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THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH.
CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued.)
“Tp never rain but it pours. Upon mo
life, iU's as true as preachin,” says the
O Sulhvm, glancing compl.lccntl) down
at his nosegay. “It's atine young wo-
man that same Mrs. Sheldon’is all out.
They do be saying, Llnef' you used to

be a sweetheart of hers.

“Stulfl  What do you mean by say-
ing that it never rains but il pours?
Did any onc else present you with a
cluster of hotanical specimens this
morning ?/

“ Not one. But whose acquaintance
do ye think I made this morning, Mas-
ter Larry, while you were rolling in
the arrums of Morpheus ? Whose now ?
Iv's my opinion i’ I was to give ye a
dozen guesses ye wonldn't guess it.”

« Shan't try. Who was ir? Confound

“your mysteries!” :

«Well, then, \Lxden101~eﬂe Remchw
sclf, no less.”

« Mademoiselle Reine ! .

“Yes, faith, and, oh, by me word, it's
the sweet-spoken young creature she is,
with a voice like sugar-candy, eyes of

. her own that go through you like !

“ Bat whcrc, cries Lonrrwm th, too
amazed to let his. companion hunt up =
simile, “where, for heaven's sake, did
you meet her and speak to her,; O'Sul .
livan ? You say you spoke to her 7"

“ Ay, spoke to her, and more—walk-
od home with her to her grandmother’s
door, and got a smile at parting. = Oh,
by this and that, an angel couldn’t beat

Jit! It's a beautiful creature she s,
Larry, with two eyes like sloes, and

- teeth like rale pearls, and a laugh like
the music of the spheres. Sure, you all
said ’twas tho other one'was the beauty,
antt’ if “she goes beyond Ma'amsclle
Reine, its a Venas of the first water
she must be, sure enough.”

O’Sullivan pauses in his enlogy, for
his chieftain has.come to a standstill in
the middle of . the street, and is regard-
ing him with menace in his eye.

“«Will you, or will not, tell me wheve
.you ‘met Mademoiselle L’mdellc, and

how yon ecame to escort her home ?” he |

demands, with ominous c'llm.

HARP.
“ Oh,.] have no ()bJCCLlOIl in life.. On
fino mornings liko this, instend of

sweltering in hot, bed clothes, like some
men I know of, I got up and attend
carly church over There on the hill
yonder; and thove, kueeling among the
old women’s puttmo.x(a, I ceples the lit-
tle darling of tho world praying away
like the .mgol she is.’

“Well? says Longworth, Ie is sur-
prised rather for 8 moment, then second
thought shows him that nothing is
more likely than for a French "nl to
get up ab daydawn, and go to chureh to
say her prayers. “Are. you at liborty
to address every young lady you may
meet in church, whether you know her
or not, O'Sullivan 2"

“J didn't address her,
who addressed me.”

“Iow ?”

“1 was standing on the steps, lighting
my pipe before hl‘lllll]" to come homc,
when T hears a voice at my elbow.
¢ Will ye have the goodness Lo tell me,
sir, at . what hour Lhc services are on
Snn(h\) 57" says thislittle voice, sweetly,
but a trifle timidly, do ye mind ; and
there she was, the darling, with her
trim little hn'mc as light and graceful
as a fairy’s, Cand her amlhng iu(.e, and
boautiful black eyes——"

“Not biack, O-—-blown
brown, blessed eyes,”” as Jean Ingelow
says. - But proceed, my noblof‘nond—
the tale interests me.’

¢ 1 knew herin a minule,” continues
the O'Sullivan ; *“sure if 1've heard hor
and her sister described once, T have a
hundred times. - ¢ At seven, and nine,
and half-past ten, miss,” I says, taking
off my hat and taking ont my pipe,

Twas she

¢ Bxquisite

tand half-past three 'in  tho  after-
noon.. ¢ Thank :ye, sir) says 'sho,
smiling” and - dimpling, and look-

ing: like .. the goddess Flora or the
fair Anrora, ¢ Iave yowa good choir?
Because if Monsicur lc Curé Cwill permit
it T'would like to join.' " We were walk-
ing along as sociably as life by this time,
and may 7 T never if she dldn tnotice the
pipe!  Never mind me,” says she;
“have your mel\C——I don't distike it in
the open air’ - May heaven reward her
for her thoughtfulness !”

“ Well?” says Longworth, :

He s striding, 'tlon(r with  his hands
in lns coat pockots, trymfr to re'\hze in
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his mind’s eye the frigid, the haughty,
the uplifted, the scornful Madoemoisello
Reino tripping ~along in social chat,
“ smiling and dimpling,” by the O'Sul-
tivan’s side.

“Well, then, 1 took her at her word,
and then we walked along together as
if wo had ‘grown in beauty side. by
side, and, filled one house with glee’ all
our lives. 1 thinl,’ says I, ¢ that Mon-
sicur lo Curé—sure his name's Father
M'Grath, but that's no matter—will be
delighted. I know him well, says I
Plspake Lo him, if ye like, or I')] in-
troduce ye, which will be better. It's
proud and happy he'll be to have ye,
for I'm told ye're a fine singer, made-
moiselle.” With that she langhs. ¢ Oh,
ve know me, do ye ?' says sho. ¢ Who
was it told yo?  Or maybe, she says,
looking at ‘me doubtfully, ‘ye were at
grandmamma’s the other night, and——'
‘I wasn't miss,’ [ says; ‘me and your
grandmamma-~hav'n't the pleasure of
cuch other’s nequaintance ; but I know
her well by sight, and a mighty fine
old lady sho is. My name's O'Sullivan,
mademoise le, at your service, I says,
‘I board at. Mrs. Longworth's, over

there beyond, and T am assistant edifor’

of the Phayniz—maybe ye've seen it?
But sure i’ yo hav’'n’t ye know Mr,
Longworth, tho  editor-in-chicf’ She
s smiling—eyes, ligs, dimples, and
all—wminute before; but, by the virtue
of my oath, Larry, every dimple vanish-
od as soon as I mentioned your namoe,
£ Oh,' she says, under her breath, ¢ yes,
I know.’ - And she shifted her ground
in the twinkling of a bedpost, and talked
of the choir, and Monsieur le Curé, as
she calls poor Father M!Grath, until we
got to her grandmother’s gate.”
“And then?’ says Mr. Longworth.
‘“ And then she brightens up beanti-
fully, and looksiup at me, all the dimples
und smiles in full play again, and may
I never, if she hasn't the handsomaest
pair of eyes—brown or black, or what-
ever il pleases. yo to call them—that
ever bored a hole throngh a man’s heart.
¢I can’t ask yc in,’ she says, ‘as you
tell me grandmamma has not the pleas-
ure of your acquaintance, but I am sure
o shall meet again. ~ Thank you very
i much : for “all .your information, and I
4 shall be glad to know Monsienr e Curé.!

And with that:she males me'an clegant

little courlesy, and trips away as grace-

ful as ye please. Ifit's true what they’re
siying, that you can havoe your pick and
choice, Larry, it’s you that ought to he
the happy mun this day. But its ever
and always the wuy—it's to you und the
likes of you—mon with hoarts of ice
and heads of* granile—that such prizes
fall, while——" ,

“Oh, stop that rot, O'Sullivan!” cuts
in Longworth, with very unusual im-
patience.  * And beforo wo part I will
suy this:  You areabout the cheekiest
beggar it has over been my good for-
tune to meet.  The effrontery of coolly
doing escort duty for a young lady you
never saw in your life before, and offer-
ing to introduce her to other people be-
fore you are introduccd to her your-
self) is a picce of unblushing impudence
only to be perpetrated by an lrishman,

Mr. Longworth goes into his private
room and shuts out his sccond with u
bang.. Mr. O'Sullivan pauses a moment
to regard the door.

“ May I never if he isn't jealous " he -

says, calmly. . “ 8o she's the one, is she,
and not the beauty ?”

And then takes off his coat, substi-

tutes a duster, and sets 1o work.

During the worlk that ensues there is -
a press of work in the Pheniz Oflice,

and neither chief editor nor sub-editor
has time nor opportunity to see muchof
Madomoisclle Reine Landelle.

A murder trial is going on in Bay-
wouth, - 1ven in pretty, pencoful, pas-

toral scaside towns the tiger in man *

crops out occasionally.  Thisis a very

horrid affair~—a very romantic and.melo- .

dramatic affair. - A handsome young

factory givl had shot ‘u gentleman of .
woalth and position on the very ove of .

his wedding-day. - The  details. wore
many, and thrilling, and disagreeable,
and intensely interesting, and thero
were oxtra cditions and supploments

without number to satisfy tho feverisl;»

demand. ,
Mr. Longworth, deeply intorested in

the ease, and spending o great deal of

his time in the courthouse, becomes in-

visible 10 his friends, until one evening.

he drops in upon Miss Hariott, and finds

there the Demoiselles” Landelle - and -
Frank Dexter.  They are-all grouped”
together in'the twillight: in the little
gardon, and-Tongworth has time fo:.
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think as he approaches, what he has
thought so many times before, how
fanltlessly lovely Mario Landelle is.
Her boanty is so great that it comes
upon a beholdor, though he shall see
her a dozen timos a day, always as a
sort of surprise.

Was Ielen of Troy as beauliful ?
Was the woman for whom Mare Antony
lost a'world as peerless 7 No, she wuas
brown, and middle-aged, and conrse. [t
is not for such fair and frail flower faces
that men have gone mad and worlds
have been lost and won.

She is lying back languid in the sul-
iry heat, dressed in white, her broad-
brimmed sun hat in her lap, her gold
red hair falling loosely over her shoul-
ders as usual. Young Dexter is lying
on the grass at her feet, all his speech-
less adoration ir his uplifted eyes. e
scowls darkly as  Tongworth draws
near.  Close by sits Miss ITariott,. fan-
ning herself. Insidein the dusk parlour
Mdlle. Reine is playing for them softly.
Through. the parted curtaing he can,
catch w glimpse of a black gauzy dress,
of a stately little darlk head, and some

“long, lemon-coloured beads in hair and
belt. - ;

Which of the sisters held his heart?
The ideal beauty or the real woman?

CHAPTER XV.
AT THE PICNIC,

#WiLn somebody introduce me to this
gentleman 77 inquives Miss Harviott, as
- Laurence Liongworth makes his appear-
ance. ‘‘ Nine whole days have elapsed
since these eyes beheld him. Who can
be expected to keep a friend in remem-
brance all that time ?”
“Who, indeed!”  says Tiongworth,
f gspecially when the who'is a lady.
Mademoiselle Marie, I salute you.
Frank, whenee this moody frown ? - May
I seat myself beside you, Miss Haviote?
The grass is damp, the dews are falling,
else would I stretch myself, as° my
- young kinsman is dping, at beauty's
feet, defy rheumatics, and sun myself
in its smiles. * Mrs. Windsor is well, I
- hope, Miss Landelle ?”
.. %1 think grandmamma must always
7 be woll,” . responds :Mdlle. Marie, with
one..of her faint, sweet smiles—she
“rarely gots beyond smiles. "I cannot

imagino hor weak or ailing,  She won.
ders somedimes, as Miss Hariott does,
why ycu nevercome to see hor.” ‘

“Mremendously. busy,” says Tong-
worth, “Of all morciless tyrants com-
mend me.to the reading public-when a
popular trial is going on”

“ How goes the trinl, Tongworth 2"
inquires Frank. 1o is interested, but
not 1o the poini of attending.  “They'll
find her guilty, I supposo 27

“Mhey can’t very well find her any-
thing else, since half a dozen people
saw her shoot him; but she'll be strong-
Iy recommended to merey.  Sho killed
Lim, but she served him vight t”

“ Dangerous doctrine, Taurence,”
says Miss ITariott. © 1low does the poor
creature stand it 2"

“ She appears half dazed. 1 wonder
you don't go o sec her, Miss Harioth
The poor needs a triendly word. Tt is
harddines tor her just at present.”

“(o to sec n murderess!” exclaims
Marie, in faint hovror. .

Longworth lifts his thoughtful eycs.
The musie has ceased, and tho Dblack,
ganzy dress and long, lemon-coloured
besds are at the window.

“Why not?" he says. - (ood even-
ing, Mademoiscle Reine. - Miss Iariott
visits ‘much worse people than poor
Kate Blake every.week of her life, but
not one who need a woman's presence—
4 woman’s words—more than she,: She
wasu't half a bad givl, although she
shot Allingham. Will you go, Miss Hes-
ter? I can oblain you admittance ?”

“Yes, I will go,” Aiss Iariott says,
slowly, and TLongworth gives her a
erateful glance. L

She has-shrunk a litule at first; theve
is something tervibly repugnant in tho
thuught of facing a murderess.. Butshe
is a thoroughly good and charitable wo-
man, Longworth knows, as all the poor
people of North Baymouth know, and
when she does go, Kate Blake will have
found a comforter and true friend,

“What nico, enlivening subjects Long-
worth always starts,” cries Frank, iron-
ically.~ *Ior a Death's-head -at:any

feast; commend me to the editor ‘of tho .
Pheniz.” T think we must ask . him to
our pienic, Mademoisello Mavie. - If our
spirits:rise” to:any:very boisterous de-

greeof happinoss, his pleasant romarks




THE HARP.

195

will bring them down,
gay 7 '

“Oh, ask My, Longworth, - by all
means,” suys- Miss Landelle, smiling
graciously upon tho. gontieman in the
chair.  *Anything in Baymouth with-
out Mr. Longwortliwould be the play of
¢ Hlamlot” with the part of [lamliet left
out.”

“ Consider yourself invited then, My,
Tongworth,” says Frank, gravely, “to
am exclusive and recherche picnic on the
morning of Luesday, the Lith instant,
weather  permitting, on  Fishhawk
Istand, - Phe  fhst  sailing and  com-
modious young steamer, [uther of Ifis
Country, will be at Stubl’s Wharl pre-
cizely at half past nine ante- meridian.
The ecclebrated string” band of Bay-
mouth is engaged for the oceasion, and
every one this side of forty can trip his
orher ten Hght fantustic toes from that
hour till oight in the evening, Pre-
parations are already proceeding on a
scafe ot unprecedented magnificence,
and all-the elite, the beauty and bravery,
the skimmings of tho cream of society,
arg expected to graco the festival,© To
none ol these classes, | am well aware,
can . you, sir, put forth the slightest
elaim, but at the graciouns solicitation of
Miss Marie Landelle, I, sole proprictor
and - gotter up, do by these presents in-
vite you.” ' ’

_ “Are you going, Miss Hariott 7" says
I.;ong__s’worlh; “ beeause if you are mnot

What do you

“1 am going, Larry, and will protect
you, or perish with you, from the sar-
casmg of" this ruthless boy. Ilave you
asked Mrs. Windsor, Frank 2" .

“lven that daring deed, madam,
have I'done’  And she's accepted, too.
You could have knocked me down-—
yos, and dashed my: brains out with. a
fenthor, when she said yes. © If there’s
a breezo, and there is likely to be one
at that hour, there’s suve to be a com-
fortable “short chop in the channel,”
says Frank, with a demonine chuckle,
“Fancy Mrs. Windsor in a short chop
Fancy Semiramis, or Cleopatra, or the
‘Queen of Sheba seasick 1” c

“ I am gfraid you are erielly mali-
<cious, Monsicur Frank,” says  Marie.
. ‘“Mr. Longworth, do you desert us al-

roady. 9. "¢ R S
<! Must, I regrot to say. May I chargo

you with my regurds to Mrs, Windsor,
Miss Tiandelle, I shall not have an op-.-
portunity: of sceing her nulil wo meet
al tho pienie. Tuesduy you say, Frank?
This is Suturday, [ belicve 1

“I believo it is,” enys I'rank.

“ How pleasant is Satnrday night

When we've tried all the week 1o be good.
and failed mostly.  Don’t forget the
date in the ubzorbing interest of the
murder trial, iff you ean help it. T
lkenow you are perfect ghouls, you news-
paper men, and dine and sup on hor-
vors.  You don’t know tho race, Miss
Landelle: but it is my conviction that
the reporter of u daily paper would ra-
ther commit a murder himself than not-
have one to report.  Apropos of news-
paper men, Uve asked that prince of
good fellows, O'Sullivan.”

