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= THE SNOW DRIFT;
OR,

HOW IT HAPPENED.

¢] tave been looking out for your honor.
[tis gowg to le
an awful mght ; and sure you would be likely
yourself intirely 10 one of our Ballzbrake

¢1 am afrad that it is gowng to be a bad nlg‘ht,
’;]re;.lied; tapd I would rather be 1inside
the ¢ Blue Boar’ for the next tweaty-four hours,
{ban out of 11> I gave eyself a shake as I
spoke, ond scattered a miniture shower of snow-

fl,kes right and left. . .

¢ ] am afraid that you are very wet, sir. Wil
ou let me take your coat for you, and dry it ?
sud Pat Doolan’s wife, bolding out ber baod for
ihe coat as ske came forward from the brightesi
and oeatest of kitchens.

¢Well, 1t 1sa pice look out for me, Dat,—
Here am I likely to be kept tor days 1a- doors by
{he weather, and ot much to do either, sard I,

dsmal tone, as 1 followad Pat and bis wile '
!

2
icto the warm kiichen,

¢ Not much tn do, is it ?’ asked Dat, as he';
loucted my pertiolio, which I Lad kept all the ;
time i my band. ¢ Sure, your honor, you can
make your pictures while the snow lasts P

¢How can I, when 1 cqunot get out to draw
any? 1 tock one scene to-day, tbeugk—such a
pretty one ; and st will do
1o work a1 after that I do not koow what 1
ghall do to occupy the time. This is the view I
pave taker ; can you tell me the name ofat,
Pat 7 smd I, untying my portfolio, and taking
out a sketch, which I showed to bum.

¢ Begad ! could I tell you the name of it;
cried Pat, as be caught up the drawing, while a
delighted expression spread over his jovial, good-
tempered features. ¢Indade but I could. And
if \hat 18 mot Mamnowen itself, my name is not
Pat Doolan/’

Muizowen? I repeated; ¢well, I do not
koow 1t by any pame, but I am glad to know
that it bas one. 1t 18 that large manor on the

tion, the prettiest and largest estate 1o the neigh-
borhood, I should say.’

1% that same, your honor. Sure I know it |
as well as T koow the nose co my face. Wasn’t
it myse)f that lived there, boy and mav, for
twenty years and more ? and would I not be liv-
ing ibere now if Mary bad oot stept in between
me agd the ould place? Bedad, but they were
mighty fioe times at the Hall then; sure it was
a pleasure to get a ghimpse through the windows
of the gay doinas that weat on in Mrs. Morgan’s
life. She was made for enjoyment, and she made
ibe most of what fell to her share. Ab,itisa
lonely ould place now, by all accounts.”

¢ Why 7 I asked ; ¢ does no one live there?’ |

¢t They do, your hooor, but sure the blind doo’t
see llie supshine, do they 7’ asked Pat, witha
knowing look, and his head on one side.

¢Certainly 20t said I; ¢but you make me
curious, Pat. I should like to hear the bistory
of Mamowen Hall if there is one to tell ; I am
very fond of stories.

*Sure s not much of a story,’ he replied ;
fit is only about a snow-drift, your honor.’

To my utter amazement Pat’s face quvered
all over with uncontrollable mirth, and he burst
1nto a bearty ringing laugh, which he kept up
unlil the tears filled his eyes, and in which hus
wile ag beartlly joined.

¢ Oh, your honor, I laugh whenever I think of
it. Sure I’ll tell you myself how it was, and
then you'll know all about it said Pat,as le
passed his coat-sleeve over his eyes.

¢ Well,” said 1, ¢ 1 will tell you what I mil do.
If Mrs. Doolan will be good enough to take me
up some tea now, 1 will go up and getit, and
later in the evening I will come down and take
that jolly arm-chair 10 the hittle bar parlor, and
smoke my cigar with you, and you can satisfy
my curiosity, Pat.’

