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CHAPTER I

The autumn wind swept with a long wail
over the brond bay of Dublin, then went and
dled, still moaning, and lamenting, amongst
the distant mountzins. In its occasional in-
tervals of silence, gusts of rain came and
beat against the window-punes with s pitiful,
impatient sound, as if claiming to be heard,
till the clamorous wind rose aguin and drown-
ed every voice save its own tempestuous rour.
Dusk was gathering in Mrs., Courtenay’s bare
parlor, and very chill and cheerless as well as
bare it would have looked on this cvening, if
Dorn Courtenay had not been standing by the
window with her work hanging loosely in lier
Land, and her ¢yes fastened on the prospect
of sea and mist and cloudy mountains, which
wns all that she could see through the slanting
Tain.

Mrs. Courtenay’s parlor was, as we said, a
very bare one. The chairs, the table, the
black bearth, the low ceiling, sadly in need of
whitewash, the dull grey paper on the walls,
gave ita desolate look: but you forgot thut
when you saw Dora. No room with a sun-
heam, or a Titian, or o Giorgione in it would
scem cold and  desolate to you were it w gar-
ret; and no room in which this girl appeared
could fail being brightened by her gay young
presence.  She was not beantiful, she wasnot
handsome, she was not even very pretty—hut
she was bright, wonderfully hright. It there
were such o thing as brown gold, Dora’s huir
might besaid to he of that color, If roses
ever Dloomed on a maiden's check, they were
to e found om hers. 1M joy ever beained in
mortal eves, it surely shone in Dom's. . When
{on leoked at her you furgot her halfsshabhy
lack dress, her mother's cold parlor—you
forgot even that Dora wis young, and had a
charming fizure—yon forgot all save the shin-
ing hair and the happy cyes, and the genial
smileand the young warm voice whiclh mateh-
el with them so well; and these you remem-

bered for evermore.

“ Tean't stand this, you know,” suddenly
said Dors, flinging down her work; 1 must
see if Paul s coming.”

Mrs. Courtenay, who was gently falling
aslecp in her armschair, awoke with v start:
bt before her remonstrative, ¢ Don't get wet,”
wig fairly uttered, the bright head and the
brighter fuce of Dora had passed througeh the
parlor door, and the partor jtself Jooked very
mteh ke a cellar whence s sunbeam has de-
patrted.

& 8he is so quick,” said Mrs. Conrtenay, still
amazed and a little plaintive. ¢ L always do
feel for hens who hatelt ducks' eges)

This remurk wias dirceted to her sister-in-
Jaw, Mrs. Luan. Very different of aspeect
were these two Jadies.  Mrs. Courtenny was
a charming lady of sixty.  Shehad the whitest
hair, the mildest blue eyes, the pleasantest
smile, and the softest plump hands a lady
of sixty cver had. SBhe was Freneh by birth

and Irish by murriage; and she spoke 1ng-
lish witli s pretty French aceent, mid French
with an cqually pretty  English accent; and
was jnnovent and delightful in cither lan-
ouare. :

Mrs. Luan, her late hushand's sister, was a
square, low-built woman. She had a dall,
culnmonplace face, dingy in color, a dull
brown cyv with & heavy lid, & low nacrow
forehead and a thick indistinct utterance,
Nuture bad been very niggardly to this lady,
and Fortune had been very stingy to both
sisters-in-luw,  The little cottage in which
they resided was one of the plainest near
Duldin; their cook and maid-of-nll-work was
a diminutive girl of thirteen called Peggy,
their furniture would not have fetched twenty
pounds ut an anction. They dressed very
simply, mde fires at the latest extremity,
and, when they were alone, never burned
more than one tallew candle.

They were widows, and we dure not sny
how slender was their joint income.  Mrs.
Luan had a son whom she had penuriousty
brought up to his present position of edical
student, and Mrs. Courtenny's step-son Panl
was an embryo barrister; and then there was
Dora to dressand educate. How all this was
donre, nor yet how fur it was done, was one of
the miracles which mothers daily accomplish,
whilst the world looks vn, and takes it all as
a matter of course.

Srightness of intellect wax not Mrs. Luan's
gift. She took time to pomder over Mrs,
Courtenay’s proposition concerning hens and
ducks' eggs, then she said in ber thick, hesi-
tating voice,

« Do you think so?”

After having uttered this profound und ori-
wrinal remark, she seemed startled at her own
daring, and relapsed into sudden silence.

Mrs. Courtenny sighed, turned up her eyces,
expunded her hands, and  shook  her head
hopelessly.

¢ It's no use arguing with ler, poor soul,”
she said, halfaloud.  «8he’s so—yon know.”

This speech Mrs. Luan so far understood,
that she made no comment upon it.  She took
her intellectual inferiority, as she took her
poverty und her plainness, for granted. So
she remained very quict in her shady part of
the room. thinking of and brooding over her
life, after her own fushion.

] should like o light, Mrs. Luan,” said
Mrs. Courtenay.

Mys. Luan replied cahinly,

«Candles are a halfpenny  dearver in the
round this week.”