“ Adieu, Indies,” says Longworth, ris-
ing. e glances at the window. The -
faco there looks dark and sombre in the
faint light.  “ Good night, Mademoi-
selle Reine.” : o :

She bows, and when he is_fairly gone .
returns to-the piano. S L

The sisters and Mr. Dexter have spent
part of the afternoon and taken ten
with Miss Hariott. Franlklies in a sort
of dreamy swoon of bliss. - The nightis
warm and lovely, he can recline on his.
ctbow on the short, sweet grass, and
“sigh and look, sigh and look, sigh and
look, and look again”’ at tho perfect.
face above him lo his heart's content..
Life is elysium, Paradise is regained, to
breathe is bliss—Frank Dexterisin love,
Marie Tandelle is here, and no other
man is near to mar his rapture. RN

“O'Sullivan,” :says Longworth, late -
that night, ag they sit and smoke to-
gother in silent sociability on the porch.
“ Ilow.many times have you escorted:
Mademoiselle Reine Landelle home from
carly chureh since - last - Wednosduy
weelk ?” . S

“ Never: a time,” responds Mr, O'Sul- _
livan; “but I have introduced her -to;
M. le Curé-for all that, and thore she
was, singing lilko & mavis, last Sunday. |
Ye did well to tell me she had a-voice

.of her own chiof. I've heard Patti when

she was in New York, and Nilsson and
Kellog.” : '

“That will do,”
rupts. “I, also, have heard. those ladies;
and I have heard Mademoiselle:Reine:

Tongworth inter:
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I'll go with you to church to-morrow,
O, If you like.”

“Will ye, faith,” says O'Sullivan,
with a grin. ~ “Well, maybe there's
hope for ye—theve’s pardon, they teil
ug, for the repentant reprobate ecarly
and late. There's not music at all the
services—if ye would rather come carly
—and the choir and the organ are dis-
t-ract,i,ng to some people at their prayers

“Larry! Lavry 1 shrieks a discor-
dant voice above them, “ you're a fool,
Larry; afool! afool! a fool I”

“Confound your croaking,” says
Longworth, with an outward scowl at
Polly, ¢ that bird will goad me into
wringing her neck some day.”

But Mr, O'Sulliven, lying back in his
chaiy, langhs long and loudly.

“Upon me conscience, there never
was anything more apropes,” he says;
“that parrot has the wisdom of a Chris-
tian."

Mr. Longworth goes {o church on
Sunday with his sub, and listens to a
voice, fresh, and - sweet, and clear as a
skylark’s, soaring up in the choir. If
he listens with half as much attention
to the sermon there can be no doubt he
goes home benefited.- There is appro-
priate matter in every word, and the
text is “ For the love of thy neighbor
worketh no evil; love therefore is the
fultilling of the law.” L

In the evening he goes to Miss Har-
iott’s, and - is - meither surprised nor an-
noyed 1o find Mdile. Reine there before
him. Her presence doés not interfere
with their friendly téte-a-tete, for she
goes inside, and sings soft Jirench and
Latin hymns, sel tosweet Mozartian
molodies, and they do their talking un-
disturbed out among the roses. 1tis
the time of roses, this lovely June wea-
ther; Reine: has adorned herself with
white ones to-night—they become her,
and it is ‘not ecvery one to whom it is
‘given to wear roses.
¢ Stars of the beautiful sky of France,

. Of the beautiful land of my birth,
I'shall sec you no more, with the ocean be-
 tween, ! "
. At the uttermost ends of the earth,
Where M]ay days still passes in sadness and
. 815 N8
i Stars ‘of the beautiful'sky. of France.””
sang the -voice in' the dusky gloaming
v ¥ithin, and: the pathos sinks deep into

A

the hearts of the listenors, and, listen-
ing, they forget Lo talk. .
"Phe day of the pienic comes, and, re-
markable to relate, itdoes notrain. The
gods smile upon Frank’s {ite thore is
not a cloud in the sky; only the long
“mare’s tails,” that betoken seotiled
weather, when the ¢ Father of his Coun-
try " goes snorting and pufiing from his
dock. ~ Flags and steamers float proudly
on the breeze, the band plays its best
and brassiest, the elife have mustered
strong, and make # goodly show on the
deck. Not one has failed; there is not
a child on board, and only two matrons
Mesdames Windsor and Longworth.
Miss Hariott, being unmarried, does not
count among the clders; and Mrs, Shel-
don, being young and pretty, does not
count among the matrons. It promises
to bo.a perfect picnic, and they go float-
ing down the buy amid the cheers of the
throng on the shore. Mr. Dextor, as
master of the ceremonies, flushed of
face, excited of manner, is ceverywhere
at onece, but chiefly in ‘the vicinity of
Miss Marie Landetle, © Mr. Longworth
reposes.on arug at Miss Hariott's feet,
and -quotes :appropriate poctry as his
youthful kinsman, metcor-like, flashes .
by.
“ Bill Bowline comes, and he says to me,
He says to me, he says, says he,
¢ What is the rule of, the road at sea?’
I says to him, I says (that's me).
¢ The rule of the road, folks seem (o agree,.
Is to suddenly launch in eternity.” ”

“It is one. of Larry’s nonsensical
days,” says Miss Hariott, in a compas-
sionate and explanatory tona to Frank,
“You need not be alarmed. Wild horses
could not- draw a rational word from
him. But he is quite harmless in those-
paroxysms.. I am used to him, and
know how to manage him.” -

“ o does not forget his charnel-house:
principles, though, oven in the tempor-
ary aberration of his intellect;” returns
Dexter, with a look of disgust. ¢ Sud--
denly launched into eternity!’ indeed.
keep him 1o yourself, Miss Hariott, if’
you can; idiocy is sometimes catching,.
and he may (righten the ladies.”

Mvr. O'Sullivan and. Mdllc. Reine, on
two camp-stools, are chatting sociably
and cheerfully, as'may be.inferred from
the gay laughter of the young-lady.
She has fraternized with the descendant
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of the Ivish kings in a wonderful way.
Miss Tandello iy, of - course, surrounded
by a dozen or more adovera,  Mesdames
Windsor and Longworth, in two arm-
chairs, sit and converse, and the former
ludy is everything that is gracious and
condescending—an  empress with the
imperial _purple and tiara lnid aside.
And the band plays, and tho bay glit-
tors, and “Youth is at the prow, and
pleasure at the helm,” and it is o day
long to be remembered in the picnick-
ian annals of Baymouth.

An bour and a half brings them to
Fishhawle Island. It is not a pretty
name ; bui the island is a pretiy place
—large, tree-shaded, with dim green
woodlands, and long, white, glistening
beach, “for whispering lovers made.”
There is a lighthouse and one coltage—
one only, tho lighthouse keeper’s—and
this makes things romantic. It is a
tiny coliage, nestling under an arm of
the lighthouse; and the keeper himself,
a grim, Robinson Crusoo sort of man,
stands. walching. these airy. roisterers
land - with dreamy and philosephical
£y es. :

* An ‘agreeable place to come and be
a hermit,” says a voice in Reine's ears;
*every *induzement offored—perpetual
solitude, profound loneliness, the ocean,
the winds, and the sea-birds to accent
the dreariness. Lot mo “help you up
this ascent, mademoiselle—the rocks
are slippery.” :

It is A, Longworth. Beyond saying
good morning, he has not addressed her
before. 'She frowns slightly as he ad-
dresses her now, and her lips compress,
but as without positive rudeness: she
cannot refuse, she is forced to aceept
the proftered help. ‘

“Will you not like to go through the
lighthouse?” he inguires, ignoving if he
notices the frigidity. “One does not
seo alighthouse every day, and the pre-
vailing genius of the island is here to
‘the left, chewing tobacco.  Shall I ask
him to guide us 7"

“If you will, monsieur,” Reine re-
plics, his cordiality faivly suprising her
into assenting L A

A few days ago she vowed to hate him
all his: whole life along; now she is

‘keeping her vow by taking his arm and.

loing as-he tells her. - Asthe incongru:

ity strikes her sho frowns again, then
relaxes into a half’ smile. -

Mr. Longworth  addresses himself to
the monarch of all he swrveys—

“Yes! that potentate says, “he is
willin'. . Thar ain’t nothin’ to see, but
folles that comes ullers does want to see
it, 'specially ladies.  Wall) yes, it s
keinder lonesomo. In winter now it's
oncommon, and of a winter's night,
when the wind’s from the nor'rard, an’
makes a clean sweep of this yere island
an’ the wavesiroar right up a’most over
the place, it ain't noway cheerful. But
I mostly takes it out in sleep all through
the winter, and somchow don’t mind.
Wrecks, miss?.  Wall, sometimes, -of
cowse, it's the nater of things that
there must he wrecks.” :

A weird picture rises before Reine. A
tempestuous winter night, the winds
howling over this “seagirt isle” the
snow falling in blinding drifts, the lamp
up yonder gleaming through the wild
white darkness, the lighthouse keepar: -
asleep . before his fire, and some fated.. .
vessel driving on and on to her doom. ’

She goes through the hghthouse with:
Tongworth and Robinson Crusoe, up,"
up the spiral stairs to the very top,
where the big lamp sits lilkke a cherub:
“up aloft,” and tho breeze nearly tears
the coquettish litile hat off her head,
Then down, and through the tiny three-
roomed cottage, all at sixes and sevens,
speaking pathetically in every dusty
chair, in every untidy household god, of:
the abject creature man sinks to when
he tries housckeeping alone. :

“You -onght to have a wife; my.
friend,” suggests Mr. Longworth, ¢ to
put things straight, and keep you com-
pany on howling winter nights.” .

S« Waea-l,” drawls doubtfully the phil-
ospher, ‘I keinder don’t know. Mar-
ryin’ to my mind is suthin’ like dyin’—

a man knows what ho is, but he don't:

know whav he's going to. 1 never did: ™
sot much store by wimmin folks even:
when I was a young chap, an’ tain’t no
use tryiv’, speriments at my time o lifo,
I guess I'll suffer right on as I be.” ‘

TReine laughs, . Her coldness melts in
spite of her.. She hasnever been in so
gracious a muod-with her chosen enemy

before.  He takes advantage of it ard: .7
shows her all the pretty: lookouts, and:: ...

‘minjature -caves, ‘and tiny inlets, and’:
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glimpses of green woodland where the
song-of the seu steals slumberously, and
the strong salt wind is mingled with the
scent of wild ;roses. He gathers hor
some ferns, and makes them and the
wild roses info a bouquet, and in doing
it tears his hand with a spiky branch—
& long tear from which the blood flows,

«Oh,” Reine says, and turns pale,

“Tdon't want to stain my bouquet
with Dblood—that would be an evil
omen,” he says. “Will you kindly
wipe it oft before it drops on the ferns ?”

He draws out his handkerchief, and
she obeys in all good faith; but Long-
worth’s eyes are faughing as he'watches
her.

“'Tis not so deep as a well,” he
thinks, “nor so wide as a church door,
but 'tis enough, 'twill serve. Thanks,
mademoiselle.  Now, if you will do me
the favour to accept my very humblie
floral offering——"

She besitates 2 moment, bites her
“lip, reddens, but accepts. They pass

- out of the sylvan twilight into the sun-
shine and the midst “of the merry-
makers.

“I hale him—I will hate him my
whole life long! Little Queen,” he
thinks, looking down at her, “rash
promises are dangerous things—foolish
10 make and hard to keep. | You shall
forgive me yet for refusing to 1ob you
of your fortune.”

The day’is a perfect day, the pienic
an ideal picnic.  The diuner is good,
“the champagne is iced, the knives and
forks have not been forgoiten, the jeliies
are jellies, not shapeless masses, the
pies are not squash, the ham is firm and
rosy. Insane beings who care fordane-
ing with the thermomeler at ninety in
the shade dance; the same people who
do not drift away in twos and threes,

" but mostly in twos, and nobody knows
anything of the whereahouts of anyhody
else until-the sun goes down like a
wheel of fire, and purple and crimson
and orange and opal pale away into
primrose and drab. Then they,drift to-
gether as they drift asunder, and there
1s agipsy tea-drinking; which is mevrier
than “all. - Faces are flushed, noses are
- sunburned, the wind comes cool off. the
- gea, and poundcake and tea are as the
nectar of the gods. - - »
".:4.It has been a consumedly hot day,”

says My, Longworth, pushing the dump,
fuir hair offt his forchead, - My lordy
and gentlewan, you hehold an uttorly
cotlapsed editor. Mrs. Windsor, L hope:
the thermometer has not been to many
for you ?”

tNo, I like heat,” Mrs, Windsor re-
plies; ‘it agrees with me.”

But she looks bored as sho says it,
and has registored a mental vow fo be
inveigled to picnies no more. Music
and moonshine, picnics and pleasuring,
beyond a cerlain age are mistalkes,

Reine is beside her grandmother, but
she has thrown away he roses and
ferns—wild  roses are not longlived
flowers. Marie reclines besido Mr. Liong-
worth on the dry, wind-scented grass;
she has been beside him all the after-
noon in spite of every effort of IFrank
Dexter, and neither flush nor freckle,
tan nor sunburn, spoil her pearl-fair
skin

They re-embark, The moon, rising:
slowly from over there in the west,
comes all silvery and shining out of the-
waler. . It is a full moon. ! This picnic
hag 'been arranged with an cye to her,
qnarters, and three quarters, and she
teaves a trail of tremulous light behind
her, The band isatit again. * A Starry
Night for-a Ramble” it plays, and the-
maoon and the melody make the young
people sentimental. ‘They lean over the .
side and stare pensively at the former.,
Reine stands among the moen-gazors;
but Marie, who does not care for moon-
light eflects cxcent on the stage, is
promenading  slowly up and down,
listening to, and smiling indulgently
upon Mr. Frank Dexter, ‘

“ Come here, Tmurenee,” says Mrs..
Windsor, and he goes over and takos 4
seat heside her. I do not think wo
have cxchanged ten words all day.
What did you do with yoursel’ the:
whole of this.afternoon 2"

She smiles as she says it.'She knows
very well who his companion has been
all ‘the afternoon much better than she
does who was his companion this morn-
ing. ) ‘ ‘

“T hadthe honour of poinling out o
Miss Landelle the various points of in-
terest and attraction about the island,”
he answers. “ I only regret in my

| character of cicerone they “were -not
more numerous and more romantic.”
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“Young people manufuacture their
own romance, do they not, Laurence ?”
She feuns forward and l.xys one long,
slim hand on hig wem.  “How do you
like my granddaughter 7

Dnmr\voxth laughs. The perfect ab-
mplncas of the questlon is enough to
throw any man off’ his guard, I)uL that
inscrutable faco never betrs ays its ownor.

“My denr Mrs. Windsor, is that not
a somewhat embarrassing  question ?
And there ean be but one reply. Your
granddaughters are young ladies whose
areat attractions the whole world must
admit.”

“ ] said granddaughter,”
Windsor, with cmph 1sis, glancing at
Marie. “M_) younger wnmhl.mtrhler
ccrl:linly has little cluim to be: wity or
atteaction of any kind.”

“That may be a question of taste,”
says Longworth, coolly, and looks in
turn at the darvk, quiet face, the davlk;
steait brows, the durk, shining cyes.

Robe that figuve in white, he thinks,

retorts Mis,

«erown that dusk brow with « buand of

yellow gold, and “she might stand, as
she stands now, for some’ Oriental prin-
€08,

#* A most beautiful girl,” the gentle-
man cchoes.

‘““She is well-bred, her manners are
full of repose, her (llspomtlon is amiable.
She will be o wife with whom any man
may be happy,.of whom any min. may
be proud.”

She pauses and glances at her again.
Longworth bows, m\\'mlly amused,

“iPhose ‘facts are indisputable, ma-
-dame.”

“Havo you thonght, Daurence,” the
lady goes on, carnestly,” “of our last
private interview before those girls came
—of the proposal 1 made to you then,
and which you so peremplorily de-
elined? I trust you have Lhou"hL it
over sinee, and thought better of it.’

“ I have thought it over for one mo-
ment,’” he answers, promptly. “ Inever
can or could think better of it. I1f 1
found it impossible to do then, you may
imagine, having scen tho young ladies,
‘how much moro 1mpo=5|blo it mu:.t bo
now.’

“ Butis there no other way,” sho asks,
with a poeculiar smile, “in which these

-different -and (,Luslnnfr interosts :can bo
merged ? 7. Is thore no other way i

which what L offer may be yours with-
out injury to them ?”