¢ Bedad, that will be fine,” said he. ¢ Do you
mind that, Mary ; and will you see to a roaring

out of the cheery, bright kitchen, and up the oid-
fashioned staircase—which was broad encugh for
a coach te drive up — ioto my room at the top.
"The fire was burning brightly, and laying aside
my pottfolio, I lighted a cigar and sat down to
raminate.

I felt very dismal, very lonely in my sell-120-
lation. Here was 1, Sir Archibald Verelst, of
Castle Roydon, snowed up at a small Irisk way-
side inn. I bad been wandermg about, sketch-
g, through seme of the wildest parls of the
Emerald lsle, until at last T had fallen m with
Pat Doolan’s suug little home, and taken up my
quarters there, votil — hke all else in life — I
wearied of 1t, ard commenced my waodericgs
again.

What an unsatisfactery life 1 had been lead-
mg for the lest fifteen years! Oae month in
sunny Spaw, backivg beneath the blue sky or
sheltered orange groves ; the mext periaps would
find me ehasing the tiger through the jungles of
Bengel, or drivng furicusly to the music of sti-
ver bells in sopw-heund Duesia,

My friends called me funseltled.’
that T wase restives; but I koew to wial to at.
tribate wy nfirmity of purpose,

Wheu

1 was twenty 1 was ensaged to marry
my cousin, Maud Marel.  Frma the earliest
childbosd Marud had been the idsi of wy young
life, and we were {o Lave been married when |

attatned my majority, and took my father’s place

for human apticipations !} the night before my
birthday Maud rap away with my best friend,
and so ended my life’s shori romance.  Directly
afterwards I commenced my wanderings; and
now, at five-and-tinrty, I feel as little inclined to
settle down at Castle Roydon to a quiel country
life, as 1 did when T passed over its threshold for
the last time fifteen years ago. It wasnot the
remembrance of my early dream, so rudely
broken up, that hngered and prevented my babits
from becoming those of a country squire, but I
have a restless nature, and fortanately I bave
not yet found a motive sufficiently strong to
chain me to one spot.

Long years have passed since the green turf
in the quiet chorebyard at Roydon closed over
the remams of my motber—and I never remem-
ber my father ; so if any one suffered from my
lengthened absence, it would only be my ten-
ants ; and I bad taken care that they should not
miss me.

Somehow, on this evening, I felt mere lonely
and dismal than usual. 1 thick the snow-flikes
which made the air thiek and dense, must have
kad a depressing izfluence upom my spirits, for I
had pever felt before so tnsatisfied with the
world generally, and mysell particularly.  Per-
baps 1t came to me then for the first time, as ke
snow fell noiselessly and quietly upon the earth,
like the benediclion after prayer, that we were
made for a bigher and holier end and aim than
the careless frittering away of the golden years
in self gratification aad sell-enjoymeut.

1 thiok that T had almost made up my mind o
start for England 2s soon as the roads became
passible agatn, and spend my Christmas season at
Castle Roydon amongst my tenants, when my
veflections were broken up by the round, joyous
voice of Pat Doolan, which beamed in at the
door.

¢ Sure and I though it sleeping that your
bouor was, Mike has just come with the letlers
from Ballybrake, and bedad 1t’s myself that
is puzzled mtrely. Here’s lots of le‘ters with
the queerest address upon them; maybe your
bonor would be kind enough to explai it to me,
I can read writing easily enoughj it’s not that
which troubles me ; 1s not knowing what to do
with them new I have got them. Mike says
that 11’ all right, but I say the fellow has not
come yet. They are for ¢Si Arcinbald
Verelst,) and mdeed I do not know him, your
honor,” said Pat, his face looking hopelessly
puzzled as he came forward, and : held out my
haund for the letters.

¢It1s all nght, Pat) sad L
quiet rigkt ; they are for me.

¢ For you, your honor /! Sure you are not a
toir) now, are you? And there’s myself bas
talked to you so freely, I feel quite ashamed to

¢ Mike was
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thwok of it ; and sure why did you not tell me of
of that same before,’

¢Itisall right, Pat,asI smd before. I do
oot ke people to be frightened to speak to me
because I have a title to my name. 1 told the
pesple at the post office to send e all my letters
bere,and they have done so. And now, Pat,
tell Mrs. Doolan to send up tea, and when I
bave fimished it, I mean to make you Lkeep your
promise, and tell me the story of May Owen ;
for T intend to come down axd listen to 1t,as I
'said 1 would, by the side of the little bar parlor

fire,?
!

