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|
The Tmpeachment, | dividual henow addressed himself, request- 1 a St forto
— ing of him to “drop down to O’Connor’s, .
the swell ccclesiastical dtained-glass man |“\\])‘\'“‘ her knees are quite
“ And thou, my friend, if in these headlong | in Ber Street, ( pr“,d Street, and order Murty,’ i . » i fo &
days, ‘ ; ~: { Stations of the Cross You don’t | But she’s wake, sir—a wake as Mrs l']"“_"'” flashes past.
m bigot z her drunken anties plays & SOV O3 W . (e ' tav on the third wettin’ an’ 1'm | [ have already stated that my hero was
AP jee, that men the while, know what they mean, old fellow, but the ancy s tay on tis - . ; Batol | a vour v oentleman of warm temper, great |
ihless on and shudder us they ‘ O'Connors will understand you. Let them | afeared for to thrust her; more betoken, | @ younggen 1 1 per, gres

FROM MOORE'S SUPPRESSED POEMS,

Look 1

.- ¢ 1 i i 3 ; iveri alo onfi ial tone

Ifin ~|lnl<lv||:'|< arful days thou'lt dare to ook | be first class and glowing i the re ||-: yel- | yer viverine -in .ull ]\\.v ‘n'h.l- [ll\”vlll'”‘):-l-ll | anergys 20 I aciions, and on o o o
To bapless Ircland, 10 this rankling nook, | lows, Blues, and greens of the new French | —* she's gettin® a wllyful av the "

Which heaven has freed from  polsonous

D i s s haro at will stand to herx he was true to his nature, for he shouted
Whi yen chool of colors, 1 don’t mind the price, | ontsin the barony, that wi 8 I B (1 'k = o n totid of
\\.'Ixillll}:';lllx—lv:v,-'ll‘:'s"'.‘v.uu- and Musgrave's pen | Above all things let them have especially hravely while »h-lr -I‘I-m‘ he 1\'\\11”‘.1 coat.” | l:llullrtllp\.“,::h “lllltv‘l.:‘lrlllll‘uwlnll.lxl‘\l\n tone of a
remadn | handsome fre « of the Via Dolorosa pat- My, Brown asked Fathier ._l.uulu acon- Bl-Cl ... i arter- .
[f thon hast yet no golden blinkers got | handsome frame ! vosdt . § cderable number of questions anent his | MissJyvecote pulled up.
To shade thine eyes from this devoted spot, tern, Fhe letter went on to tell Mr, | sidera NUmMbES L i i vefer- | The artist, glowing with a fierce excite-
'1'9,4.“--.\mv-g».‘n-.u;h|:);|/unv~l“"'"" world | Dudley Poynter .J'].hxi.wxw_»:uull‘u-A:llm visit, and was |"'"”'”l"".‘ anxiousin reler- ; y ¢ K/ i
they | | throb of the heart of his¢ v life, % There | ence to the departure of Mr. Jyvecote, X‘“'IH.]Vllll!‘Pwilllln\\ll the road and came up
Placcmon alone are priviteged wot to x| S0 R hampagne in i, Dudley, but | “He told e Dimeclf that he would | to the vehi
& p OUE e shi rock 8 ¢ cha agne 1n 1ty wley, b 1 | YT - S04 .
i ““\“ :\‘w\lililll. BN Pngs. 18 NP ll . "_"I’”“ : 1 ; I'\Illx; 1 .|! was dreamed of leave Westpoint to-morrow by the night | * .\l1-~.|\\.-‘-~.‘1~'. hie pants, his handsome
ome p, yet shall the song it there is a bocy ll‘ ‘,-”‘ ‘\\,,“ of the wild, | train fox Dublin, in ovder to « weh the | face flushed, hix eyes flashing, “1 don’t
sophy, or in that of the Waid, 10 00 0 that leaves Kingston for Holy- \ want you to think me a brate. I do not
k | know why 1 acted so rudely this morning.
| 1 left Monamullin on purpose to come and
\ pury

My

in your phil :
mad wags of the smoking-room clique.

