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in itse!f, no small in ,
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Mrs,
her side, loved Margaret as a daughter
jonz before the me Kdward's wif
so that the transition was on both sides
casy and patural,

Mr O'Callaghan thought every day a
woak till he saw tho knot tied. Per-
haps he might not have been so :u.uiuun
to see Margaret married had it en-
tailod a separation, but such was not
the case. The old gentleman had stip-
ulated, from the first, that his daughter
was not to leave him—an arrangement
which was quite agreeable to Edward.

As the time appointed for the wed-
ding drew near, all was bustle and
joyous excitement in Tim Flanagan's
Margaret could buy no article, either
of dress or furniture, unless Mrs. Flana-
her. Messengers were

bec

gan was with
going to and fro between the two

naases the whole day long, except when
Vargarot came with her sewing to
aspend the day with Mrs. Flanagan, in
order to have the benefit of her advic
2 whatever article she was fabricating.
On theso occasions, Tim kept up a con-
cinusl fire on the maidenly modesty of
fiis futare daughter-in-law with his arch

&

and sly hints. Many were the
Jnde, and winks, and wreath'd smiles
vherewith he besieged both the young
yeopte, until Edward would sometimes
y ith a good humored ¢
'

“ Well, father, if you

trip to Staten Island, where they spent

t

adjourned to

(

numerous guests invited to the wed-
ding.

evening with his wife and daughter,
the latter bent on astonishing her
Irish friends. She had hersell been

somewhat astonished at the good style

yare our
J{Y more than y lo, 1 1:."
Wargaret off bodily, and restore y,.-.-x.,‘
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ur « of brass
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X Tir
Lor b
bhaat
ot )
{
Al
\
n t wnd lear
1 them to adq \ !.H\‘l
N o doing, you have laid |
of happiness for your owr i
vears, In their virtne and
ection you have the surest
1 for the fature peace and
wosnerity of the whole family., God

yless you all, and may you live together
many, many years, in the enj yyment of
every blessing! 1 will now bid you
od morning, as I have to make my

After breakfast, the young people,
like

ncluding sheridan, set out on a

he day. The matrons of the party all
Mr. O'Callaghan’s in
yrder to prepare a grand supper for the

Miles Blake came back early in the

in which her Aunt Flanagan got up her
breakfast, and she wanted to see how
the ball and supper would go ofl in the
evening. An Irish wedding was some
thing new, and Eliza had an idea that
it must be quite a droll affair. It is
true she rather shrank from the noisy
revelry which she had been taught to
associate with Irish festivals ; but still
she would try it for one evening, even
at the risk of being bored to death. It
would be a rich scene to bave to de-
seribe ever after. So Eiiza made up
her mind to oblige her mother and
Uncle Tim by gracing the ball with her
presence.

When the Blakes arrived, they found
in Mr. O'Callaghan’s parlor Dan Sheri
dan and his wife, with Mrs. Reilly,
Tim Flanagan, and Nelly, and their
worthy host, his wig brushed up atter
the most approved fashion. Tim Flap-
agan ecalled on Miles, as soon as he
made his appearance, to back him in a
bet he was making.

“ Let me first hear what it is,"” said
Miles ; ** you wouldn’t have me buy a

pig in a poke would you ?—what is your
bet about 7"’
““ Why, I was offering to bet Dan

Sheridan here a dozen of port that I'd
make a mateh between O'Calla
wnd Sally Reilly before the year is out.
What do y will you back me ?"'

1an

ou say ¢

people. In an instant all was bustle
and excitement ; laughing, talkiog
and ‘‘ keeping up the fun,’” seemed to
be regarded as a sort of duty growi
out of the occasion. \
The supper was dispatched as soon |
as possible in order to gratify the |
young people who were all impatient |
for the dancing to commence, When
it did commence, it was kept up with
spirit, and with little intermission till
long after

“ The iron torgue of midnight had toll'd
twelve,”

No one was exempted from the common

law, which was cheerfully acknowl

edged as obligatory on all, save and

exept Mrs. Reilly, whose seruples
were universally respected. Mr. Fitz
gibbon executed 2 pas de deux with

Mrs. Blake in spiendid style, remark-
ing at the same time that it was a
great pity the minuvet ever went out

A}

| voice

of fashion. Even old Mr., Williams, a
veteran leather-dresser, generally con-
gsidered the father of the trade, was
easily persuaded to stand up for a
country dance, and it was”long record-
ed as a notable fact, that before all
was over, the old gentleman danced
a very good jig with the fair bride.

“1 tell you what, Edward," said he,
“your wife is an Irishwoman every inch
of her. I'd ask no more than to see
how she danced that jig. If she had
been brought up in Cork's own town,
she couldn’t have done it bebter."”

Both Edward and his wife acknowl-
edged the compliment, and both re-
turned it with interest. The old man's
eye sparkled with a long-absent light,
as he replied : * Well, I think I did
do it pretty well, children, considering
that I have three score and five years
on my back. I'm sure I little thought
I'd ever dance a step again ; bat,
then, 1 couldn't refuse to try my old
feet at KEdward Flanagan's wedding.
Go off now to your sets, children, and

“ No, indeed, he will not, Tim,"
ried Mro, Reilly ; “*it's only fools like
you that are so ready to stake their
noney. If Mr. Blake was so ready
vith his 1 v he wouldn't be as he is
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ay comes round ?—eh,
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“ [ declare now,’" said the lady last
addressed, ** if you don't let me alone,
the whole set of you, I'll leave the
place altogother. It's all very well
when there's no ene but ourselves pre-
gent, but I deelare to my goodness I'l1l
clear out if you say a word of the kind

let me rest a while. God bless your
kind hearts !"’
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that time *‘all the go,”" and Blake, as

soon acknowledged as one of its
lers. He had a ready flow of words
t passed for eloquence, and his
often made the walls and floors of
)1d Tammany quiver, if not by its own
proper force, at least by the vociferous
plaudits of ** the b'hoys,” with whom
Henry T. Blake was a popular special
Repeal meetings were at

the son of an Irishman, had a good
opportunity to rail against British
tyranny, ete. Washington Hall ( now
Stewart's—the leviathan of fancy

stores,) was the scene of many an en- |

thusiastic demonstration, and there it
was that our friend Blake made his
first appearance as an ou-and-out Re-
pealer.