Mrs. Courtenay sighed—nature had given
her a liberal, prodigal heart—Dbut she did not
attempt a remonstrance; she remembered,
however, her youth in o gay French home,
where wax lights were of no account, md
where the saloon mirrors flushed like a sheet
of light in their brilliant glow, and she sighed
again,  Mrs. Luan thought, in the mean-
while:

«We burn o candle a night, eizht n week,
Bundavs included.  Four times eight thivty-
lwo; five pounds of candles, and two over
gvery montl; that's more than twopence hulf-
pchn_' a month dearer than last autumn. \We
must light the candle later.”

And made happy by this mental caleulu-
tion, she st with her hands folded on her lap,
content to remain thus, spite the incrensing
darkness, for the sake of saving an inch of
tallow.

aThat ¢hild will be quile wet,” said Mrs.
Courtenay, pleintively, after another while;
# you should have told her not to go, Mus.
Luan.”

Mrs. Luan did not answer, she was accus-
tomed to that too. She was Houwse of Com-
mons inthis little houseliold, perhaps beeause,
thanks to her power of management, she held
the strings of the purse. Mrs, Courtenay, her
constitutional sovereign, snubbed and coaxed
her by turns, and blamed her not ill-naturedly,
but as a matter of course, for cverything;
Dora, her prime minister, tried every now aner
$her to carry it with o high hand; and bhad
won John, and her nephew Paul, twitted and
douted her like snucy young members, and
were as helpless asany brilliant minority at
the mercy of a.stubborn majority ever will be.
Mrs. Luan .- was impenetrable to blame, and
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conxing, and ridicule. She was thick-skinned;
made atmor-proof against all such shafts ly
provident Nuature. With perfect cquanimity
she now heurd herself blamed for Dora's sin,
and after awhile she even said, very calmly:

« How hard it is raining!”

«Just likke her 1" exclaimed Mrs. Courtenny,
with gentle exasperation. «She lets the child
go out, and then she says, ¢How hard it is
raining. You would not let John go, Mrs.
Luan.”

Now Mrs. Luan, though patient, was, like
many a paticntanimal, endowed with a weapon
of defence. This was her voice: o hcuvy
buzzing, indistinet voice, which paused, and
stammered, and hesitated, till the conquerpd

listener would buy silence at any price. Yo,
whenever she was driven into o corner, she
roused herself, and talked her enemy down.

«T hve nothing to do with the rain” she
began, in Lier huzzing fashion.

«Dow't,” entreated Mrs, Courtenay, becom-
ing alarmed.

3ut when Mrs. Luan had begun buzzing,
who could stop her?  Mrs, Courtenay, folding
her hands in her Tap, let Mes, Luan go on.
This lndy from therain diverged into her hus-
band's last  illness; then, having  buzzed
through that, she made a pleasant diversion
inte the world of fancy by wondering how
pewple felt when they were dend. Thence
she went off to butcher's meat, and having
worried her lively little sister-in-law for ten
minutes, she kindly dropped her, much the
worse for the infliction, and rolled hersclf
biek into her habitual citadel of silence, feel-
ing, with the same instinet which had sug-
gested her system of defence, that she was
safe there for the rest of the evening,

In the meanwhile, Dora ways standing in
dilapidated sunnner-house at the end of the
garden, watching  for her brother's return.
The cottage rented by Mrs, Courtenay stood
on a narrow proinoentory of heath, with o road
m cither side. ‘The front door faced  the
Dublin rowd, and the apex of the triangular
garden gave cgress on another road, long and
winding, which looked as if # passed forever
through heath and mountain, but which in
reality was within five minuates of the rail-
way statiou.  With a shawl arennd her, and
stateding within the shelter of the summer-
house, Doray, whose look could command  the
whole sweep of the road through the grated
door, watched and  waited. But the wind
moaned, the rain drifteld gustily, the hour at
which the trmin was due went by, and still
Panl came not. Night darkened around the
mountaing, the rain ceased, the wind cleared
away a few elowds from the sky, and here amd
there o star immered. amd still the grev road
showed no tall figurcapproaching, and ¢choed
to no young tirm step, Had anything hap-
peied to him? Had there been w raibway
collision?  Had he been waylaid and mur-
dered?  But notin vain had Dora hright hair,
and happy eves, and agental smile, These
cloomy, morhid fncies only passed athwart
her mind like clowds neross a clear sky.  She
shook  her head definntly at them, and bade
them begone.

«1 will not helieve you,” she told them.
“ Paal has gone. like the knight or the prince
in the firy tale, to the dangerous castle or
the perilous wood, and, like him, he will re-
turn trinmphaut.  There is no trial Panl can-
not overcome; there 18 no heart Paul can-
not win. He was made to prevail and be
king.  Rinee he stays so long, ‘tis sure proof
of victory, and if he comes by the night-train,
why, T shall Tet him in, wud none shall be the
wiker.”