“ s\l.“l.xme your goodnessoverpowers
me,” says My, .Long\von th. o pauses
i mom(,nL his eyes following hers to-
wards the slender form with the loose
golden hair and lovely, smiling face.
I einnot pretend to misunderstand you.,
Yes, there {s one other way 7

“If both my granddaughters were
plain girls i -

“ Impossibloe  for Mus,
granddanghters to be that,”
%ntlem ), parenthetic 111_).

‘1t as 1T say, both these. girls were
plain and unattractive in any way, it is
a suggestion | would never dream of
making. But Marie is more than usually
beautitul; she is gentle and graceful,
and 1do make it. It would please me
very iuch, ILaurence, to see Maric
Landglle your wife—to know you ag
my son in reality, as you have long been
in heart. 1 like the girl better than I
ever thought to like Hippolyte Lan-
delle’s child.  Will you think Of this,
Laurence, for my sake ?” i

“ With pleusure, Mrs. \desor—for
your sake and for my own. Indeed,”
he says, and a slight smile breals up
the gravity of his atlentive face, © I
have thought of it myself before this
evening. Tow long do y ou glvo me to
make up my mind ? o

“ Oh, all that is entirely for you to
decide.  Pall in love at'your leisure, by
all means.. I do not know how a man
may feel, and at no time was I ever
very susceptible myself, but I really
cannot think it a difficult m.ltlcr to fall
in Jove with Marie.”

"« Prank does not seem to find it so-at
least, I think he was fatally hard hit
from the first. You stand decidedly in
Miss Landello's light, madame, in offer-
ing her to me., In a pecuniary point of

sicw Dexter is fur and away a ‘bo‘bter
malch thanI.” ,

# My heiress can afford lo dxcpense'
with that consideration. - Yes, I know
he has the fortunc that was to: be
yours. I know too why, and for whom
you lost it. Taurence, L cannot redlize
it.” She is pretty in her way, but unut- .
terably insipid. - What could you ever
have'seen in Mrs: Sheldon 2 o

<CAh, Swhat?”  Longworth hu«rlm.
¢« Now we are on delxcato frround Myf !

Windsor's
puts in the
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Cousin Laura was a very pretty girl at
gixteen, and in those days my tuste had
-not been formed.  She threw me over
sensibly enongh for a better fellow.”

He rises as he speaks, turns as if

about to go, and pauses, as if' a thought
had struck him. :

“You ave sure there are no prior en-
gegements 7 I woulda't care to poach
on another man's manor.  Youare sure
they will not objeet? 1t would be un-
pleasant for me to fall deliberately in
love only to bea blighted being for the
rest of my lite.” .

She looks at him quickly to see i he
is jesting. Lt is sometimes difticult for
her o tell whether her favourite is in
jest or earnest. - 1lis countenance at
leust is quite grave.

] presume s0,” she answers, rather
haughtily; “they would bardly come
10 me as they did come if prior attach-
ments or engagements existed.”

“ And-you will drop them-a hint of
this little arrangement. 1t will only be
fuir to give them a voice in the matter,
you know.” : :
<% Well—if you wish it, certainly ; but

1" !

“] decidedly wish it,’”" he interrupts,
coolly, “a fair field and no favour on
both sides. By the by, you don’s re-
strict me to Mademoisclle Marie, 1
hope? A man naturally likes freedom
of choice, and as I told you before,
tastes ditfer. 1f by any chance "

She looks at him in unfeigned sur-
prise. ,

s Could you really think of that small,
silent, dark, rather plain girt? T can-
not believe it. 1 should certainly, for
‘your own sake, prefer it to’ be Marie

" )

~ 4 Ny dear lady, how are we to tell
that either will condescend to- think of

- me twice?  As to Mademoiselle Reine,
I have it from her own lips that she
hates me, that she -always intends to
hate me, ching she thinks me insufterably
priggish and Pecisnifian, and for.all [
know she may be right. ~ But it is my
~whim to have freedom of choice—with

“your permission.’” :

o M. Laurence . Longworth,”  says
“Mrs, Windsor, half amused, half’ annoy-
~ed, ¥ my opinion.is'that you are laugh-
ing ay me all this while, and mean to

‘- hauve nothing to- say .to either.. You

know perfectly well that for the succesy
of our scheme it would be much. better
not to say n word about it.  Girls are
proverbially perverse.  lell them they
are to do a certain thing, and they im-
medintely go and do the reverse. But
you shall please yourself. I will spealk
to them if you desire it."”

“Tdo. And beliove mel am more in
earncst than you give me credit for,
Ilere comes Mrs. Longworth, 1 resign
in her favonr.”

Mariec and Frank pass at the same
moment, and she smiles upon him.
They both secem well amused ; it would
be a pity to spoil sport. A little further
down he sees Reine, no longer alone,
(’Sullivan is by her side, and Mrs. Shel-
don and a few more, and this group he
leisurely joins..  Mr. O’Sullivan appears
to have the floor; and is expatiating on
the purity of Iibernian lineage and the
desivability of the capital letter ¢ O™ by
way of prefix.

@ It’s the equivalent of the German
von or IFrench de—a patent of nobility
in itsell Sure anyone that ever toolk
the trouble to read Irish history——"

“ A trouble which nobody ever does
tuke, my prince” says Longworth. ‘

« Know,” continues the O'Sullivan,
“that O " and ‘Muac’ are the prefix of
all the kings of the country {from time
immemorial.” : .

The town clocks are striking len as
they land, and all are weary and glad
to be home. ~ They have toasted - their
next merry meeting in claret cups, they
have lauded Mr, [Francis Dexter, to the
heavens, and so; a brilliant success from
first to last, Mr. Dexter’s picnic comes
to an end. ‘

“ Ty has been the happie:st, the very
happiest day of my life,” he murmurs to
Miss Landelle at parting, and he lifts
her hand as he says it inright knightly
tashion and kisses it. ‘

On Reine's table, when she enters her
room, a letter lies—a letterin a man’s
hand, and post-marked London. Iler
tired face flushes as she sces it; sho
tears it open and reads it cagerly, and
kisses with shining eyes the words
which are its lust— :

« Thine for ever and ever,

“LeoNce.




THE HARP.

201

CIIAPTER XVI.
CAS THE QUEEN WILLS"

< Revg,” Marie Landelle says, “did
you really enjoy the excursion yester-
day? I ask beeause I heard you singing
< Ah, mon fils’ this morning as you made
your toilet; ‘and it is time out of nind
since L have heard you sing as you
dressed before.” ‘

She is seated in an armchair, still
wearing her pretly morning gown, al-
though it is close upon three, grand-
mamma’s ecarly dinner hour. IReine
stands behind her, brushing slowly out
the long, lovely hair, her daily task.
She langhs frankly now.

#Undoubtedly I enjoyed it. The day
was delightful, the water smooth, the
company agreeable, and ”

“ Mr. Longworth attentive. Please
don’t pull, Petite. You and he were
together in close and confidential con-
verse all the forenoon.”

“Not especially confidentinl, How
shall 1 arrange your coiffure to-day,
Maric ? - Braided, or loose, as usual 2"

“ Braids, please; and putin the finger
pults for a change. - What did you talk
about ?”

“Asif T could remember! What do
people who meet at picnics always talk
about ? Only I must say this—Monsicur
Longworth’s: conversation, as a rule, is
much better worth hearving than the
average.” ’

AR

“1 don't know what yon mean by
¢ADh’” You must have discovered that
yoursell. One may dislike: a person
and slill do them justice.”

“But theother day justice was the
very last thing you were disposed to do
Mr. Longworth. Truly, now, Petite, in
all candour and honesty, do you really
dislike him as you say ?” v ‘

“ Am I in the habit of saying what T
do not mean, Marie?" :

“Oh, you are frightfully truthful, I
admit; but rash judgments, Petite, arc
to be repented of.  You said you hated
Monsicur- Longworth for refusing to
rob us of onr fortune, and for making
our grandmother lot us come. ~Now,
was thatjust or reasonable, I'aslk? And
surely, hearing his praises sung so ns-
siduously by Miss Hariott, and meetling
him o frequently there, you must be

inclined to err rather on the side of
merey than of prejudice by this time.”
 Reine looks annoyed, and Maric
winces as her hair is pulled.

#1 do not meet him. so very often at
Miss Llariott’s. ‘When he is there, they
two tulle and T play. Ido notexchunge
a dozen words with him. Have L not
told you he hesrd every word I said
that tirst time we met theve,. when L
declured T would hate him for ever? It
was unjust and - unreasonable, as you
tell me; but what you insinuate—that
is another thing.” .

“ e was al church last Sunday—I
saw him, Reine.  How you aro pulling
my hair I Marie says, pluintively.,

1 beg your pardon, dear; but it is.
impossible for me to help it if you will
talk,” responds Recine, with decision’;
and Marie smiles to herself, and gives
up the point,

But when the red-gold hair is fashion-
ably and . claborately - coiffured, Reine
herself returns to the charge.

“ Marie,” she says gravely, *Mr.
Irank Dexter'sattentions are getting far -
too pronounced. That poor boy is fall-
ing hopolessly in love.” e

“Thit poor -boy, indeed ! One would
think I was his grandmother. Youare
getting a trick of your friend Miss Har-
jolt in talking.  Apropos, Reine, I don't
half like your Miss Hariott.” ‘

“ And I love her. It is the Lkindest
heart, and she is a gentlewoman to-her -
finger tips. But we are.speaking of
Monsicur Frank Dexter.”

“You are, you mean,” |

“And you ought to puta stop to it—
you know that.  Ie was so kind all the
way ont; heis so goodhearted always.”

“ And pray what have I got to do
with his good heart? - Onc must amuse
one’s self; and if they tall in'love I can-
not help it.. One likes to be liked, and:
if it amuses him as well " .

«“ Amuses! Murie, you know he is
in earnest. Oh, you cannot carc for:
him—I know that well. [amnot think-
ing o|f you, although yon have no right

« Now, Petite!” Sl
“No right toflivt atall; butone day;,
poor fellow, when you:throw. him over
) S [ . PR

Mavie, jumping up. - ““She cannob:go on

St Ah, thpré is thd dimfcr béll l",’ cnes
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preaching in the presence of hor majosty
downstairs. If you say another word,
Potite Reine, 1 will drop Monsicur
Frank and take up Monsiour Lavry I *

“Do,” says Reinc; “I1 wish yon
would. I promise not to interfere there.
He cannot hurt you, and 1 am' quite
sure you cannot hurt him. The man is
as hard as stone,”

1t was quite evident Mr. Longworth
was still not absolutely a foe-forgiven.
Mres. Windsor, with @ more gracious
face and bearing than usual, nwaited
them in the dining room. It was the
first timo they had met that day. Ma.
dame had breakiasted in her room, and
so had Miss Landelle. 1lad they re-
covered from the futigue of the picnic?
. Mavrie, she was glad to sce, had escaped
ihe sun scatheless, but Reine was sun-
burned. It was something quite out of
- the common for her to notice her young-
or granddaughter at all, except in the
most casual manner.

Dinner passed. Marie always exerted
herself and made talk in her grand-
‘mother's presence, and no one can do it
more fluently or more gracefully when
she chooses to lry. Reiue never chooses.
She knows Mrs., Windsor dislikes her,
and if the truth must be told, cordially
returns that dislike,

Dinner ends. Reine walks to the
open window, and looksout. ‘L'he clear
sunshine that has lasted so long is
gone. The day is gray, windless,
{hreatening rain. One or two large
drops patter and fall on the flags as she
looks. - As she stands dreamily gazing
at the glitnpse of lead-coloured sky
seen beltween the trees, Mrs., Windsor,
in her slow, modulated voice, speaks.

“There is & matter of some moment
upon which I wish to speulc to you,
-young ladies,” she begins; “it concerns
the disposal of my fortune, Mademoi-
selle Reine, may I claim the honour of
your atlention ¢ L

Mavrie, reclining gracefully indolentin
‘a chair, turning over the leaves of an
dllustrated book, pauses and turns Lo
her grandmother. Reine comes forward
. astep or bwo, and stands leaning lightly

_against the low marble chimney.,
- *Ttold youn on the evening ‘of your
~arrival,” says Mrs. Windsor, ¢ that [
“had made my will and disposed of’ all
I possess to my friend, Mr. Longworth;

That he declined the gift did not alter
my resolution; but last night, coming
home on the steamer, he and I talked it
over, and a new idea, in which conflict-
ing interests need no more clash, hag
dawned upon us both, e desirad me
to inform you of it. It is that one of
you two become the wife of Mr. Long-
worth.”

CHATTER XVIL
ABITIER STRUGGLE.

Dran silence—-dead, blank, unbrokon
silence. Reino looks stunned, absolutely
stunned.  Then anger, unaze, dofinnce
flame up, and flash from her dark eyes.
She looks at Marie, but except that
Mavie has grown a shadepaler, that hetr
delicate lips tighten and compress, her
face does not chunge.

“1 need hardly say Me. Longworth
has not fallen-in love with either of
you,” pursues Mrs. Windsor, and as she
siuys it she turns, and almost pointedly
addresses the clder sister; “that is an
aftair of the future, if” necessary-atall,
Of conrse such a marvinge reconciles
any claim of blood you have upon mo
with my own inclinations. - When he
has chosen, and is prepaved,  he will
speak. It is necessary for me to say
what I desire your answer to be?”

Again Reine looks at Mavie, fiery
scorn and wrath in her face, passionate
rebeliion and defiance in hoer eyes.

“Speak ! Fling bacle her insulling
offer in her fuce,” suys that flaming
glance, ’

But Marie’s eyes are fixed on the
white hands folded in her lap, her fuce
teils absolutely nothing what she may
feel. S

“Po young ladies brought up on
Irench principles, as 1T presume: youn
both have boen,” continues grandmam-
ma,.in her most marked grand-duchess
manner, 1o aceept the husbund chosen
for you must present itself as the most
proper and correct thing possible. Mr.
Longworth, I need not say, possesses in
himself all that is likely to- attract the
fancy of the most romuntic givl, Heis
handsome, he i3 gifted, his manners are
perfect—he will ‘bo " a -husband “whom
any lady may be proud of. ~ e is well
disposed to make one- of you his wift if
you throw no obstacle in his way. And

TN




THE HARP.

203

this, I think, educated as you have been
situsited as you aro, neithor of you wiil
bhe insuno enough to do.”

“«QOht! this is shameful! shameful 1"
Reino gasped under her Dbreath, her
hands clonching, her heart throbbing.
“Why will not Marie spealk? Why
doces she not rise up, and say wo will go
out and beg, or starve, or die, s00ner
than listen to such degradation as that!
And he—oh; T snid well when L said 1
hated him! o make such a compact as
this, to boe ready to force one of us into
nurrying him beeause he is ashamed to
take hor fortune inany other way. lie
is almost oo dispicable for hatred and
contempt.” - »

“You do not speak,” Mrs, Windsor
resumes, in slow surprise. “Iowam 1
to intespret this silence? Am 1 to
think the proposition does not strike
you favourably ?”

“ Marie,” Reine eries oul, in a tone of

coneentrated anger and scorn, © why is
it you do notanswer? 1t is for you to
reply that what madame - wishes iy ut.
terly and absolutely impossible.”

“limpossible,” Mrs. Windsor repeats,
in the tone 0 sultana might use (o an
insolentslave; “impossible! What do
youmean ¢ Why impossible ? - It can.
nol—mno, it cannot be that cither of you
has had the andacity to come to me al-
ready engaged.”

Marie looks across at her sister—one
slraight, level, warning look. Then she
sits crect, and turns to the speaker,

“We are neither of us engaged, ma-
damo,” she says, and as she says it,
Reine turns and lays her face on the
arm resting on the mantel; “it is the
suddenness of this unexpected proposal
that leaves us dumb, - 1 have not been
brought up-on IFrench principles,” she
says, a louch of scorn in hervoice. “ My
mother's danghter was hardly likely to
be, and with my father's example be-
fore me, his teachings on. that point
could hardly produce any very great
effect. My sister has certainly Deen,
and I see no reason "—aguin . Marie
glances steadily at her—% why she
should object.”