¢ Will yon really, your worship? Sure I’ll
8o and tell Mary directly,” said Pat, as he ghded
rout of the rocw, with his eyes fixed upon me, as
(if be thought a lirtng baronet was as great a
I;curiosny as a white elephant., Ilonest Pat
| Doolan evidently iad hrs own 1deas of respect
lnnd reverence, for no consideration could indure

~
a

fhi to call me anpthine But ¢ your wor-hin® for
“the rematnder of my shori stay at Ballyhrake.
cNow, Pat,)’ waid f,

esame bttfe hme after

uards, s [ eented mysedl w the codiest of arm-
ceeairs placed i the most comfortalile of cur-

cners, $we will frave that story el yours.

! Daolan, T carnnt let vou go away,” ] snud, as T

tsow that she was gathering up ler work pre

cparatory 1o leaveing ve, 1 am pol geing to
(drive yon out of your own domamn ; and if you

rdo not sit down agmin I shall go back to iny own

for a couple of days ! amongst the baronets of England. DBut (alas | room.’

,  Afiairs being finally arranged, T lighted my
cigar, aod settled comfortably 1o lsten to Pat,
while cutside the moaning wind and beating snow
made vs all the more contented with our present
warm and cosy quarters.

¢ Well, your worship,) commenced Pat, f I
will begin at the Deginning. You must know
that the Morgans have had Mamowen, frther
and son, for the last sixty geoerations, and real
fine the lot of them were, Not that [ ever saw
but two of them, but sure I’ve seen the pictures
in the ould place, acd i(’s all the same thing, any-
way.

¢ When I was a short siip of a boy I went to
Maioowen myself as a sort of general servant,
your worship ; thatis, [ used to do everything in
the house, and out of it. The ould justice
was almays a proud, stern sort of man, and be
would never take much notice of any of us ; but
Mre. Morgan, sure it was berself that was the
kind Jady to her servants. She would always
have a word for us, and there was not coe among
us who would bave objected to go through fire
and water to serve ber. But the darling of the
house was DMiss Lena, she was the only chiid,
and more Like a supbeam than anything. Sure,
l1t was ke a dreamn to see ber brght, bappy,
i‘)mung fice among the towers on Lhe summer
i merniegs 3 she would come and stand by me
‘talking her pretty child'sh lasguage wvohl—
"bedad ! T used to think it wasa fairy.
P ¢ (Vell, ime went on until Miss Lena grew
“w'up and got old enough to go the to quality balls
' at Ballybrake and Leenside, when the bead of her
scemed quite turned by oll the grand folks she
saw, The first ball she went to [ remember
just like I know the things of yesterday, it all
seems so distinet ke,  Yon see I was head
groom them, your worship, and I bad my lady
and Miss Lena to drive to all these places.—
Sure the justice never went ; he used to stay at
bome, but no matter the time, he would oot stir
a foot towards bed until they came cack. Well,
this first ball of DMhiss Lena’s was a real grand
thiog to catch a glimpse of; and while I was
slandmg at the door, waiting, with a thing all
fur, which the justice sent for Miss Lena, didn't
I see the lords and ladies walking about quite
common like! Aod the music! och, your wor-
ship, it was fine enough to go to sleep to.

¢ While T was standink wailing, with my eyes
wide open, to miss nothing, Miss Lena came
walking slowly towards the carriage with as fine
and grand a geotleman as T ever saw, I noticed
him particularly, you see, for I thought that
maybe he was a prince, uatil T heard Miss Lena
call bim ¢ Captain Laurence,’ and then I knew
that be was not. Tosee the way the captain
banded my ladies into the carriage was just a
picture. Bedad, and it’s the quality who koow
properly how to do elegant things.

Mr‘. !

as a banshee’s as le waited

1870.