The wind might Llow, the rainmight fall—
Dora, whilst she had such thoughts, conld not
help fecling happy.  She wag ambitious, not
for herself, but for her brother.  She could sit
and dream about K, with the tender folly of
the yvouug, and never feel that it was folly.
There was no success Paul wan not to achieve,
no destiny was ton great for Pauly and thus
litlle by little it came to pass that he was the
hero of his sister's ife,

That life had been such as most girls lead
a still, narrow path, with a boundless world
around it, dangerously alluring. Such as it
wits, it contented hev.  She was satisfied with
the seelusion which her poverty commanded,
with the socicty of her friends, with studics
which to her were no pustimes, but serious
pursuits, and with such relaxations as an old
cracked spinet and her flowers afforded.  All
this sutliced her, for shie hiad Pagl—Taul whe
was to e so grent a man, the bonor and the
stay of Iis family. When g young girl has
sich o thought s this, it matters little what
dresses she wears, or what sort of o house she
lives in. Shehasan enchanted tower, whence
she views the nether world with ealm indit-
ference.  Who dare pity, anill who wonld not
envy her, till truth comes and knocks at the
door, claiming admittance in oo voice that
will not be denied ?

CIHAPTER I

But Paul's journey was n seeret as yef, so,
with another look up the rowd, Dora went
back to the cottage through the wet garden,
As she reached the parlor she heard the voice
of her cousin, Jolin Luan, talking within,
At onee she broke in, hright and joyous,

& Ol you faithless Jolm, where have you
Deen till this hour?” she cried. “Tell me
direetly.”

A very good-loaking voung man, with a
good-natured face, very like Dora’s inall save
its ightness, tnrned round o hearing this
imperious mandate, and looked at his cousin
witl an unmistakable adorer {ook. = Slave™
wits stummped on his aspect, and no less legi-
Dly was ¢ queen” written on Dora's,

4 have been dissecting,” he began.

“ Don't, John,” juterrupted Mrs. Courtenay,
shivering.

¢ Bless vou, mamma,” remarked  Dora,
coolly, & John would disscet us all if he lind
us.”

John had never much to say for himself,
but when he fell into the hands of this bright-
haired tormentor Tre became helpless.

« Now, Dora, you know I can't,” he said.

« Can't dissect?” she suggested.  «Then
give up your profession, and let there Le an
entd of it,” she Kindly added,

A sigh, verging onngroan, expressed John's
mental sufterings.

# Take pattern on Paul,” she resumul.
&« He means to be Grattan, or Chatham, or
Demosthenes. Why, don't yon mean to be
something?  Now, mammnu, please not to in-
terfere. I want to make something of John,
but if I am interfered with how can I

John groaned again, yet did not seem to be
very miscrable.

« Yes, T know you would dissect me,” said
Dora, shaking her bright hend; # but you
shall not have the chance, youlittle wreteh V"

Dora Comrtenny had agraceful young figure,
but shie was not o fine woman, and Johin Luan
was a remarkably fine young man.  Yet little,
wretch she had called him since they were
children, and it was the only part of her tenz-
ing which Mrs. Lunn could, never endwre.
She now showed such unequivocal symptoms
do Duzzing, that Dora, much alarnied, rosé
fans aid quickly, :

« I mean s big wretch, aunt. - And now let
us have tea, since Paul is not coming.”

. To make tea was Dora’s duty. *She began
the process by peremptorily ordeving John
Luan to cut some brerd and butter, kindly

adding an admonition concerning the wisdom
. . : y - '

of pinning a cloth bib-wise before him, and
not buttering his cont instead of the bread ;
after which, the diminutive servant having
brought up the tray, Dora sat behind an old-
fushioned tea-urn, and looked through the
curling wreaths of steam, like a brightyoung
Hebe, with the ethereal vapors of Olympus
around her. It was a very plain menl. The
tea wos threc shillings a pound, the hutter
was Irish butter, and therefore could not be
bad, but had it come from a cheese country,
John Lunn would have found it delicious, and
all China could not have matched the flavor
ot thut mild Congoun.

He sat and ate through a plateful of bread
and butter, and drank through seven cups of
ten—Ilooking nll the time at that bright girl
before him, and meekly enduring such shafts
as it pleased her saucy little tongne to picree
him with.

Dora could not help being aware of her
cousin’s intellectual inferiority, and she was
not so perfect us not to tuke advantage of it
now and then, T'o make up for this, indeed,
she gifted him, like & kind fairy, with some
imaginary graces.  He was good-natured, she
made him lLigh-hearted; he was careless of
danger, she made him brave; but unluckily
she forgot to feel more than o modernte re-
gard for the owner of these virtues. The
crown-zift of her affection was wanting.

John nceeded to use no such magic powers.
He bad no imagination, ind couldinot conceive
another Dora than the one he knew.  With
her he was quite satisfied.  He was in that
Liappy stage of love when to see and hear the
heloved object is sufficient hliss to the wor-
shipper. He did not think of marringe. They
were first cousing, to begin with, and were by
right of birth supposed impenetrable to love.
Then they were both ns poor as Job ; and best
reason of all, marriage was not in the least
neeessery to John's lmppiness,  To see Dora
and look at her bright face, to hear Dorn and
be worried by her. to obey Dora and cut bread
and batter, or do any humble oftice for the
pleasure of that haughty little sovercign, was
allJohn Luan eared for; and as hehad bat to
come to the cottage to seenre these blessings,
thatcrown of all bliss, the wedded, wats notin
his thoughts.