“1 do not know that it is nccessary
for your sistor to consider the matter at

_all,” rolorts madame, in her iciest voice,
-~ -“L.doubt if there is the slightestlikeli-
“hood of her being put to the test. Do,

['understand you, then, Miss Landelle,
to say on your part that if Mr. Long-
worth does you the honour to propose
foir you, you wil] accept at once "

Reine starts up. A flush, o faint,
transient flush, passes for u sccond over
the pearly pale face of Marie.

“ Madame, this is very sudden.
you not give me a little time 3 .

“You have known Mr. Longworth &
fortnight. That is amply suflicient. 1
am not in the habit of pressing my
favours onany one. - A simple yes or
no will suffice. ~ Which is it

«1t must be yes, madame, if yow
command it.”

“Oh,” Reine says, as if some one had:
struck her, and. she turns, with clasped
hands and crushed look, and goes hack
to the window.

Will

“Understand  me,”  pursues Mrs,
Windsor, in frigid displessure. < T

know very little of your antecedents.
You may both have had lovers by the
score before you came here; but if T
thought cither of you were bound by
tie or engagement of any sort, that one

¢hould instantly leave this houscand re- "

turn fo the man to whom sho belongs.
I have received your futher’s daughters
because . it seemed inevilable—if" I
fancied cither of yon were bound to men'
like him, you would not remain another
hour with me.” '
“Oh,” Reme says again, under her
breath, in the hard tense tone of one'in
unendurable pain. - :
«“Qne other thing,” -continues the
lady of the Stone House, rising, “ one
Inst and final: word on this subject.
Which ever Mr. Longworth may choose,
should she sce fit to refuxe, she will also.
see (if she retains the slightest good
taste) the indispensability of’ providing
hersel{ at once with another home.-
Should he be aceepted, however, there
must be no reluctance, no playing fast’
and loose, no young-ladylike humours
or caprice. - She must -look upon . the
contract “as indissoluble, and conduct -
herself as the aflianced ol an honour- .
able geutleman, and as becomes my
granddaughter.” P
And then—very crect, very mujostic.
—Mrs. Windsor sails out of the dining:
room and into her own, Con
There is silence for a' time betweoun ..
the sisters. 'Reine still stands “by’ the -

»




204 THE

HARP.

window; the rain is falling fast and
dark now, and she looks at it with blank,
stony oyes. After o moment Marie rises
and crosses to her sister's side.
_“Reine," sho says, but Reine neither
lifts her eyes nov responds.  “ Reine—
Petite,” she repeats, and lays one hand
caressingly on her harm.
The hand is shaken oft quickly,
fiercely.
«“ Speak on,” Reine says, in a voice of
suppressed passion; <1 hear.”
“Are youangry ¥
¢ Have I any righl to be? What does
ibsignify if Tam? Am 1 the one whom
madame most insulted ?  Am [ the one
to whom she spoke? Am I my sister’s
keeper?  Is she not at liberty to deas
cowardly, to tell as many lies as she
chooses 7
“Thou artangry then, Petite?” She
speaks softly, caressingly, in their own
tongue, no whit moved by this passion-
ate tirade. *“This is worse than Lever
feared. Petite, Petite, what are we to
do?” .
Reine looks up, her great dusky cyes
“afire. S
“ I know what I shall do. T shall do
. all T ean to please Monsicur Longworth
—all; and if" he asks me I will mamy
him 17 o
Marie shrugs her shoulders. _
“And if he does me the honour, as
madame hinted, to preferme ?”
Again Reine's eyes flash out and a
fiash of red colour darts across hor face.
- % Maxie, if you lot him fall in love
with you, if" you let him ask you, I will
never forgive you to my dying day {”
“Iforesee L am (o lose my inheri-
tonce in any case,” suys Miss Dandelle.
“1 lose it if' Mr. Longworth sees fit to
“seleet me and ‘I refuse, as you sy I
must. In that case madame ignomin-
iously turns me out.. T lose it if* he se-
lects you, for then all goes to you as his
wife, and I am still a pauper. [t would
be better for'meif I had stayed in Tion-
don.” . ’
“ Much better. . T always said so. But
. if Monsienr Longworth selects me—oh,
that T should séand here and discuss
such a possibility——"
> “Nosuch dreadful possibility,” inter-
rupts Marie, coolly. "¢ Ilike him, and
: x’vpullc,l ‘8ay.yes, monsjeur; to-morrow.if

Co

g

Reino stamps ler foot, perfeet fury
for the moment in hor eyes. .

“If you dare tosay it. A moment
ago I despised you. ' I shall hato you ax
well as him il you say another word.
Listen! If he usks me, and I take him,
do you think it will be for his sako, or
my own? No, no, nol it will be for
yours, Maric—for yours alone. If his
principles, his fear of the world’s opin-
jon, would not let him rob.us of all be-
fore, surely it will not allow him to rob
you of your share, "I will muke it a
stipulation that half shall go to you.
But he will never think of me; it will
be you, Marie, you, and then—oh, ma
aeur, my dearest, what then ? For my-
self, T do not care, but for—for you

11"

“ Best of tempestuous litile sisters,”
says Marie, and laughs softly, and
stoops and kisses hor. ~*“Let us mnot
discuss that. Tiet us hope for the best;
let us hope you will be the one to find
favour in the ‘eyes of my lord the
Sultan.”

“The shame of it—the shame of it1"-
Reine says, in a stifled voiee: * to think
he ean talke us or leave us as he likes.
How shall wo ever look in his face
again ?” :

“Very easily,” Marvie responds, ealm-
ly. ©1can scc nothing to be ashamed
of. Itisa family aflair, as grandmother
—bless herl—snys, quite correct and
Frenchy. MMonsicur speaks to - the
grandmother, the grandmother apprises
mademoiscile of the honour done her,
mademoiselle casts down her cyes and
bows. One interview follows between
monsieur and mademoiselle, and every-:
thing afterwards goes on velvet. If he
had chosen ono of us—I mean choscn
you last evening-—since he spoke at all,
it would have been beller; but as he
did not: Roine, you ave not erying 1

But Reine is crying, not in the least
lilke an imperions Little Queen, but lilke
a very selfawilled, humiliated, mortified
little girl. ‘ o _

“T was trying to be just to him—yes,
to be friendly with him, yesterday,” she,
sobs, vehemently, ¢ and ‘see how he re-
twrns it. T remained with him, I took
his flowers, - I tried to be pleased—and
this is my thanks fov it all 1 .
_She tries to run from: the room, but.
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Marie, who is Janghing to
catches, and holds her back.
#He is a wroteh, a deceiver, anything
you like; but one word, Petite. Do be
more careful, I beg. You areso terribly
outspoken and uncontrollable in your
fiery tornndoes. You aroused madame's
suspicions by your words and looks to-
day—n littie more and the whole hor-
rible trath will come out, and then!”
she breaks oft with o gesture of despair,
“that will be direst ruin indeed 1

herself,

CITAPTER XVIII.

TIE EMBARRASSMENT OF RICHES,
Miss Hariorr was not alady of leisure;
she led aovery busy life, an earnest life,
a nzeful life, in the service ol all who
needed service.  Long ago, in the days
of her youth, she had known corrow,
and death, and disappointment deep and
bitter; in later yearsshe had known ill-
ness and poverty in poverty's bleakest
and most grinding torm—indeed, for
vears, in the language of Mr. Mantalini,
lite had been nothingbut “one dem'd
horrid grind.” Then had come fortune’s
first favour, and the trinl and labour of
life’s best years ended, and aftluence be-
gan. Lo many it would not have been
aflluence, but Ilester Mariott’s tastes
were simple, her wants few.

A rich relative had died, and among
many -large bequosts had left o few
thousands to the palient music-mistress
and cousin he had hardly ever met.. Her
own years of suffering and toil had left
her with a very tender and pitiful heart
for.all who toiled . and suftered, and she
fed the hungry and clothed thenalked,
and the sick and imprisoned she visited.
So when, accompanied by Mr. Long-
worth, she presented herself at the town
goal, and asked to sce the prisoner, Kate
Blake, no official there was very much
surprised, or offered any demur.

She found the woman—a young wo-
mun, a girl almost, and handsome, -in a
fierce and haggard way—lying on the
bed, her hands clasped over her head,
her eyes fixed in an unwinking sort of
stare on the'grated square of light, high
up noar the stone ceiling. = Kato Blake
knew Miss Ilaviott well, and knew why
sho had come, and did not turi on her
fiereely, as'she did on'all other ghostly
-counsellors’;y sho only’ made ‘an-impa-

soon'as.you like.”

tient motion of shoulders and body,
and turned away her head. '

“What brings you here?” sho de-
manded, sullenly; “ L never sent for
you. It's manners fo stay away until
you are asked isn't it ?”

“ Why, Kunte,” Miss Hariott answer-
ed, sitting down beside her, ““is it the
first time 1 ever ¢ame to see you? It
is certainly the first time you were ever
rude tome.  You used to scem glad to
have me visit you, I think.”

“ Used to," the girl said, and covered
her fiiee with her hands,

She was not thinking of the speaker
—at rush  of other memories bitterer
than death filled her soul. It was not
remorse for the deed she had done that
was wearing her to a haggard sleeleton,
not fear of the doom impending, but
passionate, longing love and despair for
the man she killed.  She poured it all
out in one burning flow of words to Miss
Hariott—>Miss Hariott sitting smooth-
ing the dark, tossed hair with soft,
magnetic touch, and soothing her fren-
zied nerves with her low, tender, pity-
ing voice, all her love, ull her wrongs,
all her madness, all her crime. ’

“ Why do they try me?” she cried.
“Jlave L everdenied it? Have I not
told them again and again and .again
that Lkilled him?  And Iam notsorry
for it—mind ! -L am not sorry—I wonld -
do il again sooner than lct him marry
her, e promised to marry me—he
swore'it.  Oh! he promised, he promis-
ed, and he left me and went to her, and |
the wedding-day was named, and I think ~
I wont'mad. -1 met him coming ont of
her house and .1 shot him. And now
the days come back of long ago, and L -
see him again as he used to be, smiling,
and handsome, and always kind, until
he almost seems 'standing beside me,
and then I wake up and remember that
he is dead; and that I killed him.  But
mind— mind, Miss ITariott!"—shestarts
up in- bed and wildly tosses back her”

Thair—* L would do itagain; I wonld, I

tell you, sooner than lel him marry het!
Now you know the sort of a sinner- L.
am, and you won't convert me, though
you are a good woman, and I like you
better than the preachers. ~But you
won't make me sorry . for ‘what I have.:
done, and you may go and leave meas i
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‘I owill go and leavo you presently,”
Miss Hariott answers;  but yon will
let me come buck; won't you, Kute?
You were a good givl onee, a givl bright
and full of promise, and I liked you =0
well. “For the sake of our friendship
you will let me come and visit- you
again, will you not?”

“ Well, if you lilke,” Kate Blake an-
swers, sullenly, but less sullenly than at
first. ‘1 wonder you care to come to
such a place, and to such a wreteh, No
other lady would. Bub you're a good
avoman; you don't help people with
fine words® only, you give them
costs mouney, und that's what all
preaching people dou't do. Come
if youn like; it won’t be for Jong.”

“And I will promise not to preach if
T ean help it,” Miss ariott says, cheer
fally. But though she does not preach,
she kneels down for a moment, and
half - whispers one pleading prayer:
# Save me, O God, for the waters are
come  into my soul I” Sullenly, and
turned away, the girl catches the words,
and the cloquent ery finds an echo in
her broken and desolate heart.  And

your

again

long after her visitor has gone, in the{-

black, -desolote watches of the night,
they-say themselves over and over and
aver, until they fall like dew at last on
hard and burning ground. .

As  Miss Hariott opens her own
garden gato, she sees some one sitting
in one of the garden chairs, and eatches
the Hlutter of a pale summer dress. It
is Reine, and she is reading, reading so
absorbedly that Miss Haviott is leaning
over her shoulders before she hears her,

“What has the child got? ¢ [Friar
Jerome's Beautiful Book.” " Do you like
Aldvich’s poetry 7. But I see by your
face you do.. ¥riar Jerome has a very
tender and touching little moral, has hie
nat 2" - . , .

“And one which T think Miss Iar-
iott practises;” says Reine, closing her
book. - “Youare the Lady Bountiful of
Baymouth, T think? You lgok tired.
Where have you been now 2"

Miss Hariots sits down, rather spirit-
lessly. for her, who is always in spirits,
and tells her. - R

. Poor soul,” Reine says; it is very
- dreadful. “Will they hang lher, do you
_imagine ?”

4 Oh, no ; labour  and. imprisonment

what |.

‘tint.

for life, probably. She killed him, but
thero were extenuating eircumstances.
He wasa villian—to her at least, though
an hononrable man enongh in a general
way, and ax men of the world hold hon-
our, and she loved him. - Loved hint so
well that she shot him sooner than see
him belong to another.”

“lt.is very horrible,” Reine #ays,
slowly  and thoughtfully, “ and yet 1
think T understand her, Lthink I, under
similar cirenmstanees——"

“What! you would commita murder
too ?"

“Na, no! What 1 mean fo say is,
that any women who really loved would
rather see her luver dead than the hus-
band of any one else. | thinlk there can
e no move poignant despair. And as
men are mostly false, the better way is
not to Jove at all.  Only thoge we hold

in our heart can ever brealk it.”

“Then how close a place Madame
Windsor must hold in yours, {or you

Jook as if you were letting her, or some-

thing or somebody, kill you by inches.
Litde Queen, you look pale, and davk, .
and ifl to-day.  What is the matter ¥’
“Nothing. ~ Yellow is my normal
-[f Ulook a trifle yellowor to-day
than usual it is that T am probably =«
little more bilious. - I have nothing to
do, Mees Hariott, and I find that very
hard worlk. I think I must be your
almoner, . and £o with you on your
charitable rounds— two saeurs de charite,
without white cornette and bluck robe.”

“You could do nothing better. Bub
Twish I knew what was the especial
trouble to'day. You promised to make
me your mother confesror. ~If 'T am,
you must not begin by hiding your se-
cret sing and sorrows.”’ ‘

Reine laughs. }

“Buat if it happens to - be neither sin
nor sorrow. 1 would like to tell you,
but then you wre too fond of——"

“Laurence. Longworth. Speak up,
my dear, Yes, T am fond of him. What
has he done now ?7 , .

“Ie has done nothing—ab leust,
noLhing wrong.  Does he ever do any-
thing wrong ¢ . I must be very wicled,
1 suppose, by nature, for do you know
I never like perfect people. Thoy are
always’ pedantic and sclf-opinionated,
and pharisaical, and dreadful tiresome..
If 1 had lived in the old scriptural days,
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I would have been bosom friends with
the publicans and sinners,”

“IPm 1" says Miss Ilariott, “and
this is the preface to somathing nbout
Laurenco Longworth.”

“And in novels,” goes on mademoi-
sglley “ono always hates the goody hero
who is so pragmuatic, and high-principl-
-edy and stupidly carrect in all his do-
ings, and nover swerves the least little
inch from tho steaight path, and takes
to one’s heart the  black sheep who ix
reckless, and a spendeift, and a dare-
devil, and who never holds himself a
little lower than the angels——"

C Al very fine and nonsensicenl,” cuts
in Miss Iarciott. “What has it to do
with, and how does it apply to our
triend, Mr. Longworth 7

“ I wish 1 were back in Rouen,” goes
-on Reine, a tremour in the sweet, clear
voice, and looking up with impussioned
-eyes at the putehes ot cold gray between
the trees.  “1 wonder if I shall ever be
as happy again as I was in Rouen?
My aunt was 50 kind—so kind, and 1
loved her, and:Lieonco so handsome and
50 gay—-"

“And you loved him ?
signr Ticonce 7" ‘

A soft roscate flush rises up over the
dusk face. ‘

“ Ah, who?” sho says softly. “ Some
ane whose fuce I never see herc—some
one you don't know and never will.
But [ was infinitely happy there, and
now-—and now——"

“You are infinitely miserable; I sup-
pose. . Thanks,  mademoisclle in the
name of Baymouth and all its people.”

“ T like you, and you know it, and I
-can never be infinitely miserable while
Maric is near. Buat lifo is all Carnival
or all Lent,” says Reine; “and Tient
has come, and scems likely to go on for
«ever -

“8Lill,” persists Miss Iaviott, “as T
said before I say again—what has all
this to do with Laurence Longworth ?”

& Madame, need you ask? Do you
not see grandmamma wishes one’ ol us
to marry him ?”