“ Come along,” said he to Zachary
Thomson, ** let us see what’s going on
amongst the Repealers.
capital move fer us to come out strong-
ly in favor of Repeal.”

¢ I can't think so, Henry,’
Zach, with characteristic bluntress,
 what have we to do with Repeal 2"’

)

* Not much with Repeal, if you will,

but agreat deal with our Ivish citizens.’

There was a sneer on his lip that made
# Don't youknow that
If you
ean secure their votes at any given
time to be hereafter specified, by attend-

Zachary smiie.
they are, to a man, Repealers ?

ing a few Repeal meetings, and spoot
ing
will be well worth our while.
understand me now ?"’

Do you

*' 1 do perfectly,’’ said Zachary, with
Repeal
meetings and make speeches there or
the same prineiple that you became a

a smile. * You would attend

freemason—for the greater advance
ment of Henry T. Blake, ditto myself
for Zachary Thomson 2"’

“ Exactly so. Have you yet made uj

your wind whether to go or stay—* go

or not to go that is the question 2"’

“]

It will be a

returned

for half an hour or so, I think it

vid Zachary, in a tone of

we are sure of the Irish vote, whenever
it suits us to apply for it.”’
“ That is alt very well,’” said Zach-
ary, * but I am sadly afraid that Jane
and Eliza will have given us up for lost.
You know they were to be dressed for
the Opera at 9 o'clock, and here it is
now a quarter past Y. Repeal is all
very well in its place, but I have no
potion of letting it interfere with any
more rational amusement. lang Re-
peal, say I, if it keeps the girls so long
waiting."’

* Nousense, Zachary, they can well
l wait a quarter of an hour, when we are
| detained by important business.”” The
last words were spoken with such an
ironical emphasis that Zachary could
not help laughing. Good humor thus
restored, our two ** friends of Ireland '’
puffed away at their cigars with re-
newed vigor, and quickened their steps
accordingly. On reaching home, they
found Mrs. Henry and Miss Blake, and
the Misses Thomson waiting in full
dross, with more or less discontent
written on the face of each, ** Ireland
and Repeal,” were derisively brought
forward by the gentlemen in excuse,
and laughingly accepted by the ladies.

This picture may seem somewhat
overdrawn, but, unhappily, it is ** over
true.”” Of those who headed the Re
peal movement in America, it is moral-
ly certain that some were actuated by
just such motives as our friends Blake
and Thomson. The thousands of Irish-
men who ** made up the rank and file "’
were, of course, sincere in their en-
thusiastie efforts to better the condition
of their own beloved Ireland ; but it is
certain that many of the leaders were
just such as they are here represented,
spouting patriotism from their mouths,
' | while their hearts were full of petty
selfish projects. Even now, it were
well if our warm-hearted, trusting
people would carefully sift the tare
from the wheat, and withhold their con
idence from public men, or would be

1

)

ness of land—stood the j
One hand he held uj
benedietion ; with the other he ra
from his bosom the erucifix of silver ar
turned its 1

image toward
children going down to their death
the river.

Out from their pale faces died the
fear and the horror. They folded the
hands as the mothers teach children t
pray, and lifting eyes full of faith fixed
them upon the comforting sign of salva
tion.

Thus the little lads passed on, out of
the lake and into the channel that led
to the ocean.

* "

gleaming

* * ¥

Below the convent, back some dis
tance from the river, was the hamlet
where the widow Jouret lived —a group
of laborers' cottages, buried to the
chimney pots in snow, and with small
windows staring from the whiteness as
the eyes of corpses stare frozen from
their shrouds.

The widow's home was humble but
snug and warm was the low, white-
washed kitchen, growing with firelight
and filled with the savory steam that
rose from a big pot simmering on tho
stove.

A clothes line, hanging overhead with
daintily laundered linens and laces,
showed the poor woman's means of live-
lihood.

Over the ironing board she was bend
ing, a tall, raw - boned, middle-aged
Canadian peasant, with a sallow skin
and small black eyes, set deep under
heavy brows,

She wore a dark woolen skirt, whose
scant length exposed not only the un-
gainly feet shod in a man's gaiters, but
a portion of brown knitted stocking as
well, and for bodice, a loose sack belted
with a leather strap.

She sang as worked, a tunel
chant of guttral patois, but scothing as
a lullaby, for the
)
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stirring and seasoning :the pottage :a
sound like the report of a gun fell upon
the mothor's ear.

*“ The ice on the river is breaking,"
she exclaimed fearfully, and with trem-
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way.

Anxiously she scanned the land-
scape.

Behind lay the silent village ; before
streteched a billowy plain of untrodden
snow, and further beyond gleamed

motionless between the crystalline trees
of the convent garden a bend of the
frozen river.

And above all hung the lowering sky
of saffiron hue.

On the still air fell a noisy jingling of
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