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¢ Mother, the colleen says the truth,” blandly
continued Murty ; *I was never given to say or do
what *ud give pain to the heart of a stranger, not to
talk o’ you; an’ I tell you again, an’ I know what
I’m sayin’, that you’ll live in the ould house to the
ind 0> your days, asy an’ comfortable an’ happy, if
you like.” .

Moya had begun to listen to Murty with a beat~
ing heart : now she looked at him in breatidess in-
terest. The widow relaxed her clasped fingers from
her knees, put back, with one hand, the neglected
grey hairs from her face, and rested the palm of the
other on her low stool, that so she might enable
herself to turn round, and gaze her full wonder into
the speaker’s face. Her fluent words eecased.

“First an’ foremost,” Murty went on, “you
don’t owe a laffina o’ rent in. the world wide, this
blessed moment ! there’s ihe landlord’s resate in full,
to the prasent day.” He laid it on her knecs. *¢ An’
will you b’lieve me now, mother dear 7

Moya, uttering a low scream of joy, suddenly
knelt, clasping her hands, looking upward and
moving her lips in prayer. The aged woman
snatched up the paper, started on her feet, flung
back the gown which had been hooded round her
head, tottered to the rush-light in the middle of the
floor, read the writing, and saw there was no
mockery.

“May the ould widow’s blessins,” she began,
also kneeling, ¢“fall in a plentiful shower on the
head that—that- ?? she could not go on ; a passion
of tears interrupted her spcech. Moya piously fin-
ished for her the intended blessing, adding,  An’
mine with it, our Father in hcaven! mine—the
blessin’ o’ the poor widow’s orphan child on whoever
it is, that takes my mother out of her sare throuble
this holy and blessed night !> She then arose to
assist her parent off the floor-to her low stool again.

¢ 7Tis more nor two years,”” resumed Mrs.Moore,
wiping with her apron the plentiful moisture from
her eyes and her wrinkles, ‘““more nor two years
since a tear fell from me; my heart was crusted
over wid bitterness, like the wather when the frost
is upon id : an’ I’m cryin’ now because the thaw is
come to me; don’t be afcared, Moya; don’t let it
throuble you ; nor you, Murty, asthore ; it’s the joy
makes me cry, an’ it will do me good.”?

For some lime the certain tidings that she was
not to be turned out of her house—the howc of her
fathers, of her youth, of her womanhood, and of her
matronly consequence—were sufficient tidings for
the widow Moore ; and as she professed to receive
relief from her tears, Murty allowed her to indulge
them without interruption. i

Moya also experienced a temporary abstraction of
joy, though not of a nature so selfish as that indulg-
ed in by ber mother ; in fact, her heart thrilled with
pleasure, because her mother’s had been comforted.

| Both, however, awakened, at length to the intereat



