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ballast, didn't your wnor squadron of that craft cock "l Wht jaw, then-wiait ja i'
ip their noses at mie as your land sayini' gocs ?" "1Why, God forgive you man, sure isn't p

" Bud, sure, you ped 'em back in their own coin, Chevauni an' miyself to be in company, as vouirseIf
and iithout anry trouble," simiiled Nlurty, againr vcii- has id, till death loes us part ?"
turing the sore allusion. " Foundher to ould Davy, then, an' lave the mis-

Ay, ay ; but sink that, I say. Didn't one of tiress-mate an' I say-room."
em call me as uglv an ould fitsh as eier sw'um ? and "l We dont want to have a cail to that fellow. I

another say 1 iwas farh br'eeghorh,* zn' ax me to let tould vou afore, admiraIl."
her stick me in ler father's wihate-field ? An' tIat "Go aloft, then you loober."
young fire-ship, Nance Dulhanty, didn't she-the ' An' I can't pleasure you that wvay, neither-at
craft ivid the red lanthorn at her poop, I mane- laste till we have the little pce-aties out o' the ground,
didn't she set ny pig-tail a-blazc, at her ould gran- astiore."

ny's wake ? An' Kitty Doyle ! I ias cruzin' on the " ell-an' wha't port are you steerin' for,
top o' the hill, d'ye see me, an' sIe an' a ficct o' I then ?"

doxies ivid her, at the bottom ; an' she hails me to "No port at all ; Pil stay in the port wherc I
join coinpany, an' I tacks to bear donr on 'em; an' am; an' Chevaun ar' I ivill be picasant company
she an' they tics the long laid-grass right across the wid one another, tiese hundrcd years to core,
nhannel, an' I strikes on id, and comes on my bamc- plaise God. Bud, admiraI ; there's one little Moya
inds-ay, over an' over, till the ould hulk righted Moore, an' shc's the boni sisther a Chevaun-
again-an' the ivhole crev o' themn singing an' pi- rîcarer to ber she couldi't bc; an' she's very like
pin' out to me, ail the tirie, in make-game, like ?Chevaur, onl a yourgcr girril ; an' she's amoost as

Avast, I tell vou, shiprmit, they're all the sanie, by purty as Cikvaun-and she's amoost as good as
say-hOre, or by larnd-shore-all the saine." Chevaun-ar' tiats a great word."

" hthin, we're much behouldini' to your good CIA «Wby iir, ic''cr~uchbeonidi' 0 ou god A, y-I spolie vid. M oya Moore, shipmit, the
word, mi*sther adinira!." remarked Mrs. Mechan. igbt o' my crrise to Nancy Dulhantyýs granny'n

Didit rmane you, jolly iistiress; didn't nivir iake-an' 'tias she put out the fire, 'boord oîd

mare your ;ou're not one of the sort ; I mane the hrrlk, when Nance set the risblight to my pig-tail-

young lighideckers, as skuds on every tack, in aIl ay, spo e iid lir, their, an' otn afore a
weathers, sthramners flyin' in cvcry breeze." ay, ay ; an' noiv tint 1 enli to mmd, that little craft,

" Sure thern, we'l o gt one for you as ould as the Moya, is the only ore o' your jade-squadroii that
hills, if you like," said Murty. never says notiin' b gibe the ould sayman,-never

" A' that won't go down, neither, my hearty ;dos, an' neyer did ; ay, ay."
Inuff, lutf; two sheer hulks, bobbin' shivered planks "'Sbe'd make a nate, arr a clane, an' a iaucky
together, every sivll- never do ; singin' out, too, ivifù, for tIe ould admiraI," observed her prudent
' avast, avast,' in, every cup-full o' wind-ay, or if sister yes, ar' you spoke to lier later than yotr

there was ever a gun left aboord, exchanging shots, n, admirai ; sie ivas here the day o' th
I aarrant oa.n'C

Fait, an' youýre a'nost in the right, no. e cc Vhn on gaer rhee sichr a dai by my came,
b'lieve, though you (id live so long or, the iwatlrcr, rrristliress, -rrr sire an' yorr a-joinii' togetîrer ? an' I
admirai, grinrred Murty. neyer kocîr ber, froîn tire riv cut of liercanas

Il Musra, an' l'm. afcard ho is, Lord purteet us," But wl woudn't sie share a litt e say-store Mid
added Mirs. Meehan, more seriouslv. nMc a nvhy sheer off in a runpus, at ony tie sight a'

"l But," resucd ber nonert man,t h sure yos don'ht the sc;iner o
sne mooch o' the bobbin> or vastin', or tociri,' or IlShy sue ias, rnay be, admiraI, toa take any bell>
scriddin', or singi', or shootini' bictn-ixt Ubevaun, fron a body trat ourgidrrlt a blood relation ta

purryas Chevay-andnshe'sfamadtmasagood a

Cer ; don't blame the poor creature for
SNo, no, ail fair sailin' in ompany, ther, an's e d re,

brecir richt a-liiad." woisted But wsly shid you sintr out, "the Terry
ceWell, air' ivouldn't yorr like Cleiaun's likes for O'Bnaien a-boy ! mistIreas, if I was ta bear no hand,

yvoyaae, as teOU oCanl id ynd'orsd-ern
Ilallo, shiinit ! gain' to change tack? only say Chevraun and her iusband intercharged a look

the word, an-' ilm for tire ruise, in your stcad, d'e similar to trit shicd had passcd between tneer upon
sc ine-ay, ivid ai my beart arr' liglits, my bearîy !1" the very occasiona alluded ta. Evidently they
and Terence spoke-wce stake our icracions clrarac- thoug-lit Terence in saine misconception.
ter on the fact-in perfect. simple sriousnss. INeer mod about the boy, admiraI, for the

l 10, ho, ho ! ve cotldni't mriage tint matte' o preseit ; l)ud, yes, astore,-disthress sure enougl.
is cone on poor Moya ; the ould mother as a nicte

add ed r. Meehannmorgseriously

*Scarecrow. Tidy and gracious.