\ srown completed his copy of the | h ad. -
My, Brown comj h Iy Il‘1 Upon the following morning the artis
ack, start-

Of Treland's slavery and of Ireland’s woes
Live when the momory of her tyrant foes
Shall but exist a | future knaves 1o warh, !
Embalmed in hal and canonized by scorn, | Liberator, to the intense admiration ) I )
When Castlereagh, in sleen still more pro= | gather Manvice and the ectasy of Bys, dinging i knapsack across hi

visit you. Father Maurice says that open

’“m"n.mrl e "optete tonghe now desls | Claney. The worthy priest would not per- | in the direction of the Glendharrasheen | ‘v';'h’n-\:]-:lll‘h }h“l“v‘,l 1‘.;1" |h‘.» T‘,'HL. \.ull‘\ have
around, | mit of its being hung in the kitchen, valley. e o 1 : “ Y iy O e e adin |
Shall witit the impenchment of that Awfal | though, but ga $his I']“" of honor in o [“want to make a few sketches of the | Hand 1‘“.\.’_’1.,\. she exclaims, hold-
iy, | OUgsH, © R 2 . | p 1 i " » ob ing o U sttishly ¢l ( ane
“-m'.l,: AT practised hand can’t bribe | the ~:m; little sitting-room. [t is necdless | coast scenery abont May Point, he ob- \ ing out her coquetti M‘\ ¢loved hand, :
RWAY. | to say that the entire population of Mon- | 8¢ rved, He jumped mto the back seat, and in a

“There is better scenery in the Foil Dhuy, | flutter of joyous commotion, was whirled
about two miles further ong and, bless my | to the grand entrance of the castle, ‘

« And oh, my friend, wert thon but near me | amullin, including the cabin curs— who
oW, | were now on terms of the closest intimacy

I“N"' e *l-l;lll ! "‘”"‘" “‘: : I,i”r“.vl\x{”;'“r | with the artist—turned in after last Mass to | heart, you'll he quite elose to Moynalty | “\’u'n must first \‘wlnt':llnl‘-m- my picture, |
.|“.I:|'llnulv ”:' Il:;m\:-‘lln.::ullu left by Cam- | have a look at the * rirx'wx o' Dan.” Castle, and why not go 1n and see theiry M. ” Brown, exclaimed  Miss '|_\\““".
den there | 7« Be me conscience! but it’ Dan himself | pictures, your own especially, in such a | l.xﬂmg the way to the turret «-h.n“l‘.. "
Could n;“um.' wee what verdure paints the | et et i, cand gilt Dublin fram " | ‘ here was a courteous flattery in this
sod, —S01TA { (@} e, : A . N | that cause y P o 6 tist to s
Which none but tyrantsand their slaves have “T was at an’ it's just as if he was Simple priest ! Artful artist [ that caused the heart of the artist to swi 1
t nl

1t was a delightful morning {hat was | in admiring gratitude.
fis notorious ancesthor, the rmpiitint | o _over Monamullen as the artist |  Lateron ll'u y \\‘1".1 the gardens an 1
thief on the crass,” observed another. quitted it en routeto May Point of course, | the conservatonies, i it reen figs il
| “Faix, is’ alive, it is, Look at the mouth, The sea, like a large sleeping monster, lay | toying with luscious bunches of bursting
4 | winking at the sun, and but one solitary | grapes; and by-and-hy came the presenta-

a,
And didst thou know the spirit, Kind and gvin Drizzlyeye [ Disracli] that welt about

hrave,
That warms the <onl of each insulted slave,
Who, tired with stroggles, sink beneath his

And seems by all but watchful France for- | reddy for to say ¢ R l.;‘l, *”

#ot | «Phere’ ' <hip was visible away in the waste-—a | tion to Mrs. Jyvecote, whio complimented
T ot uld b os. ¢'en thy Pittite Ihere’sanceye! V151 : - y : |
i l;u-l.::wwnd sl Al “«Thrue for ye; there’s more fir in it | brown speck in a flood of golden haze, If | him in Raphaelite terms upon his
would burn—to think that sueh @ blooming | 11a0 iy M‘-xM‘ Finnegan’s chimbly  this youn ‘,||],{,,‘.“\\MHV_‘]M‘].\-]‘\”1]“ single | greens, ._u!‘:‘]n;”,‘\ blues.

art | . B J

to themselves in starting npon | “We want some one to continue
ros of Hook,” she said, “and 1 feel
. Mr. Brown, that mnext year’s

