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with a 8mall b aek skull-cap, a stooping figure, and a greatgold cross, whjh, I concluded, represented tb; holy man

the'blnr'M 'r''/;'' ^ "^^^ '^"^ ^«'l descendingSthe back of her head, being as evidently the niece.A fevv formal introductions were gone through in cleverpantomime dinner was announced, and the confpany paledoff in a statehnesB, while the host, seizing my arm, led meacross the roon, and in a few words pre'sented me to thefair widow, who courtesied, and accepted my arm, and awaywe marched in that solemn procession by which nelleendeavor to thaw the ice of first acquaintance.
^ ^

'

Your first visit to Ireland, I believe, Senhora? "
said Iin Spanish wishing to say something as we walked along,

she.
'

^""^ ^''"'' ''^"°' ^ understand?" replied

" Not exactly," muttered I, taken too suddenly to rocovermyself; u^,hen I was a boy, a mere child_ "
I he t bvaccident employed a Mexican word almost synonymous' withthe French >• gamm." She started, and said eageii, ' How

'

you have been in Mexico?" ^

eount^-y!"
^'"''''''

^
^"''^ ^^'''^ «""^^ ^^^^^ ^^ that

"I am a Mexican," cried she, delightedly. ''Tell mewhere have you travelled, and whom did you know there
^'''

T have travelled a good deal, but scarcely knew any one "
laphedl. "AtGuajuaqualla-"

w any one,

"Oh, were you there? My own neighborhood, _ myhome, exclaimed she, fervidly.
^

^
"Then probably you know Don Estaban Glares," said

"My own father!"

pnfJ"''"ir""v '
^^^ 'y^' "^^*5 ^t ^^^ J»«t at the veryentrance of the dinner-room, where a blaze of light was shed

herThelk "t T'
*'"' "P°" "^^ '-^^-'^ "^ ^'^' ^-^^ tremb fn^her cheek colorless, and her eyes swimming in tears- wa

speak -and while her eyes wandered from my face to theBeyeral decorations I wore upon my breast, a/d I watchedwith agonizing intensity the look of terror she threw downthe table towards the place where her uncle was seated, J