“Well, and is that such a very ter-
rible contingency ? L think-few wo-
amen might ask for. a faiver fate than to
:be Lmurence Longworth's ‘wife.”: .

Who is Mon-

“ How well ~you - like - him,"" "says,
Reine, gazing at her curiously... How,

woll he scems to like yon,
then——" '

She stops, and laughs and blushes,

“Why I donel want to marry him
mysell ¢ suggest Miss Iariots, looking
straight into tho dark, pretty eyes with
n smile that puzzles Reine. ¢ My dear,
my days of romance has come and gone.
And 1 am seven years-older than Mr.,
Tongworth,  Lam thirty-nine years of
age.”

“ You do not look it; you ave hand-
somer and fresher than scores of girls
of twenty. Marie, for instance, is a
dozen years older in heart and’a dozen
times as blas¢ns you,  And seven years
is not so very much.”

But Reine’s voice falters over the
white lie. ‘

“ Tt is just twice seven too much,
Nevertheless, Mr. Longworth once
asked me to marry him, "I have no
delicacy in telling you, beeause I thinlk
a day must come when L would tell yon
in any case, and besides. he would not
care.. Ile never was in.earnest, you
know=—nhe never reajly meant it.” -

Reine sits up and stares. _

“He asked you to marry him, and.
never really meant it. - Madame, what '
a strange Lthing you tell me.”

“L hurdly Lknow  how to explain,”
says Miss Huaviott, laughing. “If I had-~
been absurd enough to say yes, I
should have” been Mrs. Longworth to-
day, and tho great bugbear of your life
~—having ono day to assume that title
—would never have oxisted.”

“ T wish you had,” interrupts Reine,
with a sincerity there was no doubting.

“ But it was impossible, and ho knew .
it, and I knew it, und the liking that. is
0 pleasant wounld have been a very gals
fing marriage bond by now. It was the
most absurd -proposal, T think, that
ever was made.”

She laughs onee more, hor clear, frosh, -
hemrtwhole langh,  The sceno rises be-
fore her ds vividly us il it had happened™
yesterday instead of nearly cight years -
ago,” Both had but lately sottled - in
Baymounth, but lately got acquainted,.
 both had at onco recognized each other
as ‘“two  souls with but 'a single

“T wondor,

thought,” and fraternized on the spot.

There is such a thing as love at tirst
sight,  there is.also’such a thing as
friendship at sight.”- Such: had been
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theirs; they wore friends, close and
sympathetic, from the first moment
their hands clasped.

Longworth came to her regularly for
counsel and advice; she wrote his book
reviews, his dramatic and musical eriti-
cisms ; she picked him up on dits, and
seraps of poetry, and bits of romance,
and current gossip of all sorts. He
spent his' evenings almost invariably
with her in those days, and people
whispered that it would be a match.

The whisper cume 1o Longworth’s
cars, tuking him rather by surprisc at
first. Butthe more he thought of it
the more -pleasing and plausible the
idea secmed,

Finally he spoke. Iying on the
arass at her feet, a favourite attitude of
his after a long day’s oftice work,
smoking his cigar, listening to the wind
in the trees;, and the stitch, stitch of
Mester Hariott's busy needle, he pro-
posed. o

“ Miss Hariott,” he said, “Twish you
would marry me.”

Miss Hariott was sitling, as has been
said, placidly sewing. ' She was used to
abrupt speeches after long silences, but
tho abraptuess. of this fairly took her
breath away. Her sewing dropped from
her lap. , ‘

S Well!” she gasped, ‘and then she
laughed. ‘

“Yes, I wish you would,” continued
Longworth.. “ I've thought of it a good
deal lately, and meant to ask you be-
fore, but somehow it always slipped my
memory. In theeternal itnessot things
nothing could.be more appropriate. I
‘believe we were made for each other,
Qur opinions differ nearly on every sub-
Jject, which opens an illimitable vista of
agreeable controversy. You intend to
live and die in Baymouth—so do 1. Let
us live and ‘die together,”

“Well, upon my word 1" Miss Tariott
manages - 1o ulter; “of all the auda-
cioug——"" '

-+ No, I don’t see it. It is particularly
reasonable. " Sec here "-—he raises him-
self on his elbow, cool butquite in eurn:
est—* Jet: me. prove it to you, A man
marries to find an agrecable companion
for . life; could any companion be more
agreeable than-youare 2 A ' man marries
. ~to find a helpmeet—you are that emin-

~.iently “to. me - Don’t : know::how I

or -the Pheniz would get on without
you. We like to be together, we nover
tire of each other, and I um uncom-
monly fond of you. You are ¢lover—I
couldn’t marry n commonplace young
woman —he  winees as he thinks of
Potty—* though she were a very Venus.
You are good, nnd 1 reverecncoe good
women. You are handsome——couldn’t
love an ugly woman had she the wit of
De Stacel, the genius of George Sund.
And it would ‘hore me to live with o
woman I didn’t love. Those are my
principles. Lhink it over, Miss Harviotd,
L won't hurry you, and lel me know
when you make up your mind.”

And then Mr. Longworth languidly—
for it hias been a hot day, and there has
been a press of work—resumes his cigar
and his position on the grass, his hands
clasped under his'head, and listens with
uplifted, dreaming eyes to a bird, some-
where in the twilight piping plaintively
to its mate.

Years have come and gone, and Miss
Iariott has not yet made up hor mind
to reconsider thal very unimpassioned
declaration, and-:laughs now with as
thorough an enjoyment as she did then
while she relates it-to Mdlle. Reine. But
Mdlle. Reino is disposed:to look at the
matter seriously. C

# I think, Mr. LDongworth was right.
T think you were made for each other.
You have known him all his life, have
younot? Tell me about him—TI am in
a lazy, listening humour to-day, and
even an enemy's history may prove in-
teresting. 'Who is Mr. Lanrence Long-
worth ? Who 'is his father? Whois his -
mother? Ilas he a sister? Has hoa
brother ? Tle looks like a-man who may
have had a history.”

Miss Haviott langhs.

“Shall we call in Candace ? Sho has
been his biographer to me. She tries to
picture him to me ag she saw him first
—a little fellow of ten, with long golden
curls, dressed in black velvet, and wear-
ing 2 crimson sash, tall boots with red
tassels, and a little velvet cap witha
gold band. - Imagine it.”

“Impossible!” laughs Reine. She
thinks of the grave, gray figure in the
felt hat, the editor in hisdingy sanctum,
the man old, and 'cold; and self-centred
—lifts shoulders and cyebrows, despair-
ingly, and laughs once mero, © Oh, im;
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possible! You deseribe a fuiry prince
in burlesque, not that solemn, matier
of fact Mr. Larvry.

“Nevertheless, Mr. Larey. was 2
srinee in asmall way in those days, and
his uncle had brought him ont in that
dress to show him his kingdom and his
subjeets. fn other words, he had adopt-
ed the little lad, and displayed him to
his admiring servants as their future
master.  And old Mr, Tongworth is ¢
very rich man,”

“Then how comes our heir to be a
hardworking editor, our buiterfly a
caterpillar, our prince lo have lost his
principality, and be here in exile with
none 0 poor as to do him honowr ?”

“ My dear, the reason that has work-
ed all the mischiof in the whole world,
from the days of live down—a woman.”

Reine is vividly interested at once.
She vises on her ¢ibow, nud looks cager-
ly at Miss Hariott,

A woman | Monsicur Longworth in

love!  Oh, more and more impossible!
“The  first might be -imagined-—this

never.” :

She Hstens,, profoundly interested’ in
the story her friend tells.  Shemay not
dike the man; but where is the girl
that does not like a love story ?

“So ! she says, slowly, *“he really
resigned a fortune for love. That cold,
-cantious, - ealeulating man! L eannot
cunderstand it And 5o twoladies—yon
and Madame Sheldon—have veally re-
fused him I”

“Do you like him the less for that,
Little Queen ?”

“We all prize. most that which is
-most prized by others,” responds Mdlle.
Reine, coolly. I certainly would not

@l I liked him at all) like him the less
for the story you have just told. Iie
was not then the bon garcon of the Sun-
-day-school story that he is now, and so
I prefer him. ~ But I cannot realize it.”

No, it is imposkible, either in the
-character of fairy prince, all black vel-
vet and erimson tassels, or as ardent
lover standing up flushed and impas-
-sioned, and yielding a future fora lady’s
“favour, ov-as- youthful poet writing
melodious verse or romantic uovel, Al
-ways before her there arose a vision of

-a crowded, jostling decl, excited people,
scampering in frantic haste everywhere,

~and elbowing ‘two friendless girls, and,

then o tall, well-built figure, in a gray
business suit, coming casily towards
them as
though they had been two parcels loft
to be called for.

There was power certainly in the
tranquil face, plenty of self-will and
self-reliance, and a certain beauty in the
clear, cold, critical eyes.
that face bespoke him, a talented lee-
turer, a sucecessful ‘editor, a shrewd man
of business, with a steady cye to the
main chance; but prince, poet, lover—
oh, surely never!

“ Tong ago,” says the voice of Miss
ITarviott, breaking in on her reverie,
“Candace was a slave on old James
Longworth’s place, and the one ambi-
tion of her life was frecedom. When
Laurence came north, and set up in life
for himself, he remembered Candace,
who had petted him in hisboyhood, and
sent her the money that purchased her
frecdom. She came here, he sent her to
me, and with me she has remained ever
since.  Now, wait one moment, and I'll
anearth Lavry's poems.”

She goes into the house, and returns:
with a small volume, all blue -and gilt."

« This, Mademoiselle Reine, is ¢ Ifall-
ing Leaves,’ by L. L—well named, T
am sorry to say, for it fell remarkably
flat indeed ! Prepare to be victimized,
for T am going to read you one of these
¢Falling Leaves'—not that T do not
think' them rather pretty myself, but
then I'm o sentimental old maid.,”

¢ Before you begin,” says Reine, de-
murely, “let me mention that I see the
top of n certain straw hat down yonder
among the trees, and I think the talent-
cd head ot your poet is under it.”

“Mhat makesno difference whatever,
Now listen—

The. roses from the garden wall,

With.a low-sung song, and sweet——>" °

“Were the rosesSinging " ingnircs

Longworth, snuntering up; “rather a
new floricultural faet that, isn’t it 9"~
He bows to Reine, and takes o seat.
The reader frowns, but resumes—
< And my heart kept time to the summer
rhyme, ‘
And the patter of little feet.” ‘

«.Did the fect bolong to the roses?""

persists- Tongworth.
sing, why not walk ?”
1

“If they could

cooly and. deliberately as

A clever man -

»

Witl: you hold .you‘ryl tongﬁe‘,‘ DI;'. :
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Longworth 2 demands Miss Hariotts
with asperity. . * Your remarks, sir, are
as silly us they are uncalled for.
But now when the snmmer is dead and gone,
No tireside is for me,
And 1 sit alone, with a dreary momn
By the lonesome wailing sea.”

“1f the summer is dead aund you
have no fireside, 1 would strongly re-
commend you not to sit mouaning too
long by the wailing sea, or you will
have un attack of acute rheumatism,”
interrupts the editor of the Phenix, and
Miss Hariott shut up the book in silent
displeasure. '

“There never was a more necessary
prayer than ‘Deliver me from my
friends,” " goes on the gentleman.
“What wrong have 1 ever done you,
Miss Hariott, that you should take re-
venge in this cold-blooded fashion, and
poison the youthtul mind of Mademoi-
scelle Reine? 1 had hoped there was not
a‘copy of those sins of my youthful
years extant. . I bought up all 1 counld
fay my hauds on, and ‘made a bontire
of‘them; and now, without provocation

on my part, while 1 innocently loolk

upon you in the light of a triend and
wellwisher, you fiendishly thrust this
proof of bygone idiocy in my face; 1n
the words of the imniortal Pecksnift,
have Lindeed been cherishing an ostrich
in my bosom all these years that”it
turns ana stings me now ?”

“The verses are not so bad,” says
Miss Idariott. =« Rather nonzensical,

sperhaps, musical. The average of whut

15 called - poetry nowadays” possesses
more sound than sense, more jingle
than judgment.  Still 1 will temper jus-
tice with mercy, and inflict no more of
it on mademoiselle ut present.”

In the interval that has elapsed since
the picnic, Mr. Longworth and the Do-
moiselles Lundelle have met daily, e
is eminently a social man, despite these
long fits of silence to which he is sub-
ject, and many hoines are open to him
in Baymouth. - Of these it has already
been said he most preferred Mrs, Wind-
sor’s and-Miss Hariott's,

At the Stone House he is tolerably
certuin of seeing both young ladies; at
the white cottage he may confidently

,count in certain houss upon finding the

younger. - The embarrassment natural

- 1o their gitnation appears to be unfels,

at Joust, by Mr. Longworth or hor sister.
e enters their presenco with the de-
bonair ease that sits so naturally upon
him, und converses with Mrs. Windsor
on topics of mutunl interest, as though
grandmamma alone existed, and there
were no such things as graonddaughters
in the scheme of creation.” Or he im-
proves his French under Marie's luugh-
ing tuition, or he courteously asks.
Mademoiselle Reine for a song, and
renders by his tact an awlkward situa-
tion as little awlkward as may be.

But as he lies back in that great arm-
chair, his blonde head resting against
its Dblue back, his quiet  eyes sceing
everything while sceming to note noth-
ing. Reine catches the steadfast look
with which he examines her:and her
sister——cool, impartial, almost ironical
—measuring, as she feels, their worth.
and fitness, or unfitness, for the houour
ot his choice. Lt stings her pride like
a whip; she burns ind tingles under it
with shame.

Thereare times when it requiresan ef-
fortof will not to rise aml denounce, and
defy and refuse him, and-rush from the
room and the house, and return no
more. 1le is considering well, no doubt,
which he will -choose and take as the
unpleasant but inevitable incumbrance
of a.great fortune. 1t is the embarrass-
ment of riches, and he is slow. in mak-
ing up his mind. ‘

She rises now {o go, having lingered

‘sufficiently long to prevent his think:

ing she flies at hisapproach. Sheis far
too proud for that, t.c does not offer
to go with her, and she 15 grateful to
him for that much, at least. 1le returns:
her parting and distant bow, .and sces
her depart, the same attentive and
watehful look in his eyes the girl has.
often- detected.  1dc does not remove it
until she is out of sight. :

“ A thoroughly good little girl,” Miss
Hariott remarks; “a tender heart, a
clever head, a pure soul—-" ,

~ % And an uncommonly peppery tem-’

per,”. interrupts Longworth. ¢ The-
pride of the deuce and the self-will of o
woman.” ’

“I like her none the less for that.
Neither do” you, Mr. Longworth. - We
know what sort of. nonenitics. girvls .

without pride or selfwill are—a moder--
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ate amount, of course; there certainly
is a line.” ‘

“ Al but there's the rub. ow much
is & moderate amount, and wheore is-the
lino? Now L am disposed to be friendly
with Madomoiselle Reine. 1s it her pro-
per. pride and self will that impel her
to fly from me on cvory occasion as if 1
wero his Satanic majesty, horns, hoofs,
and all 2"

“That is prejudice.  Sho will see its
injustice one day. llow do you progress
with the lovely Marie?”

“Tho lovely Muric is as angelic of

temper as of face—she is everything

the heart of man could desire. It your
little gy p=y favourite were only half' as
amenable to reason——"

1le stops and stoops to pick up some-
thing. It lies on the grass near bim,
and proves to be a photograph face of
ayoung and eminently handsome man.

“What celebrity is this?” he asks;
“oris it for its intrinsic beauly you
keep it, or is it some one you lknow ?"

lle passes it to Miss 1luriott, - She
has & mania for collecting photographs,
autographs, and relies of literary and
artistic- people.  The little house is fit-
tered with albums full of them,

“I'his is none of mine,” she answers;
it must belong to mademoiselle.”

The pictured face of the gentleman—
the fuce, boyond doubt, of 1" Frenchman
~—is, withoul exeeption, the most beaun-
tiful Miss Hariott has ever scen,

Underneath there s written, in a
manly hand—

“1Wholly thine—Leonce I

“ Leonee,”  AMiss Ilaviott says; “a
French name and a French, face. Did
you eversce anything half'so handsome ?
Yes, Mademoiselle Reine must have
dropped  it— pulled it out, probably,
with her handkerchief.”

