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I wonder if it secms us long

To you; three years have’ pm,qod or more,
Bince, lonth to spank the inat \vord' .
We xm.rwd at the vh\c wrenthed door.

The grnceful gesture of your hand,

Your wistful eyes, I see them yet,

And hesr from out those pleading lips,
The whispered mandate, “ Don't furget.”.

Ah, was it that your faith in me
‘Was weunk; or that my thoughts you read,
And guessed the plot my britln umcelvt.d,
. Black as the heavens overheud ?

Fast fell the rain, the pnllm moon . :
Wes hidden by the tempest’s raek ¢
“Adjeu! youeried; ' now, don't rorget :
To brlng our best umbrelia back P!

THE o’ DUNNELLS
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A THLE OF THE FAMINE mns m IRELAND i
. " By D. P, CUNNINGHAM, LL;D.,

Author of *Shorman’s March through {ho South,”
_Hrpe Irtah Brigads and s Clmnpuigns .
S Bnraﬂold or, The Liast Great Struggle:

“furIrelond,” ete,, ete. .

CHAI’TLR XV. —(C’ontmmd)
o By my sowl, Mary, but I'll sober you
'bc(ou, we lave the flure, for all that?

# Faiks, nvounm.n, you“'muy do your
best; you. never ‘seeni the' day that: you
could:beat'n Cahill on the ﬂmc "and My
atungthcmd lm boast hy a frcsh dmplny
of agility.

S Armhl Mary Inmm is thnt it} sure
you know tho Cormack ‘bload never gave
in,Y.and: James; 'too,” would inmiprove his
spu.d in heel and toe andsnip lus ﬁngcrb,
a8 if in'defiance, |

-_“ Success, Muryl h(.s ﬂnggmp‘ a ban

'ch“ r/ Luy to it, Jutiies ; bravo § wlust l"
4TI hould o [,n]lon on Mary? o
.4 Done | said, anotht_r' o gnllon 0\16 of

'sumt—— R

for myself, avourneen machreé! T have too-
:much, so let us stop,” and he took Mary
by the hand,

«“Ha, hal? said. Mary, with an arch
smile, I knew that my feet were too light
for. you James.

“ Sthrike up the ‘ Fox-hunter's ng’"
said Shemus-n-Clough, -

Shemus commenced dnncmg it by huu-
self, keeping time to the music with his
feet and club, L

- “Success, Shemus. . Dhoul- a better.
Arrah | that's the music ; you'd think it is
the how, bow, wow of 'the hounds you'd
hear,™ raiil Shemus all the time keeping
his hug,t. fret movmg_
< ACMushal isn't nplcnsnnt faith it would

iearly muke me jump through the windy ;
‘there:it is again; bow, bow,; wow t«llyho ]

hurkaway ; here: Dldl) ho Juno u\llyho
tallyho, in‘the mornin' ! and: Shomus
finished his capers amid roars of laughter,

Riader,” have: you ever. seen an Irish:
dnnee ?- Tt i3 none of your. stately draw-
ing-room' affairs, where you lead: your
pirtner with - ‘slow and. measured step
thirough the mazes: of a full set; no such
thinu.‘ There thiey are, four, or perhaps
eight COll]IILS twisting, turning,capering,
snapping their (mgnra, hitting their. hama

with their hcols, in the full buo) ancy of

rpirits, :

St Mashal T thmk yeo have couff of it
now for # sthait ; arn’t ye belther sitdown
and have a dl\l‘inli,!’ said Mrs. Butler,

“t I think -so too, mu’am,” said- the
Rover,
So, théy all sat down - nroun(l a large

table with their girls Ly their sides, and .

Mrs: Butha's ﬂnwing cans of ale and
porter -before them, to-each and all df
which:th. y did nmplv. justice.

SUAfter a thme “a voluble flow of soft :

nounscnsé, snarches of songs,” and ‘sundry
hip, hip, huiras! give furclble proofs of the

smng,th of Mrs. ‘Butler's drink, and also.*

{o'the very decint: manner in.which the
suint -was' treated.: i Shemus-a-Clough's
voice rore - liky a little tempest above the

rest, asthe mingled snatches of his favorite.

lmntmg songs wzth othus in honor of the
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