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whisper that'the Yove- spnrk ﬂlcl\elcd dimly in’
the ashes of a life; waiting, to be ftmncd ablaze,
or for ever stifled. - ~For in: such ‘places and in
" such hearts lie the real wonders of Romtmcc—
the re: il grandeur of Hmnumh ! .
For example, though a dcnl table, a bro]\cn
chair, and a’ \\letch(_d pallet, with' & picturc of
St. Patrick, a cracked iron pot and a cracked
earthen pitcher formed the whole.inventory ot
furniture—(the rest had gone over board one
Ly one in the year-tempests to keep the ship
afloat)—jyet they were set forth witha triumph-
ant neatness, which after all dwarfs the vie
tories of your A\IC\ﬂIl(]Lrh awl all your other
cmmcnt rnpscalllonb to w houn 1\1ttv Hannigan
would have seemed us a dust-atom soiling their
shoe-buckles. ' "And the three weary children,
barely covered in tatters, speaking starvation
through their hungry eyes, yet with a stamp
of carc and love on their wretchedness—were
they not in truth monumenta are perennius, rais-
ed in Almighty memor¥, to a mother's glory?
And the scanty potatoes and sour milk,. which
she hungered to devour aud did not—who: will
weigh against the sacrifice the glory of a Ther-
mopylae, the heroes of the world’s Prytancium |
But Kitty knew little of this her gmn(leur,
“which only vanity will i]lummate—ohlv know-
ing an eternal instinct, “hlch Dade her. lose
herself to events and be no 1om:er woman, only
wife and mother—only thmkmg, as she xmtch~
ed her hushand’s gloomy trance that something
worse than usual was wrong which left the llttlc
. breakfast untasted,
++Tade," she at last venturcd to remonstrate,
¢ what's the - matter with you at all, achora?
There's the praties gettin’ as cowld ns a stone s
an’ the childher dying to get a bit.”
s Dn I'm very hungry,” Imntnc]v sugges-
ted ’I‘ndeen climbing upon his father's. knee to
, attract his notlcc
¢ Tade, the poor craythurs didn’ t brake thcn
blessed fnsb since “yesterday mornin’ " the wife
-went on to:urge softly, “an' 'tisn't their own
father 'ud keep ’em hungry, whin he could help
N lt 11
“ Let’em nte—“ ho’s kecpm em 7' cried the
father grufily, raising a face that was livid with
despair, and %tni-ting up 8o suddenly as to upset
the little creature clinging,to his’ knees, whom,
however, the permission to, hm ¢ at the potatoes
nppmncd w on(lelfullv soon, L
“Are'nt. you goin' to lmvc nny hrucl\laht

agthore 7 asked - the mfe w;th great concern,

\undmg her nrms tcndcrlv nround lus neck.
# It might . be hctthcl but x,hurc tis “(.” to

*hu\e thnt same in paco ‘an’ comfor ’
mnkc ug thankful I . Take a'feiv lit
fuls, ',L‘ndc av 'twas only to oblige me.?” i

“No, T won't,” he m\s“grud roughly

“Shmc, what's the Hse o frettin' )cr heart
out ?. ‘There's the handful av onts outsxde there
\\mtm' all the mornm' tohme )ou ratch a hand
tolems .

Ay, save tem fol @ L) rnut. to gobblc 'em up
like the rest! I'd mther burn ’em !” he cried,
savagely; thenstarting to his feet ina paroxysm
of passion, he L\(,lmmul as he strode hastily
to' the door: ¢ ""will end ‘in murdher; T tell
youl” o .

¢ Hush, Tade ‘darlin', don't say_ that," cried
his wife, alavined at his terrible looks.. « For
my sake, Tade,av you iver cared for me—for
the childher's—" )

# D—the childher, let me pass, I say1”

The little urchins shrank behind their mother
at sight of Ryan's fearful passion. She held
her ground unflinchingly.

¢ Tade, you do not mane ¢hat,” she said, in
sorrowful reproach,
anger iver passed betune us, ncushla, an’ lave
it be the last. - We wor happy -together wanst,
Tade.” S B

He paused and looked down on the truc lov-
ing face raised to his—the one spot of sunshine
in his world—and ihe roused devil of his naturg
shrank from the apparmtion.

“I\xtty I didn’t mane to sny nu) lhmg hard
to you or tho childher, but: the sowl is burnin'
out o’ me wid throuble an’ divvelment.” What
can I do whin'I see you wenrin' yeérself away
like a galley-slave, an! the gorsoons cryin’ wid
impty bellies, an I—I can do nothin’ but curse
myself an’ ivery.wan else.”

% Tade, you aren't the sane man nLnll lntcly
It ean’t l)c any good business that keeps you
out o' yer bed till* the grey o’ the mornin’, an’
that laves you ]mrdl; uble to do a sthrol\co
work for yer own.” ;

#Girl, I towlt you that was.no business o'
yours, Ifiver there¢’stoben bright day for us
agin ’twill. come o' that same night walkin',

an’ if no good docs come- of . it—the world has. |

done its-worst for, us _already.”

# Don't say that, m,thorc, while God laves us
health and qtrength, an’ thc o“ld roof ovcr us
as bad as it is.”

# Kitty, we “ont’hnvc the o“ld “roof 1téclf
over us long,’ he eaid slow ly

. ¢t Holy. Vargin, there isn’t any ncn— broublo,
is there 77 She. was deadly pale,.:

# New trouble 1 I'd like to know what elso

“Pwas the first word in”