“1lere she comes 1o claim her miss-
ing property,” suys Dongworth. ‘

As hie speaks Reine hurries up the
walle, - a little flushed with heat and
haste, and excitement. ‘

[ dropped something. Oh, you have
it!” The eolour deepens. in her dusk
cheeks us she holds out her hand.
“lhanks.” . She pauses: a -second und
puts the picture in her pocket. 1t is

‘my- aunt's 'son, -Lieonce Durand,”. she

says, and sho lifts her head as she says
it, and there is an involuntary ring of
definnce in hor tone.

Then she turns once more and goes.

“Ier aunt's son! Does she mean her
consin ?" inquires Longworth. ‘

“I presameso. I have heard her
spouk of kim before. Lo must be a re-
markably handsome young man.”

“ ¢ Wholly thine—TLconce!”  Affee-
tionale for a first cousin,” says Tong-
worth.

And Miss Mariott looks up at him
keenly for a moment. Then she leans
forward and speaks.

“Lorry, T am curious to know. Will
you marry- one of Mrs. Windsor's
granddaughters 2"

e luughs,

“ Who has been telling you ? he asks.

“ Oh, it is patent to every one—he
who rans may read. You intend to
marry one of them ?” )
M Being impracticable to mairy both,
yes—if she will have me!”

She fooks at him thoughtfully, wist-
fully, and long. o o

“ L wonderif you ave in love?” she
says, us much to herself as to him,

His face wears its most impassive
expression.  Ji tells her nothing. " But
the smile that comes slowly relieves
her. )

“T am your friend,” sho says, “I
wish you well, and I donot wish you
to marry = without love—deep, und
lasting, and true, as it i3 in you to
love.” '

“ And as T will if Tmarry. Without
it T will ask no one,  not even one of
Mrs. Windsor’s most charming grand-

daughters.  And I meun to ask one of
them. . You wish me God-speed, do you

not 27 :

“ With-all my heart, if it be Reine.”

S ITere are visitors,” he . says, and’’
rises.  “No, 1 won’t stay and mect
them. Good night.” ‘

And so he goes with the shadow of ‘a
smile on his face, and Miss Hariott is
left perplexed and provoked, to ask her-
selfagnin and again—

“ Which is it to be? ™

(Tobe ‘contz'mwd.)

'
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CANADIAN BESSATYS.

MOORI’S MISSION.
BY JOSEPH K. FORAN.

Two years have not goune by since we
saw the sons of Ireland, all over the
world’s bleak common, wniting hand
and heart to do honor to the memory of
Erin’s great bard, Tom Moore, on the
occasion of the hundreth anniversary of
his birth. Then the name and {ame of
the minstrel was heard upon all sides.
The orators of the difterent countries
spoke his praises—the poets sang his
glories and the story of his life and his
labors was told in nearly every city up-
on the American continentand through-
ont the cities of the British Tsles, and
even amongst the people of the Anti-
podes. That event served to give to the
world at large an idea of Moore and his
career, and his conncetion with lreland
and her history.

We purpose in a fow words telling his
story and then giving an account of his
‘migsion amongst, the Irish people. Tis
story is well known, but it is a good
thing and we can scareely éver have too
much of a good thing.-

Moore was born. on the 28th May,
1779, of Catholic parents, in Aungicr
Street, Dublin. The city that was the
capital of the Island was.a meot place
for' such o being as Moore to sec the
first ray of light. = It was just that one
destined to play so great a part in the
drama of his country's history, shoutd
breathe, for the first time, the atmos-
phere that'shock so often to the thunder
of the potent voices of O'Connell, Shiel,

“Curran, and above all Henry Grattan.
It was right that Moore should take his
first step upon the way of life in‘the
~same city where Robert minet ool his
last and most fearful one. The city
. within sight of which the King of Tho-
mond huiléd back the Northern pirates,
the city of the thousand relics, the city
cof -the old house on’ *“College Green,”
the city where sleeps in Glasnevin and
Mount Jerome the - ashes of the truest
patriots was indeed . a- fitting " stage for
such o scenc as the birth of Thomas
Moore. - . pe

~ - In his fourteenth ycar Moore contri-

. -buted minor poems to a Dublin Magazine

known as the Anthologia Iibernica. Ile
studied his first lessons under Samuel
Whyte, & man of great learning, fertile
imagination and kind heart. Mr. Whyle
gave to the world two great men in Lwo
of his students—one was Tom Moore
and the other was Richard Brinsley
Sheridan.

In 1799, Mooro first published his
“Odes of Anacreon™ By this time his
name was preuty well known to the lit-
orary world—however, he had nol as
yel done any great feat in the gymna-
sium-of the muses to render his fume
immortal.  About the -year 1803, four
years after the publication of his volume
he was sent to Bermuda as Registear of
the Admiralty Courtin that pluce. Moore
did not long remain there. The place
was not quite suitable to his habits and
tastes and he took a trip through Ame-
rica and thenee returned to Treland.

In 1807 he contracted with a A
Power, a musie publisher, to give tothe
world his “Irish Melodies"—u series of -
compositions which he wrote to the
old Irish airs and the mnsic of which
was arranged by Sir. J. Stevenson:
These melodies at once brought Moore
to the first rank amongst the bards, not

‘only of Ireland and England, but of the

world, and of all nges.

About the -year 1811 he married a
Miss® Bessie Dykes.  She was a° beanti-
ful, kind, good-hearted and, above all,
sincere and - faithful woman, Aund in
years later on Moore was thankful that
he was fortunate enough to find such o
being—one who was o true companion
and n constant consoler—one who knew
how to “divide the. cares of existence
and double its hopes and its joys.”

From 1814 to 1817 Moore was occu-
pied in writing his chef d'ewuwre,  the
most romantic and most extraordinary
poem ever composed by man, his © Lalla
Rookh.” In_this- poem, Moore proved
his genius. “ He had- never visited the
East and yet the land of dutes, the vales
of Samarcand, the slopesof Cushmere
and the banks of the Bendameer seemed
to take new life, and become peopled
with a million imaginary beings, "neath
the touch of his magic wand.. His des-
criptionsg are- so faithful, so-life ‘like, so
trae that even the oriental people when
reading the  translations ~of  Moore’s

“Tmlla Rookh could not belicve that the
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author had nol spent his life in sight of
Oman’s blue waves—not 1o speuk of his
wever having visited the scenes he paints
in such living colors,

"The close of Moore's life wus sad. For
threo years before his death “his mind
was clouded. At times through the
sombre shades that enveloped his mental
faculties a ray of light would gleam,
lighting up for a moment the soul, re-
viving the olden spivit of the baed and
illumening thereavorns of the mind,—but
these ocensional changes would merely
serve o show him how awful the bianik
through which he had passed and to
east his intetleet into a deeper and dark-
er ubyss than the one whenee it had
just been drawn.  Throughout ull these

troubles his  good  wife never for
4 moment deserted him. Faithful

and fond to the last she proved herself'in
every aceeptation of the term to be the
best, the fuirest, the grandest object
amongstGod’s ereatures--n good woman,

Moore died in the month of February
1852, at Sloperton Cottage.  1le was in
his 73rd year when -he departed this
life.

Sucly is the carcer and life of Thomas
Moore from a human stand point. But
greatmen and good men have twodistinet
lives. Lhe first of these lives is that
known us the period thut elapses und
the events that take place between the
cradle and the townb. The second of
these lives is the higher, sublimer and
nobler carcer which commences with
the birth and ends not with the. grave,
but with the world and that perchance,
is wafted on through the ondless cycles
of cternity.  This is not the immortal
life of the soul we refer to, but the im-
perishable life of merited fame,

There are few who have such lives—
they are the exceptions. They are those
who in each age and in each country
tower aloft over tho surrounding little-
ness of minor beings and who appear
like the heads ol the mighty pyramids
of the Bast looming in’ grand relicf
against the horizon of the world—and
of. these Thomas Moore was- one. - We
will now ask the question—what was
Moore's Mission ?  And we will answer

that question as well ‘and as shorUly as
we know how. ‘ L

“Give me,” snid Fleicher of Salioun,
““the making ol -a people’s ballads, and

I eare not who males their laws. Much
wuth is in that saying, and more so
when applied to the ** Lund of Song,"” to
A race that was born in mausic, lived,
loved, fought, revelled and died, ever
acting under its softening, enlivening,
animating influences.  Ireland had long

sullered from the hand of the oppressor

and 1t was near time that the chains
that bound her [imbs should he snapped
asunder.  But so long had her harp
been-silent, so long had the voice of her
minstrel ceased to awaleen the echoes of
her hills, so long had she slumbered in
a species of torpor that- some great be-
ing of u superior power was necessary
to raise her up, touch the chord into vi-
bration, rekindle the olden flame that,
altho’ slambering was not deud, and to
give aspirit to the nation at large.

This is the mission which Thomas’

Moore had to. fultil. And nobly and
faithfully did he uccomplish his tusk.
But it would have been of littic or no

use 1o Ircland if' Moore had only sung

for the few million people that lived the
lives of sluves upon their own soil.

This was: the mission of the bards who
were to come after Moore and of whom
we will speak on a future occasion. . 1t

was necossary that. the spirit of the

people should be stirred up, and just as
requisite that - Mngland - should hear of
the state of Irelund and that the world
all over should know of the suflerings
of that unfortunate race. - Consequently
Moove had to sing not only for the Irish
peasant, -but to so arrange his lyre that
his music could enter into every rank
of socicty and . even find a hearing -in
the very parlors of the lordliest of {re-
fund's oppressor's.  Moore hus been
biamed by some for not becoming Irish
enough in his songs and for having
tuned his harp more. {o the ear of the
Euglish lord than of the. lrish peasant.
But such is an unfounded and wrong ae-
cusation,

war into Afriea.”. ,
He attacked them in their own strong-

hold and even forced them f{o listen to
the tale of Lreland’s sorrows. e chanted
in thehalls of the mighty until those who
heretofore had ignored the Isle of Saints:
and scoffed «t the sous of the Celtic claris

east -an -~ anxious: glance towards the
Green I[sle—aye, until ¢ IHer mastors

What Moore did wis simply.
to fulfil his mission and to “earry the’
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themselves as the rivet her chains,
would pause atthe song of their eaptive
and weep.” .

This was the Mission Moore had
amongst the Irish peopleand amongst
the peoples of the earth—nd by per-
forming those noble duties he contribu-
ted as mueh in his own way, to the glo-
rious victory of Catholic Iimancipation
as did the great O’Connell in the Corn
Ixchange or on the sides ot the lvish
hills at his Munster meetings.

The songs of Moore are like @ a benu-
tiful garland, plucked trom Wicklow
to Bermuda "—

AMoore’s patriotic chants are racy of the
goil—"TLiev Erin Remember the Days
of Old” . The Minstrel Boy,” Remem-
ber the Glories of Brian the Brave,” and
all such melodies secemed o awaken the
olden spirit of the ancient clans,  And
even his'love songs, which seem so del-
icate and even 50 personal  were from
first to last nothing more or less than
the expression of the love of Ireland
that should animate every one of her
sons, * For example,” that lively and
soulstirring love song—*“Nora Creina,”

" is nothing more than a contrast between
Ireland and England.  Nora being the
Isle of Gréen and Tuesbia the land of the
Saxon. .

- But not only in his melodies did Moore
fultil his mission towards Ireland.” In
every line he ever wrote the true critic
eannot help seeing an indivect reference
to the “ Land of Song.”
ing by the banks of the Schuylkill he
lamented, the fate of the lixile and ex-
pressed most beautifully the longing for
home, that constantly fills the breast of
the Irishman.

So in his songs wrilten upon our
Canadian “waters. Fven in his Lalla
Roolh he constantly refers to Treland.

In that beautiful chunt of the Bastern

prince, the “Araby’s Danghter,” when
he speaks of Iran: we sce the story of
his own-land.  In fact, from end to ond
of Moore's works, he spealks of Lreland,
hie condemus her conquerors and tyrants,
he exposes her wrongs and’ sorrows to
the world and dictates to the Bnglish
nation a code of laws which can be read
in"overy gem-like" thought of his rich

.melodies. ;

Had the pocts of the Nution come

. forth before the days. of Moore ors had

When wander-

Moore never paved for them the way o
public’ notice outside Ireland, certainly
their very bost productions would have
been lost, or, at- least, wonld not have
had the sulutary influences which result-
cd from them. Moore was a pionecerin
that great undertaking.  He cut down
the larger and more rugged obstacles
and by the sweepings of liis double-edg-
ed hatchet fnid open v road whercon
the others might safely walls,

Thoy followed in his track, and hewed

and tilled, planted and cultivated the

choicest flowers ol poesy upon that, here.

tofore wild and untrodden soil.

Many ignore the mission of Moore,
and intentionally or not seem to vender
him little in the eyes of Irishmen hold-
ing him up as a sycophant-bard, who
sought more the praises of the Bnglish
people than the good of his own race
Bue they, who thus speak or think,
have little considered the state Ireland
and her literature at the period of
Moore's birth and during his carlier life.
They have consequently been unjust to
2 most well-deserving man. :

It has been reserved for the men of
after years, who could look upon the
events of forty or fifty years ago, with
the impartial eye ot the unexcited stu-
dent, to learn the real influences Moore
had upon the public mind of Kngland
and of -Ireland and the part his works
played in that great- movement known
as the rebellion of 48, Let us terminate
this essay by the words of the bard him-

sclf, when in his Lalla Rookh, ho refers’

most clearly to the Land of the Celt
and condemns the acceptation given to
the “word Rebellion when applied by
Lngland’s sons. to the movement tor
freedom and justice that awoke the ehi-
vulry of Brin, not long ago—

¢ Rebellion ! foul, dishonoring word, :
Whose wrongful blight so oft hag stained,

The holiest cause that tongue or sword

Of mortal ever lost or gained,
How many a epirit born to bless. « |

Hath sunk beneath that withering name,
Whom buta day’s, an hour’s success,

Had wafted to cternal fameI”

Honorable age is not that which
standeth in length of time; nor that
which is measured by number of years :
But wisdom is-the gray hair (o man,

and an anspotted life-is old age.
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CHIT-CITA.

—& But the Trish are a lawless people.”
Tawless, yes; despisers of law—no, And
why would not thoy be lawless? The
law was not made for them ; it was mado
for their Bnglish masters, the hish
landlords.  low many of the Trish
landlords can shew a good title Lo their
estates? 1 do mot meun a legal title;
(they have legal title enough, for the
law was made for thom and their titles).
What L mean is thoy have not gota just
title. An unjust title may be made legal
but can never be made just. - Which of
the Irish lundlords can show o just title
to his estates? Which ? What wonder
then if' the Irish are a lawless people?
Against unjust Iaws it is 2 merit to be
lawloss.

—What do L mean by, “the law was
made for themn and their titles 7" L will
tell you. The landlords stole their lands
and then laws were passed to make
their stealing legal and to give them
titles, Just as if a pick-pocket had
stolen your handlkerchief, and the police-
man should step forward (not-to arrest
the rascal), but to deelare that the hand-
kerchief was the rascal's.  Would you
be lawless then, or loyal? T feur you
would hardly be loyal. .

—The Lodinburgh - Review—(it of the
buff and blue cover, remember) throws
no littlo light on this lawlfessness of the
Diish people. Would you Inglishmen
like to hear him. Then listen. "Twill
bo - drastic dose. In the January of
1844, ho says—

“In Bngland and Seotland the great
majority of :the population are loyal in

the primitive sense of that abused word.

—that ‘is - they are the friends = of
the law, = % # Phis is accounted
for when we recollect that in England
and Scotland the law interferes in fivor
of the rich, # # .

# In Irelund on the contrary * * Lhe
1,000,000 fumilios who now oceupy the

soil of Leinster, Munster and Conunaught:

searcely know . the existence of the civil
law courts exeept as:the source of pro-
cess, distress and cjectments.” ‘
Thisis .a lively picture and. to our
mind fully accounts for that lawlessness
which you deproeate. - Livw has a two-

fold duty—to protect and punish. When

it punishes without pratecting, it is ndt -
faw. At most it is only semi-law; and

surely it is not lawlessness to hreak

semi-law; You ussort too much then

when you say the Trish are luwless, At

most they are only semi-lawless.

