R TERRY DOLAN.

lodged in the house uv a kind neighbor who befrinded
me, an’ he promised, at my earnest wish, to say nothing
to any one uv my visit. Early in the morning, before
any one was astir in the village. I stole away to the
churchyard where they buried me mother. I knelt
down, I did, an’ kissed the sods which covered her
grave, an’prayed that the blessin’ which she pronoun%ed
before she died, wid her hand restin’ on me head,
might follow me wheriver I might go.”” The boy took
from his pocket a small parcel, carefully inclosed in a

paper, which he handed to me, saying :¢ I gathered -

these shamrocks from off me mother's grave, before I
Iift it forever.”
My own eyes grew moist as I gazed upon the now

withered shamrock leaves which the poor boy prized -

so highly. Would that they had proved as a talisman
to guard him from evil ! I listened with much interest
to Terry’s story till our conversation was sudden-
ly interrupted by Mr. calling him, in no very
gentle tones, to go and drive home the cows from the
far pasture. To reach this pasture he must needs pass
through about a quarter of a mile of thick woods. He
had a great dread of walking alone in the woods,
which his imagination filled with wild animals. When
he returned that evening he seemed very much terri-
fied, and, when questioned as to the cause, ke replied
that he ¢¢ had met a wild baste in the woods, and was
kilt entirely wid the fright uv it.”” '