Now this disinterested adoration had been
going on five years—his mother, his amt,
Paul, Dorat herself, Inoked upon it as a matter
of course, and never gave it a second thought,
But a drop will overdow the Tull cup, and o
remark which Dora now darted at her cousin
across the table made him blush a litthe, and
cusedd Mrs, Lann to look  first hewildered,
then to tnrm as pale as her dingy complexion
wonld let her. With a deeply-troubled mien
she put down her cup of tea untasted, then
looked from her son to Dora, and from Dora
to her son aain. Yet all Dora had said was:
«1 wish you would net stare, John.”

She spoke with a pretty little pettish toss
of her head, but something in John's thoughts
nruds him color up tothe eyes, amd dull though
she was, Mrs. Lunan was o mother. 1n @ mo-
ment she saw that these two were no longer
children, and  whilst she  was measuring the
extent of the culaumity, Mrs. Courtenay, who
had an awkward and iznocent habit of think-
ing aloud, said with Lier pleasant smile :
wLn! my dear, Johm dees not stare; he
Tooks at you, and e looks because he admires
you, I suppose.”

Which was the exact truth, and, precisely
beeause it was the truth, mode John look fool-
ish, Twought a sudden glow to Dora’s tace, and
aused Mrs. Luan to pour thie contents of her
tea-cup into the sugar-basin,  This domestic
calamity s=obered themr all suve Mrs, Luan
herself. Dut long after the little exeitement
she thus cinsed had subsided, John's mother,
though outwardly as dutl und ns calm us ever,
was brooding over her discovery.

She was habitunlly taciturn, and no one
saw any change in her this evening, She
took out ber patchwork, and proceeded with
it as usual.  This patchwork, which was liter-
ally hideous, wua however the only concession
to fancy which Mrs. Luan had ever made. It
was {0 her what music is to somg, and poetry
to others. These lozenges of faded  wsilks,
three of which being put together formed by
their different shades a cube with a very light
top, and a very dark side to it were the only
relaxation Mrs, Luan's mind knew or took
from domestic cares,  She loved them, she
was proud of them, she admived them, and felt
pleased when they were praised by some polite
stranger.  She never read books or news-
papers; she took no pleasure innews, national
or local.  The ruin of an empire, or the scan-
dalous eloprement of w near neighhor, found
her equally indifferent. She could not help
this to a certain extent, for she wus partly
born so; but- she had likewise partly made
herself so.  She had assisted Nature, as weall
do, and had not assisted her very wisely—too
frequent o ease. Thus she had grown into a
silent, apathetic-looking  woman, whuse con-
centrated depth of purpose no one expected.

Whilst Dora teased John Luan this evening,
aml Mrs. Courtenay made little  innocent
specches, Mrs, Luan, whom no one heeded,
and who secimed uhsorbed in her patchwork,
felt in & strange tumult. Her thoughts, un-
necustomed to wander far, centred around
this great fiset : sJohn 18 in lowe with her”
(tradually hercirele widened. She saw the
pair slanding at o church altar, and John's
ring on Dora's fingere  Then, by a streteh of
her slow mind, she imagined a poor lodging
somewhere, and John and Dora were in it,
lighting the great battle of respectability rersus
poverty, with half-<<lozen children around
them. Thts was the renl point at issue, and it
was frightful.  Mrs. Luan liked Dora very
woll—ns well as she could like o being who

s not Johm,  Shoe felt no material jealousy
of o daughter-in-law. It would not have
vrieved et to see John worship Dora with
the romantic funcy of a lover, or the yearning
tenderness of the fondest husband.  Her oh-
jection to the first cousinship was of the
slenderest sorte She was o womon of few
feelings, as well as of few ideas. Dut the
«ruel Lruth was that, if John was poor, Dora
was poorer. This was terrible, and nothing
could overcome it in Mrs. Luan's mind, Thoe
beauty of Helen, the mind of & De Stael, the
hemt of a Mrs. Fry, the piety of a suint, would
have left her alienated, indifierent, and cold.
Poverty had early taken and stamped her, and
the marle was indelible.  She woke to think
of monuvy, as she slept to dream of i, not ex-
actly for her own sake, but for John's, She
could not give him wealth, not possessing it
herself, but she could try and make him ac-
quire it; nbove all, she could try and not let
him fall into such a snare as that of a poor
marringe.  That he should love Do, and
think of marrying ler, was something awful
in her creed.  Save him she must, no matter
how—no matter at what cost. She had no
plans us yet; her mind wits not an inventive
one, but she had a hard, stubborn will, and on
that she relied, not without cause. That will
hiad Lorne lier up all her life, and it had borne
her successfully through many a trouble. She
now resolved that her son should never marry
Dorn Courtenay. She was prepared to use
any means that might prevent him from doing
&0, and being  irremediably narvow minded, it
never occurred to her that Dora might not be
in love with Joln. This narrowness, this in-
jability to take in more than onc idea ata
time, was the weak point of a character to
which {enacity of purpose, and recklessness

of all save its own ends, gove dongerous

t.

strength, all the more dangerous that it was
unsuspected, and wasnccompanied with mark-
ed intellectual inferiority.

