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he's fat', flar way-may bo dead in a
foreign land. Oit, Master liaitnry-Mas-
-tor Hny-ttetrouble I bc in, if'
you had yourî own !'" And poor' Paddy,
overcome by a riush of' Imemîtories, sobbed
violenitly.

31'. L[don started as if in stiddei
pain, and then for'getfult of his restraint
upon Rois, a short time bfore, urged
the much-surprised aniimal ta his flil

speed. A f'aw mmen ts, and the locige
gates of the Cag wer racted.

Now, tien !" crid Mr. Moldon; and
his voice semed ta tremble with emo-
tion, which strtuck Paddy Hayes pleas-
urably as a sign of sympathy for h imself

hre we aie, Paddy; yu go in and
make your case I wisi you God-speed
and gaod-night 1 Trust ii Godi, iy mani,
and fear nîotiing '!" And, waving hi s
haid iz adieu, Mr. Mioldo dsappea
rapidly rotund the turn of the ver wind-
ing road.

With a trmbling stop and an anxiaus
hîeart, Paddy Hayes made his way np
the avenue, noiw dark in the night
glootnt, deepened by the areiing lime
trees. He prayed as he weIt; and too
fearful ta pass in by te front entrance,
he made his way round ta tue serviants'
quarters, where, as lie liad been hoping,
he taet with Nellie, the nutse. Poor
feilow E ven that picce of good lick
seemed ta imiî a good oen, and it was
with sone itte show of cheerfttiness
h askei the good Nelly to annoince
his arrival te the imaster.

"He was going ait about you ail
day," said Nelly-" the r'it !"

tGod ielp tae, Nilyi: e replied,
for a brass fMrdin of it is'nt iinmy pock-
et fI' him And wIat's worse thait
al-no manes of getting it."

"Gad help yot, Paiy,'" said Noy,
in a soft, soothing tonle of intnse pity.
" Tim Dean was haie yestertay, and
]3111 Cannors and Joh n McGrath.

el ?" asked Paddy, with onger
eyes, for ber mane' had almost depriv-
cd him iof speech.

"Yer'a, what coud you expect?"
answe'el Lta ol nrse, while te big
tears welled up into her clear biight
eyes; " what couli youI expect from the
man who turned out his own flesh and
blood ? 'Tisn't much 'twill eost hiN ta
turn out ot house and home the whole
country side," she continued; "but 1l'l

ax hii for yot, P'addy, atchree, and ii1
nakze iIss Any, the angel, pray foir
you; and ['il say a round of' mny bades
for you dlown on my bcnded kntees while
you are in wit h himi; and the faithful
cr'eature hiirried ofi to Icoop her word.

A few miiinutes after, :nd tihe dining-
rooi door banged to iolently; a heavy,
ipid stepl, a volley of imprecations; and
Mr. Gillard D'Aiton stood face to face
with his victini.

"Nothinîg but the rent would bring
you here at this hour, Hayes,"' e om-
menced. " Yoi are always punctual,
though some days behindhand this gale,"
lie continiIed, ignoring the mute igony
of th eec tihat met his har d, nipitying
stare.

" God help ie, sir," answered Paddy.
Dont: press m Mi. D'Aton," the

)oor fCIow went on ta say witi patssion,
ato earnestness; "eonly give te tiime,
and VU'lpy you all."

"Pay Ime ail l'd like ta sec yoi niot,"
sneered Mr. D'Alt. "Yotî'll pay le
ail and, what's more, you'll pay ie
now-or by--the bailiffs will ba at
your door before a welc."

"II Thon may God have iercy on me,
and forgive you( m'' urmiured the nitfo-
tunate nit ; y last hope is ganc !"

As he staggered towards lte door, ho
left M r. Gilt'rd D'Alton in a state of
rage, uttering a toreIt of impreentiois
too dreadflit ta be described, and cilling
down utimentionable anathmas upon
the lazy, good-for-iotiiiig swindlers who
woiid try ta take IIan ionest tmatn's prop-
erty, and send himîî ta die, in a.wrk-

liuse.
It was ail aver for poor. Paddy fayes.

The fiat lad goe forth ! As poor iHaos
ltouglt of lis rcelentless lIandlord, anid

fhe dear ons in te old home, prayeor-
Ruoy awaiting his retuz, al the agony
of the ma orning timtio-aii with tenfold
its intenist-~sized upn his sou).

Outside the door, staggering and
swaying likte a drnitketn mant, lie was
met by Amy D'Alton and her faithful
attendant. One glance at the white ho»-
to itn is fh e tald tm his story; and
with an infinite grace, born of hier deep
syzmipathy, gentle Amy laid onte snail,
white hand dpon his treibling arm.

"Oh i I ain se sorry for you, Patrick l"
site cied-' sa sorry that I cannot'1i1p
you-4hat l dure net plead for youi"