Ofthe world's garden,in rich nature’s charins, minit.’ ) | * why |
And filled with social souls and Vigorous [roth, it’s as dhroll as a pet pup’s.”’ such expeditions, 1t might save them many | pf

arms, « Qtan’ out o’ that, Mr. OLeary, o1 vo'll | a heart ache but they will not. Any other | su

ol e he viettm of at AR (AN | g crack av his fist.” Ot this ome. - What o talisman that | Academy willsee you fon the ey
Who, armied at once with prayer hook and Three cheers for th y.‘m]m.ln.\ mall word in every effort of ow lives. | After luncheon lx;-_‘. '!vm..ul
1'.|u-n:\~l-:.ht;:»l::lvlifm.r:u.-l Seripture on their | These and kindred comment fiung a Brown felt "“""“‘,"““"“" Joyous and ‘M“”{J Iw.ml i o \‘l‘" s
1ips, | radiated pleasure into the inner heart of the brave, charmed with the present, a djm « imomatic fireworks upon
Tyrants by ereed § Mist—that senctum which as yet wasgreen metaphorically snapping his fingers at the | Erard piano; and when ] d

Make this life hell

and fresh and limpid while the enlogies, future. A morning walk by the deep and | artist s¢ ated himself f
awever (uaint and coarsely serve lll]’- dark blue ocean summnens forth this sen- | & little love-song of 3h

the delicions fragranee which prais cation.  You bound npon air; champagne | that \\“"\H_lﬂ\‘ pushed Mo

A ; prec cor carties with it like a subtle perfume. fills your veins; A1 the ills the flesh is heir | oulrance. Song W ne of
AT MONAMULLII he loveof pra calod by art | 10 BT¢ forcotten, all the phantoms of care gifts, and his volee was
- Relgns more of ' every heart. | and sorrow are laid “atun ] fifty fathomsby \ fection. A deep rich

The entrance of Mrs, Cianey 1 ith a My, Brown was enamored of hisnew ex- | th Jead.” ) ) | \\l:v]ln with 1»-1Iv;l ennn
smoking dish of =salmon cutlets turned the | 1stence—pa bly with the ehild passion for | S vhen every | syllable—na jor, h oo
tide of the conyersation, and ina fewnin toyland; the passion endured, never- | thought bea . | '1""' ey momente,
utes the artist found himsclf with M theless, strengthning with each suceessive He trave ysw hnme- | the latter Wll“* it
Jvvecote discussing the Royal Academy | Sunrise nd matured with every gloaming. | ming a barearolle, now whisthng a frag- ll h He sang Gounod
pictures of the last ceason, glorifying M 21 A invitation, accompanied Dy a card, had nient of a b fie, until he rveaches the | lime hywn ha
ais. extolling Holman Hunt, raving over | 7T ved by special messenger for the artist, | gloomy file known as tl dley of | ing-room :
Leclie and Herbert, and  ringing the | requesting the favor of his compady, o | Gle ndhanarvahsheen. S ( van | and with a sinpl
changes over the pearly grays, chanceful | cotera, et cat pt, 1o which that gentlemen ve- | sand t n w\l e ‘\\\1‘. n‘.n_l‘ :
"I‘”]" amaranth Cand primro Leich pot ded in a polite negative, assigning no | 4 m\‘..\ ':vu:ﬂ— ( :‘”m *.‘“‘ ‘-“ L1
ton.  From London to the is casy | parti ular reason, but indulg in vacue | and lo! he ut over the mstrui

| rried | ing chords ever so softl)
ivingin the di- | fainted in sheer melod

| He was asked for A bel 1 for “that
ve that was more 1 ;P

transition, and from then to the galleric cencraliti fe had thonght a good deal | than Miss . de
of Dresden, Munich, and Flo nce, She | of Miss Jyvecote, and sat dreaming about | sister, a Mrs, Travers, ¢
had visited all, and to a purpe He had | her by {he gea, his hands clasped around | rection whenee he

lingered within their :n‘-lm‘m;» valls | his kne amd hiz beloved meerschaum Jehu, and almost

Juey wa

until every canvas became more or less a tuck in his mouth it dreaming, and their nehes on percelving oul hero. - ! d.He poss 4 )
friend.  There was a w mdrerful charm in fihiting against his dream fighis in whiel “This is a condescensie My, Brow ha procurea . faded
this meeting. To Brown Miss Jyveeot fancy ever got the uppermost of the rude | she said, presenting him to her ; et

was alistener fresh, intelligent, naively sen- | and real. A longing erept up out of the “Will you take a seatt”

gible. To her the clever eritiques of ih depths of his heart to sed her once again, « Thanks, no; T am abountto asce wa nt
high-bred yet humble artist savor d of aland to travel in the sunlighted path of her | mountain yonder,” p g vag her
romance written but um It is scarcely thoughts, One thing he was finly resoly th direetion of the range known ouversion