In the meanwhile, the plensant little war
went on beiween Dors and John. Dora hada
skein of wool to wind, and she made John
bold it for her. Very meek and awkward
looked this Hercules, whilst his Omphale
stamped her foot, or shook her bright hend at
him with an encouraging “Don't be stupid,”
or a flattering #Oh! dear, if you would but
try and be usefu}, John, and not make me
snap my wool so "

« I do my best, Dora,” was the good-humor-
cd reply.

Upon which Dora pensively rejoined—

«1 wonder what your worst would bo like,
John

Not o word, not a hreath, not a motion, not
a turn of these two did Mrs, Luan lose. She
watched them till all her senses were strained
with the effort, and her mind felt so bewilder-
ed and confused, that she lreard without heed-
ing it the pleasant little chat of her sister-in-
law.

Mirs. Courtenay was doing a pntience, and
though she knit her Irows, and looked pen-
sively at the cards spread on the table, she
was able to talk.

«I wish you had a new dress, Dorn,” she
said; “you could give this to Peguy”

# Pegrery miust wait, mumima. When Paul is
Demosthenes, he will give me a velvet robe,
John, do mind my wool "

John, who was innocently thinking that
velvet could searcely. improve Dova, shook his
head like o good faithful dog under the re-
prouf, and, dog-like, was mute.

«T am to have dianmond enrrings, ton,” re-
sumed Dora—4 Paunl says se—beau-tiful dia-
mond earrings, mamma.’ ’

Mrs. Courtenay sighed gently.  Perhapsshe
thought the diamond carrings were rather fur
away. Dors herself thought so too.

« 1 shall be old by that timne,” she resumed
—¢ quite old; thirty, st the very least. John,
you know, or ought to know, anatomy. Do
tell me why people look old. Why do faces
get go very adid, you know ? 1t is not only
the skin that changes. How shall I look
when I get ol 2—so ?" ]

She puckered her pleasant genial face into
the most extrnordinary wrinkles, and make
her little mother shiver.

# My darling. liow can you? Surely you do
not mean to say that old people are so hor-
rid 77

«Oh! ne,” coolly replivd Dora, resuming
her natural form and features, « but 1 shall be
w0, mamma. Shall 1 not, John??

“ Don't,” he entreated ; «don’t.”

“Don't get old! Do you mean to send me
to an carly grave, sie?”

Dora was rather fond of shaking her head,
and shoolk it now at the delinguent. So ve-
hement was the shake that her hair-pins got
loose, and a shower of rich brown gold locks
fell down her neck on her =houliders. Dora
blushed a litele, and John, lost in udmivation,
venturad to streteh ont his hand, and touch
with worshipful timidity one of those heau-
tiful tresses.  Dora pulled it from him with a

pleasant laugh, and Mrs. Courtenay said,

« Has she not beautitul hair, John 77

And Mrs. Luan put down her work, and in
her blind mad terror at what she feared, would,
if she could, have destroyed Dora that moment.
Hatred she felt none; but it is not hate which
works thie most ¢vil, or inflicts the decpest
Wrongs.

Dora soberly put up her hair, and as the
evening was well-nigh spent, Peggy was told
to go to hed; and Mrs. Courtenay, Mrs. Luan,
and Julhm and Dora parted, to follew _bher ex-
ample.

CHAPTERL IIT.

4 Paul will come by the night train,” thought
Dora; so, when that train was nearly due, she
softly stole down to the kitchen to malke her
brother a hot cup of tea.  Dora was a elever
wirl, and a clever woman is expert in every-
thing, It was no trouble to her to light o fire,
and prepare her brother's tea and supper, The
event justified her foresight,  The water was
scarcely boiling when she heawd o few light
grains of sand thrown against the window.
She stole up-stairs, noiselessly opened  the
cottage door, and got a cordial kiss in the
dierk for her pains,

“They are all asleep” she whispered:
« come down to the kitchen.”

A jpleasant sizht to a wenry traveller was
that which greoted Paul Courtenay’s eyes as
he followed his sister down stairs.  The fire
was blazing, the water was simmering on the
hob, a frying-pan was hissing on the five, the
cloth was laid ; o cottage-loaf, butter, and jug
of ule were the first instalments of a frugal
menl, where fried eggs and bacon were to play
the most conspicuous part, and which o warm
cup of teq, and that domestic iniquity, hot
buttered toast, ware to crown. -

Poor Mrs. Luan tossing restlessly on your
couch, agd planning cconomy in your dreams,
where were you thon?

Panl Courtenay, a dark, good-looking young
man, with a road heetling forehead, bestowed
a gratified look on these preparations, sat
down, drew his chair to the fire, vested his
fect on the fender, and said emphatically,

“You bright little fairy! What lucky fel-
low will have you, 1 wonder!”