¢Then I shall see jou to-morrow ?’ says the
captain, leaning his hend 10 through the window
to say good mght.

‘ You mean to-day, Captain Laurrace,’ says
sbe, smiling, as we drove off. I koew that she
smiled, although i couvld not see ber face as she
passed under the lamps.

¢ The justice came forward to help my lady
acd Miss Lena out as the carriage stopped at
the bail door.

‘Have you enpoyed yourself, pet 77 e asked,
tenderly, for Le was mortal proud of Miss Lena’s
beauty and grace.

¢ The bappiest eseninz of my life, papa,’ she
avswered ; and there was a rinzing music 1w her

voice, and a sparklie :mn ber eye, prettier thao

i
anytiing your warship ever sow, !
¢ Well, tire alterncon brouwght Captan Lau-

1o came r.ding urer from Leenside,

!

reLce,
where he was ¢atinned, aud incking 1 the day- |
fioht not a bt bee grand tihan the nixht before,l
and wore hike w nnnse thon ever,  1le stayed o,
fong time tht Sret v

werw longer & ol

. ot e viats afterwards |
brmer,

Y

CDedad, me ey, s w sy von dr oot ctay ale

together. '
al,

tece Lwe young things were ‘
I thin: :av lady encouraged
that <he ifeft them often toge- |
ther. Asferthe justice, why ue would never l
see anything ; so it wis not {o be expected that J‘
lie could see that Captam Laurence and Muss
Lena were falling i love with each other.

¢ The first time that 1 really koew there was
apything between them was an evening when it
was geltiog lowards autumn, and the nights were
cold atud chilly. It was my custom, your wor-
ship, to take the round of the greenhouses just
at dusk, and shut down be lights. Tn the con—
servatory, which weat into the draming-room, 1
heard voices. You see they had opened the
door between the two, just to improve the draw-
wng-room mith a scent of the flowers, as they
often did, and I beard talking. T went on with
my worl, and they never minded me—nohody
pever did. ¢ Sure I’m just the same as yoursell,’
I would say sometimes to encourage them hke.

¢1 do not like 1t, Lenz,” 1 heard the captamn
say. ‘I do not like it ; and I must tell the juse
tice before I go back to-night. Why do you
fear, darling ¥’

¢T do not knew,” Erpest,” she says to him, in
a sad kind of way like, ¢I have a sort of pre~
sentiment of evil for us. Pupa bas lately se
often 'id his hand upns my bead and talked
about wealth and titles, as if he coatemplated
something, e never ta'us like that for nothing,’j
§1ys she. ‘

¢+ The captain sighed, acd void, ¢ T nave petther
wealth nor titley dear cpe. T wish [ bad for your
sake.’

* You bave bothi, IZrnest) says she, bendicg
down and kissing lim — for you see, your wor—
ship, T beard 1t.  * You have both, for you are a
vaplain, and you have a wealth of lore {or me.
What more do I waot

¢ And then, your worsinp, I knew for sure that

Captain Laurence had been malting love to my
foung lady ; and I could see nothiog but misery

before them il the justice refused to let them
wmarry.

¢ I suppose the ceptain must have asked Jim
that very night for Miss Leoa, for 1 heard tell
in the xitchen of an awful row haviog tuken
place betwween them. Al T koew about it was,
that Captain Lzurence came round himself to the
stables to feteh his horse, and bus face was white
for me to put the

$T kuew the mesning of § Tt was easy .
guesstry the rond
making for ; and
them, for I know

saddle on.

¢ Tndade, but your honor is going early,” said I
belweeo winles. :

¢ And encugh to make me go,”says he. Then
he turned sharp rousd ard came close to me, and
said, ¢ Mind, Pat,if ever you meet me in the
park or elsewhere, never to mention that it might
get to Justice Morgan’s ears. Remember that
you are belping Miss Lena,” And be tried to
make me take some money.