Lwithout | Twelve Pins,

necessary Lo say when people droy ed upon--not to leave Monamull

thus upon a uhject <0 charming, =o in \l another interview ; thongh how thiz was to ST he nowe ‘h.‘_'v'\ expect you to ] ressed on i 1
haustible, o refreshing the old Seytheman be brought about he did not very we 11 see. | at two o’clock nd remain the night, h
i« utterly disregarded, and the sun wa . | Yes, T would see her just once more, mid “T'm afraid not. | propose returning f "L dthough pleadin
ready sinking towards the west when Miss | then stamp the whole thing out of his | by the other r( : m le anxicty of 1
Jyvecote’s p yu came to the gate, [ mind He had been hit before, and had “«What road? There is no v road. t was set ed by a«
“Hlave y anv of vour sketches here, e sinilingly out of the valley of deso- | ‘A ountry part of his entertainers th :
Mr. Brown?’ she asked, a he drew on lation, and s Lhould awain, althougl H.H"" ntend honoring us | treat t —tq:‘x')‘:‘ a1 ‘
her vellow dogskin driving Wes, thi Wi 80 anlike his former | with a the d
«Only a few that 1 da hed off on my | perience. : : hiaught ,
walk hither from Castlebar.” Father Manuice w charmed with h Now, he had ¢
They were glorious little bit [ gnest.  He had neve mtercered any- | no ‘»";ll rintenti
worn ;m'nh‘ hrilliant witl thing like him—so b 1 ] traight to ti

\
the negative. L

and orange lichens 5 Tuminou tured, so hwnbi

O St rocks basking in the sunlight ; | nxious » oblig mysteries of the human

fern-crowned inlets and cliff s | @ Tagine,” said he, in cataloguing Wis | analize his motives. 1 shall weavor |
with wild flowers. She gushed over them, | Virtues to Larry Muldoon— “1magine I 1 : ol
What girl does not gush over the sketches | & king me to let him ring the bell for five « Pon’t vou think von ave acting rather
of a tall, handsome, earnest art t? | o’clock Mass, and he a Prot stant!” Labbhily! he said, preparing to resume |
« Oh ! if Tmight darve to ask you foron Phe priest and his guest had long tall her drive. ‘ ;
of them, Mr. Brown.” together, the latter drawing out his host He laughed . AV )
“Pake all,” he said. | dicging forthe Jdden ore of a charming {u plaisir, then!” And with a stately | his ‘I\}‘.\’n
She would not hear of this | crudition, which lay so deep, but which | salutation, courteous enou I but nothing \\1‘1\ i ‘ i
“They are your working-drawings, Mr. ‘ “was all there,”  Night after nieht did | morve, he swept onwards | Whydoes N d

Brown?? selecting one, po | Father Maurice unfold from germ to bud, He watched the ]-\ur ton «o \\'{1‘11'\1‘-;' with a merry la X :
valnable. » : | from bud to flower, from flower to fruit | along the white road and disappear round | “Why M. Prown, this photo i« the very
“Will von not require an escort, Mi ;\‘”w-‘ orand truths of the unerring faith in | a huge ‘t'\\—r\*\ilt\"Hl‘]l(-l..‘\'\\"‘,tw vex- | 1 re of you, . 0 K
.l)'\'\wvﬂl‘: on your lonely drive” | which he was a Al:v‘\-ln\u‘qj r. the yonng ion with imself grew intolerable. : deneath  the photograple wers th

«Pscort ! No. In the first place, T shall | artist dvinking in the sublime teachings «What an ass, what abrute I have heen! |
probably not meet a human being; and in | with that supremeattention which descends | What can. I have been thinking about! |

