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A LUCKY DREAM.

How CoNNoR MoDEaMoT IT AaD 'TnIE
MltNtollT MASS.

You'm be carofiul now, Connor dear-
w'iii you not? And you will not illow
yourself to bo led into drinking and fool-
isiness this blessed night ?"

Norah O'.Brien's beautiful dark Cyes
were raised with an appealing glance to
the hianîdiomo russot-tinged Ibee of her
stalwart younu lover.

"Nover dou>t mo darling," vas the
reply, as Connor drew ber to him and
kissed ber blooming chceik, "yo know
i nover broko my word with you."

" I do trust your brave, honest herat,
Connor. Ent the city beyond is a gay
place, fuil r' tompiations. Jlack ailli-
gan, too, is a wild, roystering, harem-
skarom fellow; and ho might lead yo
ilnto danger witholut your knowing, if
yon didli't kOOp a sure guard upon your-
soif. And on this blessed and holy
Christas Eve, it vould pain me sore
to sec ny dear good boy staggering
homo like any no'or-do-wol 10' then al."

IlMy wvise and loving little woman !"
said :McDormîott tenderly, "You need
have no fear. It is only a drive of five
miles; and when we got, aIl the things
Wo want, I piOmise you I'll not Lot Jaek
or the other boys linger oIng about the
streets. We'll be home safe, please God
bofero the fir'st faint echo o' the joy bols
reaches you.

"Hallo, Connor," shouted a loud
hearty voice, Ils a genuine Irish "iaunt-
ing jar " caine d viving up the road. It
was freighted by three merry-looking
young feilows, the speaker holding the
reins. " Are you ready, old boy ? A
merry Christmas to you, Norah-we
nust take tiat big gorsoon away froin
yo for awhile; but never fear for hia;
i warrant yeo1 we'il bring him back
safe and sound."

"'il trust more to his own good
sense," roplied Norah, I'than to your
guidance, nad Jack Ialligai. Whlen
you aud Condy llourke there and Dan
Barry are togother I fear inischief."

Oh, be the powers, boys V' exelaim-
cd Halligan, cracking his whip indig-
nantly, and looking the picture of injur.-
ed innocence-" thore's language for

yo to uso to the three decentest and
quiotest boys in the whole barony. Ah !
there's nothing bates the tongue o' wo-
mon for defiaation of' character. But
sto) in, Conor, mny lad the mare is
very fresh and wants to feel her foet
uildor er'

And Weil ber fet carrried her, too.
The wol-blianced car, with two on each
side, swept over the road at a rattling
pace, and the good mare seemcd te take

ier work with loving kindness.
It was a bright, cold, erisp winter's

ovenin,,. The sky was almost cloud-
less ; there was a glimnier of red still in
the north-west; and there was that
peculiar fresb bealthful sense in the
atmosphere which gave warning of a
coming frost. The fon.r yonng mon
woro in the height of vigorous heaith
and joyous spirits; and as the horse's
iron-sihod hoofs clattered along the hard
road, they made the evenuingl air reson-
int with mwerry jest, and snatches of
song, and shout of boisterous ringing
iaughter.

But driving into the good city of
Cork o that Christnas Eve, to make-
various purchases for the picasant festi-
val of the morrow, it was casier for Con-
ner McDermnîott, or his young fiiends, to
mako promises of' abstemiousncss tian
to iOOp themn. Many were the friends
and old acquaintances they met in famil-
iar plaeos in the city; and it would be
absurd te suppose that they could get
aIway without exchanging the coinpli-
monts of the scason andi iindulging in
more than one social glass.

It was late when the horse's bond was
turned for home. hlie mon was radiant
in the cieair dar-k bine sky, and cotint-
less stars spt'inkild like diamond dnst
over the vaulit of ieaven, twinkled with
that brigbht crepusculous light which in-
dicaites a kocnt and etitting "Bliacki
Frost." Connor McDerniott lad kept
bis Promise to bis pretty swoetheart
thius far that lie vas not dirunik 'or tipsy
-foi' hie lad a good strong boad of his
own and could bear a fair allowance.
But lie was morry entough for ail tiat,
and had y'icdcd se fir' to the pressing
and irrosistible hospitality of his city
friends that bo baid takon quito as intei.
as was good for hima. His tht-ce coin-
pmions we'o neriier stili, and to pi'ovido-
against the cold night drivo, they iad-