—Buat the buff and blue Heview has
more in store. Disten. “There are
many parts of Trelund in which'a driver
and « process server (the ilalies are its
own)~—the former a man whoso profes-
sion it is Lo seize the cattle of the tenant
whose rent is in arrear, the latter an
agent for the purpose of cjecling him—
form regular pavts of the lundlord’s
establishment.”

This is certainly a pleasing picture
(not indeed of mediaval lifo), but of
modern- Anglo-Trish manners, ¢ MHigh
life below stairs,” in an Trish landlord’s.
houschiold must bea sight worth seeing..
To eat one's dinner with a sword girt to
ono's loins, and a rifle at one’s clbow is
a privilege-of border warfave; but fo-
have “ a driver and aprocess server sit-

ting down to meals morning, noon and.. .

a

night with “Jeames " tho footman, Snell
“the buttons” and Susan: the cook in
the servants hall, is certainly uniquein
the ‘whole. civilized world’s history..
No where except in Treland-under Bng-- ~
lish ruleconld such a happy family'be re- -
alised.- What wonder. then -that Irish-..
men are. lawless 2—Ilawless of that law
which puiishes but never protects.

—But the climax of infamy has yot
to come. “There arc some (establish-
ments) in which the driver, whether-
employed or not, receives an annual:
payment from—(tell it not in Gath)l. .
every tenant.” '

Surcly this cannot be true, for if true,
it is simply bratal. Whereis the lawless--
ness naw? Lo charge the tenants for worlk
done for the. landlord, cannot surcly be:
law, and must be Iawlossness. . As well
might’ Susan the cook sue tho Queen
for her wagos, us this “driver ! be paid
by the tenants for: driving off their cat-
tle.  Aud they are to be paid “whether-
employed or not.”. Well I'if this is law
small blame to the lawlessness that rve-
fuses to respectit.” Brutal law deserves.
brutal resistance. R SR L
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—But our Protestant Reviower gives
o 'farther reuson for this lawlessness.
e says: “ During many gencrations— a
period sufficient to form the character
of a nation—the principal object of the
civil law of Ireland was, not to render
Justice ‘between man and man, dut'to
seduce or force the great majority of its
inhabitants to chunge their religion.”

—And do not tell me that “that has
all passed and gone.” Remember the
words of the Reviewer, © During many
generations—a poriod sufficient 1o form
the cheracter of « nation” cte. ete. 1 is
precisely becuuse the law has so long
been lawless that it has begotten law-
lessness, and in proportion to the length
of time this law has been lawless in that
proportion is the lawlessness that it
engenders excusable.

—Buat we will let the Reviewer prove
ourease. e continues: “hecriminal law
is, if possible an object of'still bicterer de-
testation. In the first place 1t is the
When the one
orders a distress or an cjectment, the
‘other compels obedience. In the second
Place the criminal law has long béen
the punisher of acts in themselves inno-
cent or even meritorious. Within living
memory it punished the Catholic priest
for performing the offices of religion;
the Catholic tezcher who ventured to
teach; the Catholic parent who sent.a
child abroad to veceive that eduention
which was denied to him at home; and
the Cutholic Pilgrim who visited a spot
sacred to him by its associations.”

This is a sad picture of Lnglish law

dn Ireland and o crushing defenee of

Irish lawlessness. When the law punish-

88 inmocent men and meritorious acts it

is not law but oppression.

~—~But this is not all. To add the last
foather to the camel’s back, ¢ the admin-
istration of this lawlessJaw was given in-
to the hands of the local aristocracy so

‘that the Catholic . tenant saw only in

his “judge 2 Protestant landlord.”  Is
there any wonder that the lrish peasant
feels scant respect for English: law as it
obtains in Ireland 2. The Russian serf,
if he is tyrannised over and abused and

degraded by his master, is at least tyran.
nised over, abused and degraded by a
fellow countryman and co-religionist,
and by one whose title to his estate is
unquestionable. The [rish peasant is
tyrannised over, abused and degraded
by an alien in blood, an alien in ereed,
and a carpet bugger.

—What is sauce for the goose is
sance for the gander,” is evidontly not
an axiom of Eaglish othics, as far us
[reland is concorned.  Many years ago
wo wrote an article in 2 local paper,
which -brought upon our head any
amount of obliquy nnd ‘pet names.” The
printing office was broken iuto by a
mob, ‘and everything ‘“knocked into
pye.” -What had Leen our offence? We
had taken word for word, a speech of
Lord John Russell’s and  substituting
*Ireland ” forthe word ¢ Ttaly " wher-
ever it oceurred, had piven it to the
world.  As the litlle: Lovd’s words are
wonderfully applicablo. to the present
time, we will reproduce them— ‘

# Gentlemen, L thought it my duty to

say openly—to .suy at Viennu—Lo- say

at Turin that Italy (Ireland) had a vight
to choose her own form of  government.

I believe the time has come not
when treaties shall be thrown aside, but
when the treaties which are not in con-
formity with the wishes of ‘the inhabi-
tants of the couutrics that arc ruled
should bo altered and ton certain degree
superseded in order to make their gov-
ernments conformable to the people
that ave ruled. With regard to all these
countries I think the time has come
when the people, the inhabitants will have
to be heard. - If their governments are
conformable to the wishes of the people they
will be confirmed and maintained ; if they
are not conformable to the wishes of the
peaple, wo shall see armies led by skilful
generals and under the direction of able
ministers, who will take care to make-
the Governments conformable to what
they Tnow to be the national will”

Certes ; if what is sauce for the goose
i3 sauco for the gander. Liord John Rus-
sel was by anticipation a Home Ruler
of the most advanced stripe, and it Par-
nell & Co,; are rebels, the little Tord's.
bones ought to be dug up and given o
the winds as the bones of a traitor. But
‘thenwhat ig sauce for the goose in Italy.
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is not sauce for the gander in Ireland:
Woll ! we live in a strange world,
«Pis a very good world that we live in
To lend or to spend or to give in,
But to beg, to borrow, or come by onc’s own
"Pis the very worst world that ever wag
known.’

A

Berateh a Russinn and you'll find a
Tartar;" scrateh an Koglish liberal and
you'lt find a Pory. The clotitre an inven-
tion of continental liberalism, is an in-
strument by which a majority may at
any moment silence the minority. ~ We
have heard of late from the liberad pross
a greal deal about * free institutions,”
“freedom of discussion,” «tho rights of
minorities,” ete., cte.  Tor years these
prty-cries of liberalism were bawled
info onr ears at street corners, in the
market place and in all those assemblies
where men most do congregate. This
was whilst these party-cries told in the
Liberal interest as against the Tories.
But now that “ freedom of discussion "
is claimed by the ome Rulers against
the liberals in order thereby to enforce

- theirjust rights that moment the Libere]
becomes a- ‘Lory of Tories and with a
zeal worthy of Hlizabethian days ¢lam-
ours for “the gag, the whipping post,
the thumb serew and the rack.” “Liber-

. alism is only skin deep in some Knglish-

men.:

<

—*“ But © obstruction’ is not * freedom
of discussion””  We maintain it is; and
freedom of discussion deawn out 1o its
last most logical and sacred conclusion,
For what is “ obstruction ” but the as-
sertion to tho bitter ond of the right of
‘“freedom of discussion.” The Irish
members want their gricvancosredressed

or at least listened to, the English mem-

bors will not listen ; the Irish members
to onforce attention uso all the legal
. forms of Lhe house at their command to
enforee attention; in other words they
employ obstruction Lo oblain freedom
of discussion. Is not obstruction then
freedom of discussion drawn out to its
last logical conclusion ? We think it is.

Lord Brniskillen thinks “the means

whereby the Liand League seoks to carry.

- oub its objects tire. utterly opposed to the
teaching of Christianity.” - Good for Liord

Bnniskillon!: But what about the evic-
tions my Lord 2 Are they according to
Scripture?  What about the Landlord’s
system of grab and take-all, and then
throw the starving tenantinto the diteh
to die: is this according to the teaching
of Christianity ? Iis Lordship of Bnnis-
killen hus strong eyes for ¢ the mote "
but cannot see “the beam.” el some
one olse “throw the . first stone,” my
lord. An Irish landlord certainly cannot,

—Andwhat moral do these words of
Lovrd Iiuniskillen point to? "o this:
that an Lrish Tandlord is so besotted
with cluss interost that he can feel for
nobody’s corns than his own. What
blame to Parncll & Co., if' they seck to
bring him “more light.”

1. B.

For Tuxr Iare.
PRINCE TDWARD ISLAND.
¢ Parva Sub Ingenti.”

(CONCLUDED,)

The premier of the loeal govern--. .-

ment, Hon, W, Wilfrid Sullivan, Q. C;,
is also an Irish Catholic and one of
the most eminent lawyers of the prov-
mee. e was: clected Leader of the
Conservatives by the unanimous vote of
his party,in both branches of the Legis-
fature, and was appointed Attorney-Gen-
oral, and President of the Bxeecutive in
Mareh, 1879,

" Looking to the Ottawa Housc of Com- .

mons we find that P, B, Island has an
Irish Catholic Senator, Hon. George W.
Howlan, and of the six members for the
Province, two’ are . Catholic, Messrs,
Macdonald and Hackett. E «
Putting religious consideration aside

and glancing over the history of the
colony, wesce that no'countrymen figure
more prominently in its pages than the

Irish. . On the list of Governors, three -

of the most -popular were Irishmen,
Colonel Ready, Sir Dominick: Daly and.
Sir William Robinson. ‘ .

The first Protestant clergyman ap-

pointed to the “parish. of Tharlotte™
(which then meant almost - the whole
istand) was .the ‘Rev. Theophilus :Des- .

Brisay. . o was born inThurles, in'the-

County of Tipperary; Ircland,.in. 1754;
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and by Royal wareant dated 177, ho
beeame Reetor of Charlotte purish,
and continued to ministor to his flock
until his death which took place in
1823,  This old clergymun who was
tho son of Hon. T\ DesBrisay, who held
the reins of government between the
years ot 1775, and 1780, was greatly be-
loved by the whole colony. A spirit of
great friendliness provailed belween
him and the first Catholic Bishop—the
Right Rev. A, Mckachern, n stato of
things that reminds onc of the carly
days of Quebee, when the Catholice
Bishop met the Protestant Bishop on
his avvival from  England, and warmly
greeting him on the pier, assured him
his flock was “much in need of him.”

The family of Palmer’ always prom-
inent at the bar of Prince Edward Island
is of Irish extraction, as ave also those
of Warburton, Longworth, and Welsh,

-~ all leading names of the present day.

The respected and esteemed Rector ot
St Paul’s (Angliean) Church, Charlotte-
town, Rev. D. Fitzgerald is an Irish-
man of the ancient linenge of Desmond,
and has always shown himself (ull of
sympathy for:the sufferings of his coun-
trymen, and ready-to lend them a help-
ing hand.

Inscribed upon the records of the
Island’s past, and shining with'a bril-
liancy that has reached to other Provin-
-ces, is the name of {he Ion. Edward
Whelan., Distinguished by his literary
-ability, and the extentof his knowledge
no less than for his oratorical powers,

“which rank next, in Canada, to thoso of

the incomparable D'Arcy McGee, My,
Whelan wielded his taleuts for the good
-of the people. Ie helped to bring about
responsible. government, and many of
the wisest measures taken by the House
-of Assembly are due to him,

He was u delegate to - Quebece to dis-

‘enss the question of Confederation in

1864, and was - indeed. conneeted with

E all public’ proceedings in P. B, Island.

from 1842 up to the day of his death
which took place in December 1867,
Mr. Whelan 'was o ‘Catholic and was
.lljgl)'n in County Mayo, Ireland, A. D.

24.

Another. devoted son of the  Church
was the Ion. Daniel Brennan who came
#o P. B. Island from Ireland in 1823. He
was eminently suceessful both in mer-

cantilo and politieal lifo; he was many
years President. of the Banle of P 1,
[sland, wos « man of undoubted talent
and vigorous mind, always generous in
the cause of' religion, he had much todo
with the building and opening of' the
Charlottetown Convent, of'which he way
the principal benefuctor. 1lis death took
place soma six yours ago.  'The name of
Mr. Brennan suggests that of the lion,
Patrick Walker, for many years amem.
ber of the Tiegislative Couneily who died
in 1877 much regretted.

And now, in all these columns how
little | have said | not one word of the
good Bishop—Dr. Melntyre, so truly a
tather of hix people, nor of D McDonald
(Father Dan) his Viear-General, so well
known, and so universally beloved
throughout the diocese, nor of the beau-
titul church at- Lignish, built when
Bishop Melntyre was Parish Priest of
that settlements

And Summerside, L must by reason
of wantof space pass quickly over i,
though much could be suid, not only of
the interior and exterior beauly of its
chureh, butalso of'the admirable manner
in which the services are there conduct
cd. It has an . excellent choir, & fine
organ, and a good and zealous - congre-
gation. Bul it is to the taste and cnergy
of the parizh priest, Rev. I, Doyle, that
St. Peter’s Church, Summerside, owes
its reputation.and indeed its existenco.

Passing through- the “ deserted vil-
lage” of St. Eleanor’s once the capital
of the county, but to-day n place where

¢ What'is, meets what is not,

In cverf hour and every spot .

Where lips breathe on—¢ I'have lorgot,””
we come to Miscouche—protiy little
Miscouche, ““the “grand Pré” of P. 1.
Island, with its picturesque village, com-
fortable Convent, and quaint old Parish
Church, the church that gave to St. Pa-
trick’s in Montreal, its well loved vicar
Rev.. Ronald B. Maedonald. Teoplo
may-smile  at  Miscouche and call it
“behind the age,” but itis very pleas-
ant in its quict simplicity. To leave
the noisy dusty streots of Summerside
and drive through the grass border-
ed roads to Miscouche, where, il it
be six o'clock, the Angelus- rings out
ovet valo and hill, and the peasants in
their quaint dress leave off their work

to kneel and repeat the angel's grooting

IR
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is very restful, and makes one think
that up beyond 'those feathery clouds
perhaps pioty is more acceptable than
Sepush, and - that in the great day of
reckoning Miscouche may not beso fir
behind other plices after all.

One of the pretticst views {o ke had
in the neighorhood is from the summit
of the hill feading to St. Lleanor's where
one sees over the smiling ficlds of
'rince county, across the blue walers
of Richmond  Bay, dotted with tiny
Blands, to where, sharply  detined
agninst the dense pine forest stands out
the snow white church of Indian River.
This chureh is  large and  freseoed
throughout with considerable taste; it
has o handsome side altar dedicated to
our Tady of Perpetuad Help, and in all
its appointments gives evidence of the
loving care of its scholarly pastor Rev.
e, O'Brien, one of tho leading clergy
of the diocese.

There aro 43 Catholic Churches on
LB Island, and 4 in the Magdalene
Lstands, which . group thougl geograph-
ieally in the province of Quebec, eclesias-

Aieally form part of the diocese of the
Bishop of Charlottetown. “I'ic clergy
are loss numerous than their churches,
there being, irrespective of the Bishop
and the three regular clergy at St. Dun-
stans, but thirty priests on the Island.
On'the Magdalenes there ave four; these
sea-givt isles have also o Convent in
which four sisters ol the Congregation
are succeeding admirably in their heroic
mission. . ‘

One cannol write of Prince Bdward
Island without speaking of the peculiar
soil, that soft, red clay that contrasted
with the vivid green of grass and folinge
gives the country a somewhat pre-Ra-
phaclite appearanco; that thivsty red
soil that after & deluge of rain, suchks in
all the moisture and in twelve hours is
as dry ag beforo.  Tho scenery is every-
where beautiful ; Government Iouse is
magnificently situated ab the. entrance
to the Harbour, close by it is Victoria
Puark, and away beyond, the West River
winds gracofully .through the fertile
-country, loading. up to Crapaud so
lovely in its smiling prosperity. ,

- “Much might bo written of the land-
'seayes of

A8, ' e '
- Boauty, beanty.cvorywhere ”—

Prinee’Bdward Tsland—there

from the darlk magnificence of Kildare
in “the west, to the regal Souris, queen
of'the eastern const.” Then there is that
pathetic, but not unlovely place, Prince-
town, that, hke Dickens” “Kden exists
only on paper; that is admirably laid
out in streots and squares, but is utterly
destitute of houses or population,

Then the glorious sand-beaches of
Rustico, Brackley Point, and Darnley.
Darnley the most charming of all charm-
ing spotson the “ Barbadoes of thoguifl”
Darnley, where the ocean rolls in over
the rocks until it breaks in low thunder
on the pebbly shore, its magniticent
waves lossing their while crests, and
riding onin majesty lilke an army c¢harg-
ing to victory.