Lly the least

the next, 1 should only meet a friend were | like an aurcole, Father Maurice was, a Invited to the house, 1 5’1«11«‘\'1]_\ vefused to | Noel.”
1 to encounter anyone. 1 fear my pro | it were, but engaged in thinkingalond, yet | pay I\u: tereotyped visit, Why a counter- | “Three davsaway from me! W1
longed visit has I]"']"l your work for to- | his thoughts fell like rain-drops, refre hing, | Jumper would have known better.  How | pears  thie ) »  exclaimed

day. Mr. Brown.” arateful and abiding. charming she Tooked!  And that delicions
%My work ! You will hardly guess what | The good priest, Slthoueh hurning with | blush when she et me!  She seemed
T am pledged to do and the work T am | curiosity with regard to the antecedents of really pleased, too. ~What can she think
about to commence, It is nothing less | his guest, wastoo thoroughly a gentleman, | of me? My chance 1s gone. :
than a copy of the wvietur of Daniel | had too great respeet for the law of broken He seated \mw»v'lt on the stump of a
O’Connell which hangs over the mantles | hread and tasted salt, to ask so much asa | felled trecin his favorite attitude, having
piece. It is for Mrs, Claney, who is to dngle gquestion. A waif from the great lighted his pipe. i
adorn her kitchen wall with i | qeean of humanity had drifted into this | % Might 1 thrabble ye honner for a |

«Qurely vou are not in earnest?”’ litttle haven, and it should be protected thrifle o’ light or a bit of a mateh?” asked |

«lelas? * 1 am always in carnest, and | until the ruthless  current would again | a passing peasant. |
<o is Mrs, Claney,” he added, laughingly | seize it to whirl it outwards and onwards. “W ith pleasure; take a dozen!
parrating that worthy lady’s anxiety with | Miss Jyvecote betrayed her disappoint- | The man looked puzzled; he had never | gyt voun,” said them +and mind you
reference to the artistic adorninents of the | I ut in various artless ways when Father | scen wax vestas till now. | i &

: o ; My, Brown, I'm sure the ladies at Moynalty
back door. Maurice arrived at the castle without the “They look mighty dawny, ya hon- | \would have their likenesses done, and give

“May we not hope to have the pleasur | artist. ¢ 1'm sorry you didn’t feteh him | ner i you a good deal of money for them, too

Maunrice, as the artist retun d to th
cosy cotta » of the amber thatch and snow-
white walls, 1 knew you we uld appreci-
ate the Jyvecotes, and | felt that they
would appreciate ye Have you takenany
sketches!?”

«One. the lake of Glendharrahsheen,
which I mean to finish; and then, pardre,
I must say adioi to Monamullin for many

| a long day.”

“Put. tut, tut, man! we ean’t do with-

of secing you at Moynalty! FFather ‘; bon gre mal gre, father,” said Mrs. Jyvecote, | Do you belong to the ea YI‘A] “\I""] | “—probably as much as hive pounds

Maurice has promised us a visit. 10 sure ‘ ‘ as papa got «";n \t-ll\—\mn next \\‘m h.:lzlnl Umih; ro. T»l‘nu-i.lu\\ ulx ‘--11‘:11 ,i,“ castle | apicee ” ‘ y

my father will call and vLuay: Ua talk of no person but ¥, | And 118 ARIIALEE, AYCE wppermost ii “Five pounds apicee, thought the art-
“Pray do not trouble him. I neyer | Brown. thoughts now. i, “and Millais getting two thousand

“Y s, sin”?

“ 1 My, Jyvecote at home!

“No, yer honner, I met him this
mornin’ at Billy’s Bridge, makin® hard for

visit, and, as my stay here is only me of | Miss Jyvecote blushed rosy red as ““". |
sufferance, | know not the moment I may | '§‘]"““"'ll ‘“what nonsense, namia |
be evicted by my ruthless landlord.” Y1 You have been speaking a good deal more
«You shoald make an_exception in ‘our | about \|."I|l than 1 have. You rave over his L L
favor, Mr. Brown. We can show you a | sketeh. . x " W :'_“l“‘”- i
Claude, a doubtful Murillo, and a charm “1 think it immense, Murs, Jyvecote | The .:wv<l~ all in his favor, and T
ine Meissonier. Our flowers, too, are worth | affec ted art and talked from the pages of wouldn’t play his hand! What did it mean?
w;nin;: 10 seo—that ir, they are wonderful | the Art Jowrnal by the yard, * His aerial | Would he go up to the castle, ‘;m‘l. an- |
for Connemara. Father - Maurice, you | perspective is full of filmy tone, and his | nouncing him elf to the chatelaine, pay
must ask Mr. Brown come over with you | nea forecround is admirably ran in, while | that visit which conventionality demand- |

cuineas for a single portrait!”
« And I'modelighted to tell you, my dear
friend, that your O'Cont ell hasalready got

|
|

| have noticed his shop nearly opposite the
chapel, a most flourishing concern——is
anxious to have his likeness done, and will

well as his five children and his ollie; and
| his sen ¢ of color would appear to me to ad?  No: he had swung mto another cur

on Monday. |
S rent, and he would not alter his course.