¢Is it paying me you are,’ eays I, indignant,
¢for doing a service for Miss Lena? Putit

T o i
anvd ot last T thought,

away, your hozor, for I can never touch ite—

.
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Sure, there’s not one of us who would not fight
to the death for ber; but it’s aflection, and not
gold, we would do it for.” So I just promised
the captain that T would never speak if I saw
him about the place. No more [ vever did, and,
bedad, I saw him about often enough.

¢ Well, so things went on till nearly Christraas
ume, when one day tke justice walks in very
pompous and proud-like, with an elderly, white-
beaded gentleman, and an earl—Lord Mount-
Stuart. Bedad, leave an Irishman alope for
second sight. T saw it all iz an instant, and you
could have knocked me down with a horse-lair
as soon as mmy eyes were opened. The earl
lkept coming and coming, and at last it was
whispered all through the servants” hall that Miss
Lena was to be the Countess Mount-Stuart,
Sure, the justice was as proud about it as a dog
with twn tails, and beld bis head bigher than
ever. It was o use for Miss Liena and wy lady
to cry cud beg of hin net to sacrifice her fair
voung hife to a man ould enovgh to be the grand-

father i her; the juciice saud <he should marry
the earl,wnd theve weren't any going agaiust that
verdict.

* At lact, preparations for the marriage beaar,
and poor Miss Lena bewvsn o grow whither and
thinner day by day. The wedding was fixed for
the end of February, and all the time the cap-
tain ured to meet her w the grounds on the short
alternoons whenever he could, At last, just a
few days before the wedding, Captar Lawrence
came to me while 1 was working in one of the
greenhouses. ¢ Pat,” says he, ¢ there’s a good
(ellow, come to the tool-bouse at eight o’clock
to-night, while dinner goes oo indeors ;’ and he
was gone like a shot.

¢ At eight I uonfasteped the tool-bouse and
weal in, aud sure 1 bad not long to wait before
the captamn came, his bandsome face looking sad
and white, and so thin, it made my beart bleed
to see the sorrow the old justice’s taste for pomp
and wealth was causiog to the two.

¢ Pat,’ says be, grasping my band in a grip like
a young vice—* Pat, | know we can trust you.
Bedad, if 1 di? not look round for the otber of
them, but I could see nobody. Says the cap~
tain ¢ Miss Liena is to marry Lord Mount-Stuart
m four days.’

*True for you, captain,’ says I,%and sorry
am I in my heart of it, for her heart s breaking.’

* Would you make ber happy, Pat ? says he,

*Would T? 1 shouted catching up a spade
and holding 1t before ium. ¢ Leak you here,
captain, if it would make Miss Lena happier I
would just walk mto the dizig-room this minute
and give the ould earl a tap on the bead with my
spade.

¢ You need not do that, my boy, says the
captain, * but you can help her more than any
one if you will.’

¢ Bedad, won’t 17° says 1; ¢only say how,
your honor.?

* To morrow night, when they are all o bed,
Miss Lena will open the hall-door and come out,’
says he; ¥ you must be waiting Lhere, and must
bring ber to me. 1 will wait some httle distance
off —by the Hollow Pond—with my sieigh.’

¢ Your what, your honor 7’ 1 acked.

*A sleigh, Pal—a carriage, says be; ¢ you
shall see it when you bring her ; and when the
Justice misses her, do all that you can to prevent
im from telegraphing down the line from Leen-
aide, or stopping in any way the progresy of the
midoight train. Do you hear me, Pat?’

¢ Captain Lawrence,” says I, ‘sure and you
never mean to walk off with Justice Morgan’s
davghter ¥

“ I meaa to drive off with ber, Pat,” says he ;
¢ 50 mind you take care of her through the snow
ustil you give ber into my haods. And you will
have to give us chase !—so miad and Celay the
justice.’

¢ Sball I upset him, your honor 2’ says I.

¢ No,do bm no harm,” szys be; ¢ for Miss
Lena’s sake, we must not have him burt.?

¢ Sure T’d do 1t gently, your homor. I would
aot injure him at all.’ -

¢ No, Pat,—no upsets., You must thik of
something else. Remember he 1s an old man.’
And mth a fev more directions. Captain Laus
reice went ofls - X )
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