to St. Peter's school with your
youngsters.
be sending
school.”!

them to a

they're''—

“ Ay! what are they,
tell us !" said Tim, coaxingly.

* What are they, is it ?'" said Miles

particular for all
and you

do."”

they're
both

religions

Tim, very coolly, ** they're for no relig
that's what's they're for."
“ Why, what do you mean by that X
¢ ] just mean what I say
that's for all religions, as you say, is

cerned.’’

The two families of Blake and Flana-

School, Keep quiet now, Lizzy, and

on him at once, he got a little seratch |

but I appeal to Mary, there, if I'm not
the quesion to
Harry and Eliza

It seems unnatural-like to
Protestant

“ Why, bad manners to you, Mary,
sure there's no Protestant schools here

Miles ?—do

gsomewhat puzzled by this home-thrust ;
 why, they're not for any religion in him any more.
thinkin' of him when I'm pickin' up
gold in New York and sendin’ it over to
There'll be fine letters for you at
11 | grass and the little copse close by them

know that as well as I

¢ Begging your pardon,’” returned

a school
in fact, for no religion, because no
particular religion can be taught with-
out giving offence to some parties con-

“ Well, and that's just what I waat,"’

to vex a saint. Only think, if Miles
isn't as proud as a peacock, because
Harry gets the better of the Yankee
boys.”’
“\Well, Tim dear, I wouldn’'t be
—he'll find out his mistake some of

these days.”

ishly ?
witched.

By my word, I think he's be-
And then, Mary,

sending the children to the Ward School

her to say so,

the children as he has!
are !’
“ Well !

of him,” and,

sive, eh, Tim ?
your dinner."”
TO BE CONTINUED.

MOLLY'S EMIGRATION.

i sonk % 4
Grady
mother that she'd
was going to America with the nex

leaving the glens to the old and in
firm.

head and a crimson cheek.

little Molly, who for many weeks be

appeared.
the old mother.

Molly, her new color ebbing away, t
leave her deadly pale.

neighbors know it. Sure,
» | goin’ on since we were
school together ?
them pityin’ me."

I'll never stay to se

said the mother, bitterly. ‘* A fine la
woman's money.
he'll have wid it.
temper is—"'

‘“ Never mind,
girl, quietly.

. mother,"’

Sure 'tis little

you.
the post office, mother acushla, and I'
. | never miss a mail."”’

)

abandoned herself to her grief.

keep the girl,

bothering my brains arguing with him

** Yes, but isn't it provoking too see
a sensible man, like him, acting so fool-

too. I
know she's at bottom, as much against

as you or I, but she hasn’t the pluck in
She's so submissive, and
so willing to leave it all in Miles’ hands,
just as if she hadn't as good a right to
They're a
temptation to me—I vow to God they

well ! Tim, the worst will
be their own; as for Miles, you often
say yourself that you can make nothing
she answered with an
arch smile, *I'm sure you're not the
man to blame a wife for being submis-
Sit over, now, and take

ht now since Mary
had come in and told her old
been to see Miss
Ailsa at the big house, and that she

shipload of boys and girls who were

She had told her resolve with a high
Even be-
fore she spoke the mother had known
that something strange had come to

fore had gone about silent and pale,
with tightlips and all the roundness of
her face suddenly shrunken and dis-

* Ye couldn't stay and face it 2"’ said
“ "Pwould kill me, so it would,’” said | the

“ All the
wasn't it
at the infant

“'Tis himself needs to be pitied,”

like him to be sellin’ himself for that
Sorra much comfort
Sure, they say her

said the
“ Don't let us talk about
1’11 be

The mother threw her apron over her
' | face then, and sobbing inarticulately
that she was the real gold that was
goiug away from them over the ocean,
but sure Miss Ailsa and the rest of
them meant well, God bless them! she

After that she made no attempt to
It was so much a tra-

over its stones reached them, and the

warm scent of flowers came in through

the open doorway.