he'll throw her in, provided you can

| upon the name.

| you a job. ~Mn Muldoon—you might |

have his wife and mother painted also, as | i

if his maiden aunt comes from Castlebar

ax her to thravel for a cupple | The soft white shingle drawn from the | persuade himself that thix visit was a mere | mous gift of a set of Stations of the Cross
o? davs more, anyhow, your viverinee,” | brown-black waters of the lake muftie the | yomantic rlmmlu in the carrcer of an and Lie thinks that you can tell him gomea

well, | <ound of :ul»lnnnr-hin;; wheels, and, ere he | artist—a thing to be talkedof in the sweet | thing about them.”
can return to a coign of vantage, the ‘f,‘"““'l']'.‘l and to be remembered as a de- l Great was the astonishment of the simple
| lightful halting-place in the onward jour- | priest when Migs Jyveeote disclaimed “all

ney.  He tried to fling dust in Lis mind’s | knowiedge of the presentation.
eye, but succeeded in closing the eye to | *Why, father, you must think me as

energy, and prone to audden impulse <and | everything save the glorious inviting pres viech as Miss Burdett-Coutts,” she eried,

ent.” He floated on from day to day in a | #These heautiful works of art have cost
<ot of temporal elysivm—why call it a | hundreds of pounds, Mr. Brown here will
!'mvll paradicel—-so tranquil that it was | tell you Low much they cost,” turning to
m||-n~~1\»1~v pain o1 <orrow could be its out- | that gentleman, How often a stray shot
come, Anintimacy sprang up m this wild, | hits home! My, Brown had the receipted
strange, isolated place that a Aecade of | billin his pocket at that perteular mo-
London seasons could never have brought | ment,

to ripeness, and felt in the entourages of the “ “Phey are Freneh,” he said, evading the
l-.’d..:::‘.'. dwelling as though he was in his | question,

own old home. He rode, walked, drew | v “Consequently more expensive, nest ce
and sang with Julia Jyvecote, She, too, | pas 27 .

would seem to live in the present, in the |~ “They are not badly done.”

aubtle. delicious consciousness of being ap- | “They are on the borderland of high art,
1-|4nivnvvl ay, “and liked, The swall | Mr. Brown, Why do you lumh—lumh

| chance of ever enjoying a repetition of his | them 7
| visit lent a peculiar charm to every cir- | Poor Father Maurice was fairly nonplus-

enmstance, and forbade those gue stionings | sed,  All his guesse

: anent the donor fell
to who’s who with which the favored | short, while his surmises died from sheer
ones of fortune probe the antecedents of | inanition. 1t could not be the cardinal,
the standers at the gates which enclose the | Might it be little Micky O'Brien, that ran
upper ten thousand | away to sea and was now coming home  a
Prom the accident of the photograph he | vichman? oy Pandheen Rafferty, who wasa
was play fully christenced Sir Everard, and | thriving grocer in Dublint  For the first
it became a matter of amused astonish- | time in his life the parish priest of Mona-
ment how readily he aceepted the title and | mullin felt uneasy, if not unhappy. What
Low unvaryingly he responded toa call | did it portend!? Who could possibly take
<o serions an interest in the aftairs of his
He quitted Moynalty in a strange whirl | little parish?  Mr. Malachi Bodkin mght
of contlicting thonght. | have done so in the olden time, but the
“ May we not hope to see you 1n Lone | famine of 45 lefi Lim barely able to keep
.iwn.‘ Mr. Brown?” said Mrs, Jyvecote, | up Corrichawn.  Sh Marmaduke Blake
araciously coming upon the terrace to bid | was a scamp who racked his tenants and
him adiew.  “We go over in April, and | spent his money in debanchery,
our add “1 suppose L shall learn sone day,” sigh-