@Well, I do think ke will be lucky,” can-
didly replied Dora, minding her frying-pan all
the time ; « only I wonder, Paul, if he will ap-
preciate Lis happiness.”

#He had better do so,” replied Taul, with
something like sterness.

@ Pear Paul?” thonght Dora, «T do believe
he would defend me to the last drop of his
Lload.”

@ Why don't yon ask for news " said Taul.

«No, you must cat first.  There, hold your
plate, and no not leave a morsel.”

Paul obeyed literally. He ate and dvank
heartily, and soon looked much the better for
the menl his thoughtful little sister had pro-
vided.

« And now,” said Dora, sitting
knee on a hassock which she
down for that purposc—-tnow
me all”

Her bright eyes were fastened en his in
cager expeclation; her parted lips expressed
the very kenness of dusire.

«Well, imagine o wild lanlseape  with
mountains around it, a grassy park with noble
trees, the smoke of n waterfall on your right
hund; and en your left a little gray lake with
a puteh of blue sky ; in the distance a plain
white house—that is Deenah.  When T reach-
cd the ouse an old servant in sober livery
showed me into the room where Mr. Courtenay
was sitting. T saw a little pule old man, llind
of one cye, on whom I should have been
afraid to blow, 50 weak did he scem. - He held
out his hand, a cold weak hand, and told 1ne
in a whisper—¢I mmn glad to see you; but I
hiad o wretched night—I woke at two—sleep-
lessness is constitutional with me. I had a
fall threc months back, and some nerve got
injured, for when the weather changes I fell
a great throbbing and cinnot sleep.”

¢ Did he ask after mammn or aunt Luan

i He did not. He could not weary of his
slecpless night! Yet Lc also spoize on business.
‘You arc my heir-nt-law,’ he suid ; ¢but I did
not get my property fipm my ancestors, and
what did not come by inheritance need notgo

down at his
had Dbrought
you may tell

by inl;grimnce. 1 shnll_lcuve you end your

sistor, and John Luan even, five hundred
pounds each, which, as I was not on friendly
terms with your late father,and will never
gee My sister again, is handsome. But then
to whom shall I leave Decnah and the rest of
the property, which i8 large—to you or to
young Templemore? He wasmy late wife’s
nephew, and Mrs, Courtenay brought me a
good deal of money ; 80 he, too, has claims,
you see.’” ‘
(To be continued.)
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A LECTURE

BY

W. B, WALLER, ESQ,
MAYOR OF OTTAWA.
————e

Last week we published Mr. 0'Hanly's reply
to Mr. Wallar's lecture. In publishing Mr
O'Hanly’s reply, we promised to give Mr
Waller's iecture if anyone sent us a copy
With this promise we now cheerfully comply

St. Patrick’s Hull, Ottawa, way crowded to
its utmost capacity, on Tucsdny evening, the
26th ult., to hear the promised lecture, by Mr.
Mayor Waller, on the subject of «The Irish
in Canadn.” Tn the audience were many lead-
ing citizens of all classes and different shades
of politics.

Ex-alderman Heney was calied to the chair
and the Rev. Father Whalen also occupied
a seat on the platform. The chairman hav-
ing brietly introdnced the lecturer, who on
rising was greeted with a perfect storm of ap-
plause. -

Mr. Waller said =—DBefore immediately pro-
ceceding to our subject, I deem it but right to
state that in the remiarks I am going to ad-
dress you this evening my ohject is not poli-
tical. My purpose is simply, in our interests,
as a component part of the Canadian people.
to convince you that we are not o hadly off
in our adopted country as certain partics—for
wlatever object—would lead you to belivve
and to point out that it is not in our interest,
nor in the general interest of the country,
that we shonld be carried away by the false
impressions attempted to be created by o few
dissadisticd  individuals in Ontavie—and in
Ontario only—who, charged with having per-
sonal ends and ohjects in view, desire to ac-
complish them at our expense; and who in
pursiting so unpatriotic 4 conrse, would do us
an amount of mischiet vr injury, if not checlk-
ed in their career.  (Applause) I propose to
demonstrate to you the wenkness and absur-
dity of the position taken by those would-be
leaders or dictators, and in concluding, to point
out what in my judgment is the true course
for us to pursue with the view of obtaining
that one thing which alone we have any rea-
son to complain about in Canada—adequate
representation in Parlinment.  Tam not going
to treat you to & flowing or flowery disserta-
tion, bt toa recital of plain facts, which 1
consider it in our interest should be generally
known, and which it will be to our henefit to
retlect upon,  The popatlation of Canada is, as
you are aware, a mixed one, heing made up of
no less than

