stock; moryak!
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the women. ¢ A wondher the airth didn't open
whin his name crossed yer mouth | Shurea look
from him ix as bad as the yalla jandhers.”

The old gentleman who sold the tobaceo evi-
denced his existence by a snigger of delight.

« Still 1 maintain,” said the shoemaker, re-
turning vigurously to the charge, “O'Dwyer Garv
isn't ‘all the people that calls themselves the
tould stock’ in Tipperary. -Shure we know's
em murdherin® set o' thiceves
that'ill plunder an’ hang their poor tinints io
death, an’ divil a care they cire 5o they have
plenty o dbrink an' divarshin thimselves.”

The blagksmith pufled very hard : the, others
shook - their hcuh ~.ull\, fox Lll(: lul(, \\.\s an
over true one.

2 Don't talk to me o theould stock,” the
shoemaker trinmphantly proceeded.  ¢*Tis you
an’ me an’ the likes of us that's the rale ould
stock.  Shure barrin’ OD\\\'C[ va mmsclf
there’s not a mothers sowl -of *em  but h.lF
‘Crummil’s. black blood-.in his vanes. . OQuld
1f the d—— whipped a great

ourselves—n

many o the ould stock that's goin’, some of us
wouldn't ¢y our eyes out.” -+
. “HBay thershin 1™ said the blacksmith, ina very
puzzling way. . «Mick,shove usover tlu, dhrop.”
.t They're bad enough, a_great’ many - of 'emy
totell God's truth» remaiked Mick, as he re-
"1,\1enished the blacksmith's wooden measure, ¥lhut
ave ought to lave 'em to God. T was bitther
engugh against ‘'em wanst myself.—"" )
s Mother o Moses ! interrupted one. of the
women, ¢ 1f this isn't Langton, the Ln"hs]mmn
“up at Artslade's plncu" L
cory 6ye was turned on’ the gentleman in
ques ion, who advanced into th(. green with

" grent =olﬂmmt\'

- tWhisht! ye dickenses vel? crled the shoe-
maker in a chuckling whisper: ¢ e all that’s
“wondherful, he's goin® to give us a jig!”
To explain which, it is necessary to let the
“‘reader khow that all this time Mr, Langton was
‘ ' not to the gossip of the old pcoplc
“ but to thc proveking diversion of the young,
The inspiriting sounds of the music—the merry
W hlrl ‘of thie danctrs—the . short)”
of the “hoys the uncommon nttructnons of the
3 "bar..-lcg"cd and :bare-armed, in  their
~pretey red peticoats; all’ conspnrcd to rouse Mr.
Lanrrton into'a kind of fever, till his feet itched

so that th«,) séemed prepating to dance indepen-

dent ‘quadrilles, and his-héart beat at o mte
never equa.lled since he and Snmh Jané were at
the Royal Chimneysweeper's Subseription Ball.

The rusu]t was what we hdvc secn——almost

‘the young men,

shiirp-whoops’

before hie could help himself he stalked holdly
out of his retreatand straight towards the group
of dancers.

It Leing the first up’pcm':mce of the great
Englishiman among  the Irish villagers, the
dance came to a sndden end, and the rustics
stood staring, some in astonishinent, some in
amazement, at the gorgeous looking-creature
advancing towards them,

Que of them afone ran out to welcome him—
Tade Ryan, the lite and soul of the village—a
lithe; big-limbed young fellow, with-thet puz-
zling mixture of drollery, simplicity and shrewd-

ness in his fuee, which batlled most phy: smgno- )

mists in the In.sh peasantrys

GWhy thin, o caedh mille failthe an' uH the
compliments o' the season to you, Misther Lang-
ton, “cried Tade, with his most insinuating
\]l)ll(.. ¢Shure its bumin® wid delight we are
to get a sight o vou.”

¢ Tohly flattered, I'm sure,” said Mr, Langion,
with his most awful bow,

A sate there for Misther Langton, ye omad-
hawns,”” Tade cried, turning to his companions
with a face solemn as a judge's. ¢ Av it's no
offence, we've the natest dhrop ever gladdened
the heart of a Quaker. Jist o ¢notion® av it,
Misther Langton 2?7 and nolens velens he forced
a generons ‘notion” of the fiery liquid down Mr.~
Langton's throat,

“Why, thin, dang his sounkins !} what does
Tade Ryan mane to be eugger-muggerin® wid a
sprissaun of a raskil like that?” cried one of
HOTis a cowld bath in the
sthrame below ud 5(“[ every consated jackeen
like him,” "

“Lave Tade alone for the wickedness,” said

his sweetheart, pretty Kitty Hannigan; the
blacksmith's daughter, smiling roguishly,” "tis

he's the bye won't lu\'c a_feather to pluck 'on
him; niver fear,” i

“That's the stuff to light up a man’s sowl
for him, eh?” asked ‘Tade, doing the host with
great effect, “maybe you'd be afther havin' o .
twisht wid wan o’ the girls ;" eh, Misther Lang-
ton? Oyeh, you rogue, 'tis you that could foot
it wid the besht of ‘em.” :

ﬂh- Langton was so far softened by the tno-
tion * aid-the flattery that he posmvel) condes-
cended to wink most wickedly—a motion which
Tade 1ctmnul with a ﬁumlmr “dig in the ribs.

“Clear the hoards there- byes.. ’l‘he gintle-
man is gom‘ to dance,’ HUI] De: mthmnce(l wl(l

A hnrmleas expletive, much in use among the peas-
antiy of the South, originally. bearing reference to the
future conditlon of a man’s * goul-case,” L0 his body.
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