<i= 01 Burton street, Mayfield. |

[ know how sorry Mr. Jyvecote will be to | ed the priest. 1 must Le patient, but [
have missed you, espe ially as he arrives | wish it was to-day.”
here to-amorrow; and 1 am ko confident After luncheon--Father Maurice’s break-
that he would be anxious to serve you— | fast- the artist and Miss Jyveeote strolled
he added, with a caressing dong the shore.  The sun scemed to shine
a tleman of Mr. Brown's | with a certain sadness, the gray ocean to
1o poor servi wch as v moan a< if in pain, and th hadow of the
him.” we shall not meet again”? to hang ovet
¢lone do vou remain in Monamul- | Julia and her companion as they seated
wown?? asked Mups, Travers themselves 1 luded nook surrounded
¢ Until 1 finish a sketchof the lake here | hy huge _a <pot in which the world
h Miss Jyv intends to hono ldenly.
& . ud vou nk of leaving?? she said
much more of fror a long silence, during which she drew
i nt ircles in tl nd with the tip of
iwhridg para
on tl M My / f say \
& nd 1 VOl
o 1 that li
I will not come 1o | Thames ¢ | Londo
We ¢ Lond X
1 f Egvy My [
and 1 met her who | '
the § & nele, 1 T |
t Pa Vi vesterd
t “How | \ v re-
himseit aw main in |
lu f g Tty
r between Mr. Jy 1 f ut . O s 01
ly imy bl ( 1 d r.?
! H 1 1 f ( .
tive. He w | vy ( ] ”
i Y \ ind y . { st 3
he 1 vl‘\
uny X i N | of ;
t cr \ P 1 rt o cryeat md, a
v i [ w ng hag l had dead it | n sud-
\ : & F Y 1 A e
1 o ! hot | ‘ t \ raft {
f W\ tolly k of \
of her - | Sabe D ) ‘ o his kned
had | d ng
As tl noan
nd \ Ifv v ¥ {
t be oneoftl 11 y f my
1 1 i \ tl i \ |
B y A A | purposel
S had 1 L 1 N cither one nor tl You have
y \. : ) prof ! tal nt il
{ i | Father Maw WS ¥ wea good heart,
Jasy y ti a W il h 1 \ npanionslife
1 ) carden of flowe
Inm 1 ‘ 'Y did Mr. 1 And v till witl the last { lays |
work 1 t re ca awvo f but a d
fe ¥ L - i X i lence fell upon |
vas, Il the ne Ty § Maurice will m vou dread-
arni Dublin, the good priest mar- | fully,” she murmured. She was very paic,
vell the pecuniary x ces of his| apdher dark eyes tumed m with
g H H.“m L, t “and | hournful carnestne hecone
| ing to make it aprese 1 weet I attached to you; and he poor
oner. : little altar will miss your arti tic grouping
But a great surprise was in store ford of the flowers, Do vou know,” she added,
Father Maurice. .. | 1 shall say an Ave Marin when 1 visit
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cpeculate upon the nature of the contents | jead hetween a cleft in the rocks.

of four gigantic wooden cases which we Brown sprang 1o his foet and offered
deposited in the little garden attached G il ey Bis aim.  Neither spoke
th pri \YI~ ttage. It were utte iy use- | quring The walk to the cottage, * if you
less t » end VOl :er_w be the firo diould hear of me throngh your fae v
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2;”‘”11‘ ::::x‘. [ !‘.‘vllzf 1 ,."'I‘“"””" full “of the | fad—but 1 tuk a crukked ha'penny fop
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Murty: “an’ P in dhwead that 1 spoke

«Of course, my dear child, of course. He | be supreme A 4 draw her chaise. So 1think,” added Father b . | too rough whin he offe red Me mennera-
will be enchanted with the castle.  You'll | “Come until I show you where I have [t was better as it was—ay, far b tter. | Maurice triumphantly, 1 Vi el e Murs, Travers is 7~y¢m\p over,  Don't | yion,”

come, of course, Mr. Rrown?' turning to | hung it, "\"\“‘,‘“"_‘l Mis f]“‘-\‘l“"l"‘3~' the | And there came a sort of de solate feeling | g good business for you in yow ab- -\"'” think we ought to see about g “He promised to come Tiere next sum-
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artistically,  And such a frame! Where | the revelation.  Here did his own secret
on carth did you get it?” | surprise him. He had allowed the ima But, mind you, ““]fl"““ ix ready moncey,
artist’s London friends could they hove | I sent to Dublin for it—to Lesage's, | of this fair young gitl to twine its and all you young fellows in the world
oA : . anemes of his thoug | in Sackville Street.” around his heart, till he now felt as if he | require a little of that—not that you want
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seemed to display its general dinginess | thoroughly refreshed after his journey, as
more glavingly. he had arrived in town from the Bast upon
“My poor little altar may hide its di- | the previous day.
minished  head,” said Father Mauricc A scrvant entered with a card npon @
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