KIGHTEEN DIFFERENT NATIONALITIES,

and some twenty-five or thirty religious de-
nominations,  All of these are on an equality
in the eve of the Inw and the constitution,
and all of them are—and must be—cqually
interested in the welfare, prosperity, and ad-
vancement of the countey 5 for if it be prosper-
ous and progressive, all must enjoy their pro-
portionate share of the prosperity ; while, on
the other hand, if stagnation le the order of
things, alt in their respective degrees or sta-
tions must proportionately sufler.  Now, these
being the facts, it is o plain proposition, cusily
established, that jt is not only in the interest
of those eighteen nationalities whose Jot is
st together in this, bappy land, but in
the interest of this their native or  adopted
country, that peace and unity should prevail
nmongst them, and that they should live
together in friendship and harmony, nnd as far
as practicable all pull together for the reneral
good. (Applansce) The soundness of this
proposition, T take it, can hardly be denied. T
am safe in asserting then that whoever acts
in opposition to these sentiments; and coun-
sels an opposite course of conduct, is an evil
gunius in the country, whose advice, in so far
us it clashes with the principles Inid down, is
not safe to follow, and whose influence for
mischicf, as far ag possible. should he counter-
acted by the wise, the prudent, and the good.
(Applause) A house divided ngainst itself
cannot stand. A house or family is Lut a na-
tion in miniature, and no more can o divided
nation prosper and progress than can the
members of & family who serfously disagree.
It is not, therefore, in the broad interest of
this country or its people, in its social or
political concerns, that national or sectional
feelings should be unnecessarily appealed to
or aroused ; and where there are so many
nationalities associated together inone great
partnership, as it were, for @ common object,
if any

ONE OF TINSE NATIONALITIES

singles itself out from all the rest to create
national prejudices and keep alive sectarinn
issues, & nutural consequence of the operation
of human nature will be that that nationality
or sect will inherit in a great degree the hos-
tility of all the rest, and will certainly be o
sufferer, and no gainer, to the full extent of its
indiscretion in this respect. "This being ad-
mitted, and it cannot well be denied, it is
obvious to the least reflecling that the true
interests of the Trish in Canada—whether Pro-
testant or Catholic—lics in avoiding the oc-
cupaney of so anomalous and unprofitable a
position : and, in every way in their power, to
disconntenance and disapprove of the conduct
of unauthoerized individuals who, devoid of o
broad patriotism, to answer selfish ends and
purposes, continually deal and dabble in na-
tional and sectarian issucs.  (Applanse) In
my address on St. Patriek’s Day -Inst, whicl),
it is plensing to me to know, met with so ex-
tensive an approval from the lending and
rthinking Cathelic men of the Dominion, I
pointed out that in trade and commerce, arts,
agriculture and manufactures, and in the mat-
ter of public cuntracts, the Irishmen of Cainada
were in no way behind their neighbours of
other nationalitics in either enterprise or suc-
cess. This connot be denied—mo one pre-
tends to contradict the assertion—and on this
liead, therefore, we hear no complaint from
the censtitutional grumblers and agitators,
who profess to have so mnelr at heart {he wel-
wlio profess to have so much at heart the
welfare of their countrymen and co-veligionists,
Tt may be taken for granted, then, that on
these heads there is no room for complaint;
elthough to my mind, if thousands of our
“countrymenwho drag out o miserable existence
in large towns and cities, both in Canada and
elsewhere, were to make an cffort to settle

beginning—they wonld he far more comfort-
able, far more independent, fur happier, more

they can gver possibly hope to be depending

Much  better  would it . be for. them—

¢ s
' '

themselves on a farm—however humble their.

contented, and better off in.every way than

on the precarious subsistence of a day’s labor..

much more in their truc : interes
diroct their attention in this way 0
encourage them to proceed in a courgy Sm‘
leads to independence, health ang co,nrmt'
than to cternally impress upon themn the fol !
iden that one-half of them are entitleq to ',‘ sc
crnment situations; that they are not getlip‘.
theirdue; thatthey are crushed out by 4 gl‘algn .
ing ascendency party; that they shoylj bur-
all these grievances in their souls, and 1, #
and wait for a day of retribution, under ﬂp .
guidance of some self-constituted guardiyy, ;e
mete out vengeance upon the politicy) ';,0
pressor of their race and creed. . b
The Irish are not a mercenary, Place-hunt
ing people; they are a people of honor, prid:
and principle; & people who love fair p]a(f
and justice, and ask forno more; ang i}
the excreise of their elective franchise, ’c-l:;
their votes intelligently, according to I)o]iti(c:ll
conviction or through personal appreciayi
and respect; but there arc a few schemiy,
demagogues of their number in almost (_'\’Qr;
community, as there are rotten branches o
every treec and sickly sheep in every flock
who for the advancement of their own privag,
interests, take the name of the Irish People
in vain, and incessantly talk ahout wapg of
justice to Irishmen and Cutholics—wang of

ation

representation in Parliament—and wang of
fair play in the distribution of public patr,.
nage; all for the suke of drawing an attention
to themselves as leaders or spokesmen—yely
clect—that thereby they may benefit tep.
selves or their connections, by a lileral shap,
of that patronage they speak S0 much aluny,
Such perrons as these are the worst encigjes
of the Irish Cutholics of Canada. (Applanse)
Their conduct is a course of libel and detyac.
tion of national character; they provoke fur
us an hostility and opposition that we wayly
not otherwise encounter, and seriously impede
our social, material, and political advancement
Tt is my purpose to convinee you hefore [
have done, that more than one-half the asita-
tion of these unpatriotic individuals, whiey, i
5o injurious to our interests, iy misrepresenty.
tion.
According to the lust consus,