“ I'm glad I'm leaving you now, not

in the winter,”’ said the girl. *' Sure,

maybe before the winter comes I'll be

sending you money for the passage.

You've enough in the teapot to carry

you on till 1'll be sending, and iv looks

all for a good year. 1 never saw a

better promise on the potatoes.”

She got up restlessly, went to the
door and looked out. Below her in the
valley, around her on the hillsides, she
saw the white houses, little and big,

embowered in their trees and bushes.
The valley wasas green as the sea.

“1 don't know that I ever saw the
glen looking better,’’ she said. ** An’
though I'm going of my own free will,
'tis many's vhe time I'll be thinking of
you and it and seeing it in my mind as
it is to-day.”

She turned away sharply. She had
caught sight of the spire of the church
and had remembered that her false
lover was to be married there in a
week’s time, For the time being the
treachery and wrong she had suffered
had turned the most sacredassociations
into a cloud of pain and shame.

“ I'll be nearing New York by then,"’
she said to herself, and then she smiled
at the boy who had just drawn up his
doukey cart at the little gate.

¢ Come, Johnny,”’ she said, ‘‘we're
waiting for you ; sure, you know the
mail car won't wait for us.”

 Plenty of time, Molly,’" Johnny re-
sponded, imperturbably, and, indeed,
Molly had known that there was plenty
of time. ** Ye'll have lots of time on
t | the other side, never fear,”’ he said, as
he took one end of the little tin trunk,
- | while Molly took the other. Johnuy
was by way of being a philosopher, and
had no idea of how his sage remark
made Widow Grady wince. Johnny
was honestly envious of all those who
went to seek their fortunes in America,
and was very impatient for the time to
come when he hims'1f should be
sufliciently grown up to take that high-
way to freedom and fortune.

Molly and her mother were to
take a field path to the crossroads. It
skirted a fleld of vetches, went along
bare upland of a turnip field,
o | elimbed through a little wood and over
the spur of the hill, and then down
through a pasture field to the stile

e | roads.

They were at the stile too early.
The necessity for doing something had
d | made them, as soon as the griddle cake

hour too soon.

was voecal with birds.

from her.

back without them.'

which brought you out at the cross-

was baked, lock up the house and start,
with Shep at their heels, quite half an

They sat down on a grassy bank and
looked back the way they had come.
The flield was full of little clumps of
cowslips, tall over the white and gold
of daisies and buttercups that almost

Mrs. Grady was carrying the griddle
cake and a few fresh eggs in a tin box.
She would not allow Molly to take them

“ Sure, God knows when I'll be doing
anything for you again, child,’’ she had
said, ** and ’tis tireder I'll be going

road.
* I'd be earryin’ you back if youlike,
ma'am,’”’ said Johnnie. *' You

seems
tired."’

* No, thank you, Johnny, I'll wal
she answered, turning from the urchin’s

serious gaze. ‘' 1 misdoubt,”” she mut-
tered to herself, ** that I'll ever be auy-
thing but tired again in this world.’
She elimbed over the stile into the
field. As she did so her feot knocked
against something. It was Molly's
cake. There too, was the little box of
eggs.

sShe lifted her hands in distress. lor
a moment she had a wild notion of run-
ning atver the car, but recognizing its
tutuity, she just picked up vhe things
and set out on her homeward walk.

The old dog lagged behind her as
heavy-footed as she. Once she noticed
him,

¢ 'Tisn’t the same as when she was
with us,’”” she said, ‘‘Sure, isn't it a
hard thing, Shep, that the young must
go an’ only th’ ould be left 2"

It was only 10 in the morning still
and the day turned round endlessly
long.

sae had shut her door with a feeling
that she wanted no sympathy as yet.
The day was so golden outside that
enough light came through the lictle
window for her to do her sprigging by.
She could not afford to sit idie even
though her brain felt dull and her
heart numbed. She sat there putting
in the stitches and feeling that the
light of the house had gone out of it and
would never return. Molly talked of
her going out to her, but sure the old
people didn’'v do thav. it wouldn'v be
tair to the girsha, and even il she
could do it, she doubted she'd stay long
enough in it. She had never been a
very strong woman, and of late she had
been feeling that the wheels of lite ran
painfully tor her. Would they not siop
altogether when the spirit haa so little
will to keep them going ?

