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Goin out, sir, just goin', wants on'y onle
jump up. A rragh bouldt yolur prite, every
iiotlir's sowl of yes ; this is te ierse that ranl
against the rock."

o wonidcr,"'aid another, ' considerinag lthat
lie lias'it, î a th!m ; shire he's ilways runniing
against rocks and cari.'

"I Imi ican Captain It uk, your lionouir, lie only
won by a nek."

l Was it this races twelve nonths, Jim,
enqiired another, '' tiat lie broke Mr. Ryans
log? Yoi sec, your honor, when hli heard the
buigie, lie ran a waiy and upset the car îipon the
poor jiintleaiiii ; shutre wne hal a dacent berrii'
upon him ; the scarf I got made a shirt for mn
little boy.

There was an old gentleman settled very
coifortably ipon the car writh his rug loosely
about his fent, but the old gentleman mecame
very pale and jiiped off; the driver insiisted
that le should remain, but, the ald gentleman
wvisely paid lis fare and deamped.

.This ls the horse, your houor, talet doces the
thing handsonl v,," shouted another, as lie
whipped ulip ta the old gentleman.

I think t won't go nt ail," said the old gen-
tleman, doubtingly.

Arragh do, your hionor, ie's as quiet as a
1am11b," aUd lc drove up to hlim amnu 1g the
ragged group, whose devotions lie disturbed.

"I On peniny for the good of yoir father's
sowvl."1

" A weeny sixpence betcune a lot of us, poor
forlorn wonen : do, your lonor, and God re-
ward you."

The ao gentleman looked bevildered ainong
the group.

I Bad 1uck ta youî, do you mean to drive the
horse on top of usR.

Arragh, wvill youi look before you, you
oini ahlaien, and not rush on the top) of the
pour.'

SOit in fi ve minutes ; lay the way, ye set.''
"'The curse of Cromwell attend you,. Jack

Lanty ;. vho'd .go upon yhmr brokenu-linced,
b.rkcn-vinded garron ?"1

.lin truti h. Jack's horse siowed eviden t sigis of
being a pions hore. and aiso of a Ireakii; con-
stiiution ; the chief sign was a dry, astlhmnatic
cougl, that almnost shook the driver from -his
perch.

Jack whippedl the horse more fiercely arong
the group, whichi set crutches and dishes in
active isc. 'ite old gentleman voived that he
wouîldn't go at ail, and succuccId il elbowing
bis wray through the crowd.

For God' sake, Wil you let me pass in ?"

salid Frn k.
Throw a weeny sixpence betine li, .your

h onor.''
Il Mishi, faitih, tie yonilig blood doesn't bave

in mic to spare now-a-days; G lie wid oVll
times,"iaid an nid cynical beggar, with a short
Ilidueen in hig mlaoith.

î le bs tlhe good face, nny way," said

auother.
'l Many's the gond face carries nn empty

pocket, though," said the cynic, drawing out
lhis dileci to indulge in a good whifT.

l lie," said Frank, putting his band in his

pocket.
Long life ta yoir lionor. Slure it's Ir.

O'Donell; it' kind for hiui toi bc good ta the

polir. Sihire he's to ride the Fawn, and inay
he win; he's the handsoime gentieman, God
bless im.

i Whoop, tallyho there ! lay teway for Mr.
Frank," shouied a voice froi belind,

Frank turned around and beleld a nonide-
script figure dressed in a red iutinîg frock and
cap, anod ihirling I club thiat imight (10 credit
ta a Cyclops.

lis oily Sheimiui a CluIgl, a poor simpleton,
your honor," slouîtedl the group.

Ahi is this Sliuiîns," said Frrnk, turning
ta him.

Sarra anither, * Misther Frank whoop,
tallylio."

I Shure you won't forget lis, you honor,"
said the beggars.

Frank tling soeu coppers among them, and
vhile the laine aid blind and liait wvre mîixed

in oie scraible, lie got jito the yard with
Shemus, who, as was hi habit, was aIl the tiie
sinîging snatehes of songs.

Ssomne loves lo kiss a pretty ilss,
soine lie to ls a iiuwinig glas s
Biut i iuvsu n s1-- a rt pack
A chaninig reyIard, in tic ir trnek.

TllyhrI tunyho ii ith m.rcing.

Isn'tI fiait leauitifuIl, Mistier Frank. iliHrra,
I ain glal to see yoi heore, and you'Il i win,
Misther Fraik -, slure 1 kinow it, for soimething
liere," ani lie lied his hand over his heart,
tel ls mue the good iewis alwiays, yoi hknow. I

can sing and laiglh tien, and I. clin sing and
laîgi how.

" Snoe loves thir horse and hiindas,
Soie ioenc tiir ieasiure grounds
Buit I l,,es a sporting paek
A Ciaising reynard in tliir track.

Tailly ho, iullyho, ii the iiorning.

"And Siemiiiis, poor fellow, you] have came ali
the ways to the races?"