THE POPLLATION

of the Dominion was 3.579,752 souls, or. wit],
the addition of prolable populations of British
Columbia and Manitola, say, for round num-
bers 2,600,000, This total population. as I
have told vou, is made up of some eizhtoon
different  nationalities, divided into  some
twenty-five or thirty religious denominations;
the principal divisions by nationality heing as
follows:

English and deseent. ..o oo 0oL L0 TORSG

Trish G & e e A AT
Sceoteh o« @ e e,

French Canadian ...............
OIS . e v ive e v s re cennn,

Other nationalities.. ..., ... ...

sritish Columbin and Manitoba say .
Of this total the Trish number, as nearly as

possible, 850.000: the religious complexion
of the population being as follows :—
T'rotestants of all denominations. ... 2,035.005
Catholics ..o ooale O IR E
Religion not given ..o, .. es. 26,081
Of this 1,527,923 Catholics, alout 400,000, s
neurly as can be estimated, @re Inish and of
Irish extraction. Now, with these facts and
others I will refer to, in our possession, and
forthe sike of accommodating ourselves to the
arguments of the agitators, making population
according  to numbers, & basis  of national
representation in the Civil Service, in the Sen-
ate, the Cabinet, and the Parliament of the
Dominion, we can, with a little caleulation,
tell exactly how many officers, how many
Senators, how many Ministers, snd how many
members of Parlinments the Irish in Canuda
are cntitled to under the Dominion Govern-
ment. In all these respects the grumblers
charge that the Irish and the Catholics are
ostracisul, and that the Seoteh are swallowing
up the futofthe land.  Well, let us investigate
fora little and see how far the charge is true,
In 1872 the

TOTAL NUMBER OF FMILUYERS,

under the Dominion Government, was a Iitile
over thirty six hundred ; for round numbers we
will say three {housand six hundred.  As van
are awire, the number of members in the
House of Commons is 206 ; the number of
Senators 77, and the number of Cabinet Min-
isters 13, Now, let us take o few sums in sin-
ple proportiong as  follows; 1t 3, 6no,0u0
people employ 3,600 hands, how many  of
this number are 850,000 Irisla entitled to? Ap-
swer, 850, Again, if 3,600,000 people give 206
memnbers to the House of Cormmons, hiow many
of this number are 850,000 Irish entitled to”
Answer, 49, Again, if 3,600,000 people give
13 Cubinet Ministers, bow mwany of this unm-
her are 850,000 Irish entitled to?  Answer 1.
The Senate, or House of Lords, is composed of
77 members, and by the same system of eal-
culation just resorted to we find that the Trish
in Canada are entitled to 18 Senators, on the
hasis of representationaccording to population.
[From these caleulitions, the correctness of
which eannot be denied, it will be seen that
according to the contention of the agitators
the Irish in Canada are entitled to 850 officers
under the Dominion Government, to 49 mem-
bers of Parlinment, i8 Senators and 3 Cabinet
Ministers.  DBut the Trikh are divided into
Protestants and Catholics, and unfortunately
too sharply keep up thedistinction for their
own good or the good of the conntry 5 and the
grumUlers will fusist on an even distribution
of the honours, offices and emoliinents. Well
again to accommodate ourselves to their views,
let us assume numbers should be o basis for
denominadional representation.  Ino this case
the Irish Catholics would be entitled to 400
offices under the Dominion Government ; they
waould be entitled to 23 memboers in the House
of Commons, to B representatives in the
Senate, and to one Minister in the Cabinct.
These facts heing all ascertnined, it now
remains for us tosce how fur

THE IRISIAND THE CATHOLICS
arc represented in the several positions in-
dicated.

It will be remembered that in 1872 a return
was mide to Parliament of the names, origin,
creed, position, and pay of all the employees
of the Dominion Government. L'hat return I
have carcfully analyzed, and find that those
inthe employ of the Government clussing
tlremselves under the heading #Irish and Irish
Canadian” were 780.

English and English Canadian..........508
French Canadinn. ... .oo0on i on 450
Nova Scotinns.....ovoiiiiecines vonr 393
New Brunswickers.......... .. .o..e... 213
Scotch and Scoteh Conedians........... 267
ContudinnS. oo ves voiiinonevaiiinvaas e 449
British Canmadians...:................. 200
Othor Nationulities...... ... cea.sen.ee 178

Of those who classified themselves as ¢ Britislt
Canadians,” 69 are of Trish extraction or Irish
Canadian, 50 heing Protestants and 19 Catho-
lic; and of those who registered. themselvesns
«Canadians,” 130 .ave of Trish extraction or
Irigh Canadian, 94 ‘beiug Protestants’ and 36

Cotholics; ko that, by adding thost of Irish

estraction, included |under.the headingsof
“Canndians” and #British Oshadiaus,” to thoso™-
who have put thémselyes down.as % Irish,and
Irish Canadians,”. the fotal riumber of Irish in, |
the employ of the -"D‘o“zginidn’ Qoverrmontin,.
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