Some time towards evening the dog
¢ume and put his head on her kneee
He was Molly's dog, and had been
given to her a puppy when she was &
child.

“The poor beast's huagry and
thirsty,”” said the mother, getting up
and putting away the fine muslin she
had been working upon.

The day had gone intolerably slow,
yet she hardly seemed to live through
it so benumbed she had felt.

As she fed the dog she remembered
that Molly about this hour would be on
the big ship., It was to sail some timo
during the morning hours. To-morrow
every minute that passed would be tak-
ing Molly farther and farther away
from her. Was Molly thinking of her
now as she was thinking of Molly ?
Sure it wouldn’t be natural, The child
was young and had the world beloro
her. She was among boys and girls
she knew. They were talking of the
grand new country they were going to.
Sure she wouldn't have her teel like

hid the green of the grass. The corn- | herself. Hadn’t she kept it from her
crake was sawing away in the deep | those lastdays ?

She woke with a start in the early
morning. So vivid had Dbeen gher
dreams that she thought she could yet
hear the squish of the waves under the
keel of the big ship as she glided out.
She could see Molly's face looking ab
her over the side. Other mothers who
had gone to Derry with their children
had described it to her, She wished
now that she had not been said by

Now she had laid them beside her on

Molly, that she had gone, too. Why, it

AUGUBT 1
’__
she had, they wo
more hours toge!
forbidden it, say
have her return

It was 4 o'cloc
sparkling in a m
glen was_like a |
birds were all
desolately awake
a bed longer.
she bad slept d
of Molly's in

rhaps, for she
here lay Molly
box of eggs on t

She heard th
membered that
milk her. Befo
she went out a
the creature’s «
brought the m
with a clean \
habit. Then sl
the fire.

The habit o
If her heart v
reason for bei
swept the litt
being consciow
pain which pre
acute. Just n
frain from sp
missing her, L
the doorway,
head that had

When she
made it was
fast. She sat
The dog caw
her knee and ]

her.
* God help
said out loud
About 7 o
hung her kett
the turf fire.
cloth on the t
little bit of
griddle cake,
and a drop
bottom of a ju
She cut a s
to the dog.
¢ I wonder
creature,’’
getting out
had the egg
drop o' the
lagher at th
of her do be |
The kettle
selt a cup |
head from pi
the ashes **
stand in the
hurled herse
like a catap
¢ Molly !
Molly Grad
the mother.
“ Ay, ind
like a bad p
you again,
stayed the
waiting for
4 o'clock.
slowest I e
get back to
“ Ah, wh
all 2"’ said
arm’s leng!
face. Coul
looked so p
thrown her
farm.
¢ Sure,
heard then
quay-side
to be goi
Tobin's sal
mother in
gone out o
as if I'd
want and
Shep, th'
atin’ me.
est girl )
sure my,b
* What
have you
“ Glory
cakes no
could ate
the boat,
ance that
screechin
an’ says
home anj
ladder a
speak to
enough @
but the x
took to n
luck in
again bu
coming t
shamrocl
me to A
slen’ th
hy"A, a8
'"I'was
heard tl
big ship
‘¢ Tak
girls wic
superiol
emigrat
Set ano
ter, an
please,
A lit
of tea b
waiting
her cha
*¢ Th
nice b
lookin’
‘ He
and a |
tired «
A.P.

The:
imperi
ligquors
degree
people
teel mc
ness a
is to
and 1
light-!
We of
“*gocit
is to 1
are pl
vidua
drink
socief
Prud
spect
1y alc
8¢ The



