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didn't ye bring some of thern along wid ye, " She is so mighty purty, too, and kind-
Derniot ?" hearted. I saw hier yestherday, when I

"Il eil, the weather isn't cowld anyhow,' wvent to the Lodge to seli crabs. It's the
remarked the grandmother, Iland they'i good price she gave me, never b3ggling
have to find a home somewvhere else. But about it as hier father does, rich as hie is."
sure it!s bard to, have to quit the one they "lShe is like bier own mother for that,"
have lived inl so long, and their fathers afore interrupted grannv eageriy. IlIt's Mrs.
thiern; but what help is there for it? Tbey'li Crofton w'as the good frind to the poor,
hiave to bear it patient like every other and its many a blessing followved hier to
tlr,)ubie." the grave. And a bard life she had herseif

-They'il flot bear it patient," said Der- wid that lbusband of hers ! Ail the good she
mot, fiercely. IlThey'Il have their revirige done wa's by stealth, bekase of hir nfot car-
soine day, and why flot?" hie added, with ing to help any~ one. Och, h-- is the bard
a defiant look at the old woman. man, no doubt ! But corne in and ate your

IlIs that ivhat the priest taches you froni supper, Dermot, dear, it's the long fast ye
the aithar every Sunday ?" she asked re- had, and it's waiting for ye this long wbiie."
proacbfuily. IlDoesn't hie tell ye to subrnit "Are you going out to-night, Dermot,
yerselves to the law', and to live like quiet, bekase the nets is ail mended and the
dacent people." w'ind is fair ?" asked Rose as they entered

"lThat's what the priest and the parson ýt'the cabin."
both prache, sure enough; but for ail that "Yes, I'rn thinking of it, I got a good

tber's omeamog u wil tae teiro~, price for the fish to-day at Carraghmore,
coorse, and revinge their ý%%rongs by their and can sell as much more to-morrowv, for
sthrong riglit arm." Dermot spoke with the town is full of people corne to, the elec-
subdued vehernence, but there ivas an evil tion. There is quality from Dublin, too, at
glearn in bis eye as it boldly miet his 1Barrington House. There is going to, be a
grandinother's. 1grand bail there, tbey say, and grand doings

"You'll corne to no good ind, lni afeard,' while tbey rernain. The young heiress wiill
sbe said sorrowfuliy. be getting married one of these days.

"tAcb, granny, don't say tbat !" broke "lTo ber cousin, Sir Gerard ?" observed
frorn. Rose, baif indignantiy. "Dermot i Rose, interrogatively.
doesn't nine to, do any thing wrong ; but 4' No, hie'Il nîarry Parson Butler's cousin,
sure be can't help feeling for themi that's 1 arn thinking, if ail I bear is thrue. She is
in such disthress this blessed nigbt, and jmigbty purty intireiy, no doubt.»
Celia Carroll lierself arnong theni." "She'll be a bappy girl to get bim," ob-

-If 'Lord Arranore was to, the forz this served Rose; "bout what'Il Miss Barringtori
wouid ixever have happened, for a bettber say to that. People thought he'd marry ber,
landiord coualdn't be found than bis own you know.
fatb<r, observed the oid woman. "Weil, and if bie chooses to change his

"Yes, but the young lord isn't like him, mind he has a right to, plaze binîseif," Nvas
granny, be is a. great one for spinding Dermot*s cool rejoinder, as lie seated bum-
money in every counthry but his own, never self at the humble board where bis supper
caring whlere it cornes from so be gets it, ivas laid out, doing full justice to it, as his
and laving bis poor tenanthry to be tbrarn- long fast bad sha-rpened bis appetite.
pied upon by an agint that bias a beart as
bard as Ould Nick himself. It's a pitty he
bas such a nice dauglîter," remark-ed Rose.