Oh! the beauties of Duarnley, the
changing sen, the shining benceh, the
sheltering rocks with their mysterious
caves and fssures, the placid rock
pools where we gather delicate sea-weeds
and feathery sprays of Leeland moss,
and wateh the queer litte fishes. dart-
ing about here and there in search of in-
visible prey. The untold luxury of a
summer  afternoon spent under tho
shadow of one of those huge sandstono -
boulders with a volume of Newman or:
Faber in one's hand, and the ocean at -
one's feet ; the boundless ocean; strotch-
ing away to the horizon, dotted- here
and there with the snowy sails of fishing
eraft, leisurely plying their lines, and
away in the distance acloud of shadowy
vapour ‘betokening a steamer outward
bound ; the silence broken oniy by the
murmur of the ocean, and the oceasion-
al report of "o sportsman’s gun in’ the
ficlds away over the sand banks, or the
tinkle of the ecow-bells, as those placid
animals move here and there by the
edgeof the creek, leisurely browsing the
sweel marsh hay. .

It is on such a day, and by the sea
shore that one is most apt to fecl that
indefinable, half awful, and wholly ‘in-
explicable “sensation of having lived
through those moments before, in. pre-
cisely tho seme time and circumstances
—that mysterious mist from thoshadow-
land that sometimes envelops us, and
that Owen Moredith oxpresses by :—
. Wherever we turn, and whatever we do,

Still that horrible sense of the € déjd
connu ’ ¥ . :

In wintor the: climate -is -much. like
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that of Montreal, the thermometor is

never quite so low, but the cold is more

penetrating, on account of the prev-
alenceof high winds. ‘Suow falls in great
abundance, sometimes covering  the
doors and windows of houses. I remem-
ber an amusing incident that oceurred
in Charlottetown some two years ago
when an old woman residing in the
4 Bog,” or negro quarter of the town,
came before the stipendiary magistrate
with a petition that teams should be pre-
vented from driving over her house, as since
the last snow storm she had been completely
blockew up, and the temporary road broken
through the snow banks, und used by the
public, lay right across the roof of her
- dwelling 11

In summer the climate is everything
that is chayming, fresh, mild and invig-
orating. - The spring is . later than

in the provinee of Quebee, and voge-
tation is marvellously rapid. An ex-
periment has lately’ been made by
ishop Mclntyre with regard to the
growing of the grape; he huving plant-
ed 8000 vines on = sunny slope
adjoining St. Dunstan’s college. There
is no apparent reason why the grape
-should’” not flouvish 'in -P. B. Island
equally well as in the vicinity. of
Montreal. The agricultuial products
of the colony are of a high order, and
its manufacturing capabilities are begin-
ning to develop. A large portion of the
inhabitants derive a livelihood from the
fisheries ; the fishing stations being very
numerous all along the ceast.

. Prince Edward Island has its draw-
backs, but its advantages overbalance
them. During the winter months it is
difficult of access, but that very difficul-
Ay offers a field for the excrcise of scien-
tific and inventive powers. Insummer
Charlotictown is but twelve hours jour-
ney from Halifax, Nova Scotig, and four-
teen -from St. John, N. B. The hotels
along the shore of the gulf are becoming
fashionable summer resorts for Upper
Cunadiang and Americans, and there is
-every reason to believe that as a water-
ing place the Island will soon eclipse
Murray Bay and Cacouna.

I cannot close this little sketch with-
“out-referring to an cvent. thal cast a
‘gloom over the -province in the early
;. -days of the past October. ~When the
.- golden tints of September deepened. into

the russet shades of Aulumn, and the
hush that precedes the coming of win.
ter threw a great stillness over the
land, that ¢ Reaper, whose nume is
Death,"” seeing before him onc that was
ripe with age, and with good deeds,
said “Come,” and Sir Roboert llodgson
hearing, rose up and followed him very
readily. Of an age fur exceeding the-
three score and ton allotied to mankind
the lamented knight was one of the fow
remaining men who had lived through.
the troublous times that marked the
seccond cpoch of the Island's history.
Attorney General then Chief Justiee
and finally Lientenant Govornor, ho re-
ceived “honours from the Queen and
from her representatives thatwore pleas-
ing not only to himself but to those
whom he governed. Ghatifying as these
honours were, he prized more the love
and esteem of the people arrong whom
he passed the long years of his life, and
who when they followed his honoured
remains to their long home in tho peace-
ful suburban cemetery, where the many
tinted leaves of Autumn blew - softly
over his grave, felt that, ¢ the Lovd con-
ducted the just through the right ways,
and shewed him the kingdom of God,
gave him the knowledge ol holy thiungs,
made him hounorable, and accomplished
his labouvs.” ‘
“

A. M. Pork.

GRANDEUR OF THE TLAND
AGITATION.

v, Gro. W. Prrren, of the Mothodist-
Episcopal Chureh, Bellevue, Huron Co.,
0., recently preached on the ¢ Sanctity
and Grandeur of the Liand Agitation.”
We givean extract:—

A now and brighter eva has arrived .
for Ircland ! The beautiful island of :
sorrow and of song has folt the tread of
the new Gospel!  Ulstor, one of the
darkest dens of bigotry and prejudice, -
has received the apostles of Land and
Liberty with a generous welcome. -The
monster scandal of .tho British Govern-
ment, that the agilation: was religious,
and not national,. is forever refuted by
the proud attitude of the Protestants of
Ulster. . The very ‘mon- whom Lrish
Catholics almost adorewere the illustri-
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ous Protestant Trishmen who wore dis-
tinguished by the wrath of the Bnglish
Government.

Nead I refer to Graftan who spoke
fov Treland’s independence with a voico
most sweel and eloguont. - Would that
it were raised ngain to a-higher note,
and like a Lrumpet make the welkin
ring | .

Need T mention Corran, who carried
his fenrless spirit to the very verge of
the scaffold and poured upon the dark-
ness of '08 the full blaze of his resplen-
dent eloquence!

Need 1 vefer to Burke, whose name is
hallowed . wherever philosophy, whor-
ever cloquence, wherever fiberty is
Jfmown among men'!

Need I refer to Thomas Davis, he
who was great in prose and in poetry;
he who, by the one raised the rapt soul
to heaven, and by the other, with on-
thusiastic fervor, advocated those princi-
ples ~which would make the world
better!

Need 1 refer to BEmmet, the noble and
generous youth, whose fame will grow
with time and the spread of liberty, and
live as the etornal stavs | o

Need I rofer fo Wolfe Tone, the
mighty organizer of the United Irish:
men, worthy to be a king of men—
worthier to be the President of a com-
monwealth of free . and intelligent
eitizens ! , ‘

Need I mention Jobn Mitche), the
glorious Young Trelander, 2 man of the
most profound and various talents, a
most accomplished seholar, and the
most conscientious hater of the British
Government that Treland ever produced |
~Tam a Protestant and of Protestant
lineage on both sides since the Reforma-
tion, and I glory in the name; but
when Ifind Protestantism sustaining
the impoverishment and oppression of a
high spirited people, using its power to
deprive the five millions of the fraits of
their. labor, -invoking. the bayonets of
forty thousand soldiers to protect the
gniltiest rascals upon’whom the sun
ever shone—the Irish landlords, those
scourages of humanity, whose pathway
for ages -has been. reddened. with the
blood of thousands,” If I am’ required
to.call this Profestantism I will not'do
it To mo it scems an’ insulting mock-
ery of  the honored title. - Protestant as

I am in all my sympathies, every drop of
my blood beats for the outraged and
wronged people of Jreland, and were
the hour come, when Ireland’s immor-
tal green was flung in tho bending
heavens, I swear, before high heaven,
that this pulpit would be vacant:

AN IRISI SCENE. .

The heart is saddened and sickened
at the very sight of the wretched con-
dition of the Irish tenant faurmers, Tt
is absolutely intolerable that the great
mass of the people should be so wronged,
so insulted, so debased, through the
agency of a few titled and lordly thicves,
who for centuries have made Ireland a
mammoth poorhouse !

I remember a scenc in the North of
Ireland when T wus & youth, wiich
burned into my very soul the most sa-
ered hate. against the whole system
of landlord rapacity ! A widow, with
several orphan children, who had re-
cently buried her husband! The poor
woman was unable to pay the rent,
which, owing to the long sickness of
her husband, had been in arrears, was
notified by. the landlord, a cleryman of

the Church of England, that all therent "

must be paid.  The lady -gathered up
all she could, look it to his honor—she
lacked a few shillings, and because of -

this she was thrown into a foul jaii,
where she langvished for months, —All
this was done in the North of Treland,.
and by a clergyman of that Christianity
whose divine Founder came into this
world to preach deliverance to the cap-
tives. Merciful God ! Think of it. The
mothor  of little children, because the
vent lacked a few shillings, was flung in-
to a filthy dungeon to herd with thieves
and murderors. ‘

The daughter of this woman is now
silting before mein this congregation—
the mother of six childven.. Every one
of whom would consider it a high dis-
tinction and prond honor to shed their

blood to rid lrcland forever of thosein- - l

human wretches! I may be told that ..
my address is defective in the spiritof
conciliation. Itis vory easy for Amer-

icans 1o give the Irish tenants fectures -

on property-—they ave the best. judges
as to the methods to secure the rights-
of humanity.! ‘For people like them, -
-who have been ‘deeply injured, as Cur-~ -
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rou once said of a client whose wnrmth
had beon urged against him ¢ for such
aman to writhe with grace and groun
with melody is not so casy ” for such
men, while they hold in their hands the
means of erushing, it requires =ome
solf-deninl to prefer attempts of concilia-
tion, although we remdily grant that to

cherish such preference is both more |

Christian and wmore glovious.

A TRIBUTE TO PARNELL.

The most remarkable and powerful
man to-day in IBurope Is Charles Stew-
art Parnell. Dauntless agitator, I bid
thee God speed! I kiss the hom of thy
garment!  Endowed with talents of
high order, with a knowledge of politics
that falls to few; with a patriotism
sincere, intense, and unrivalled, he
seems to be ordained by God to be the
deliverer of his countrymen.  Natural
historians tell us wonderful tales of the
Ziphias, or sword-fish—the terror of
whales. This potent creature, bounding
into the air, falls on the back of the
whale, sometimes piercing him with its
pointed beak; but generally preferring to
cut him with its toothed edges. In these
fearful ‘encounters the sea all abeut is
dyed red with blood, proceeding from
the wounds of the whale, while the en-
ormous animal vainly endeavors to,
reach its invader !

Parnell acts as the sword-fish, strik-
ing the oppressors of his country some-
times above and most times from be-
neath, The skillful and daring assault
on-the entire system of Landlordism is
a blow beneath, and the pionard, thank
heaven, has reached the heart of the
British monarchy, o

lreland needsa Protestant leader who
has the confidence and enthusiastic sup-
port of the Irish Catholic demacracy.

Ireland needs an agitator, combining
Yankee energy, English frankness, and
Celtic gallantry. .

“Treland needs a - statesman who be-
lieves in tlic eternal separation of Church
and State; in the education of the people,
and’in these American principles, grand
as the heavens stretched over our heads,
freedom and equality.

TIreland -needs & philanthropist. who
can draw together the adverse clements,
who ‘can ¢ombine {ogother throads of

:green and orange in the Land League

banner, and unite their respoctive colors
in one of unity, charity, and good will,

Whe erisis in Iroland demunds a Re-
former, who, though bor in aristoeratic
aivcles nud educitad in patrvician schools,.
will brenk through the bavriors of raco,
aste, and creed, and beecome the champ-
ion of, the lowly, the impoverished, and
the despondent; demands n pure and
lofty character, combining the tongue of
a Garrison and the heart of & Washing-
ton ; demands a patriot of lofty purpose,
unshaken faith in God, patient reliance
on the truth, and whese love of liberty
is 0 consmming passion : demands a sol- -
dierof briltiant daving, who,when pence-
ful methods fuil, will invoke the sword
aud fling out the banner of revolution.
freland, in o word;, demands the man.
who will give lund to the people, reform
to the community, pence fo its homes,
and faith in its business.  We believe
before Goid - that all these grand and
shining virtues ave found in the clear
head, spetless honor, warm and valiant
heart, and splendid carcer of Charles
Stewart Parnell.

‘ﬁRlSVERIiND BROTHER  ARNOLD,
Direcror oF Sy, Axy's Scioorn,

Tutwey-oNeE years ago; William Frewer,
a chubby faced rosy checked Irish lad
aged sixteen, took French leave of home
and kindred in the county Ripperary,
and in company with another youth of
his own age and disposition, bade fare-
well to old: Jreland, and leaping on
board: a sailing vessel, determined to
soek his fortune in

Few persons looking at Brother Ar-
nold to-day would suspect that in the
prasent staid and  zeulous - Christian
Brother there once Iurked . the gay,
bold, impatient and impetuous youth, fo
whom the quiet monotony of a hard-
ware ‘store, in bhis native lown, was
more than could be endured, and who-
without even saying grood bye to friends
or acguaintances, launched out to reap.
the golden harvest Ameoriea then was
supposed to lay ab the feet of every ad--
venturous spirit' that could reach hor
shores. In the spring of 1850 young
Frewer reached the city of Now York:
Foraday ov two the novel sights ab-
sorhed his allention, but the. fourth

the New World.
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) : : : REV, BROTHER ARNOLD.

morning - had not dawned, ‘when : the
heart of -the young emigrant yearngd
once mpro for his- native hills and val-
leys, and he. was about to again’ seek
the shores of the dear old land, when
meeting a relative he was dissnaded
from his purpose, and induced to ro.
mnin on the soil of the free.  To give
anything like n sketeh of the careor of
Brother “Arnold; it would be necessary
to follow up his busy-life, in its zealous
imitation of the venerable de la Salle,
with whose spirit he is so thoroughly
imbued, ‘and' we can only attempt a
very imperfeet record ‘with information
gathered from friends who have watch:
ed his labors in their extonsive field ; for
- -In searcely. a seetion of this wide Domin-
»ony are: there not hundreds -of. intollj:
. 8ent and: prosperous: iyoung: men, who

owo their early. training to him, and
many of more malure years who are
indebted.to. his good counsel, for theiv
moral and material advancement... For
a poriod of two years after his arrival
in. New York young Frewoer acted as
agent for his maternal uncle, in the
management, of . a large business, but
at that early age he evinced a disposi-

tion for the carcer he was soon to em-
brace, by devoting his Sundays and his -

leisure moments during .the week. to

teaching catechism. = Acting under the |

advice of his spirituar director, with five

‘compariions, he entered thenovitiate of

the Christian Brotherhood in .the ¢ity

of New Yorl. . He' shortly afterwards
‘was: despatched to: Canada, and in this

city made his debut in::lis most:success-

ful carcor as an cducator: of, “Jouth;:fin.-




N

i .though in"a peasant.”

224 THE HARP.

the old school known, for many year as
the Collego, on the street still bearing
that naume.  In obedience to the ordors
of his Superiors, who were well aware of
- his abilities not only as n teacher but an
organizer as  well, Brother Arnold
founded several establishments through-
ont’. the Dominion, 1le Iabored with
extraordinary suceess in Kingston and
became the idol of the people of Toron-
10 s he now is in the city of Montreal.
‘I'he La Salle Institute, a most flourish-
ing institution was founded by him in
iho former place, and he is now en-
deavouring to sccure the establishment
of a novitinte of the order in the same
city, a worlk that has heen Dblessed by
- Mis Grace Archbishop Iiynch; and for
the success of which the Cathoties of
Ontario,  offer up not only fervent
prayers, but have given proofs of a de-
sirc to make the most noble and gener-
ous pecunianry sacrifices. Next to the ven-
crable de 1a Salle, IFather Mathew is the
source of inspiration for good Brother
Arnold, and everywhere ho has been,

evidences of his zeal remain, notonly iu.

the noble educational structures he has
erected, but in the solid ranks of Father
Mathew’s associntions, sources of' en-
estimable advantages to the people.
Whilst Brother Arnold is heart and sonl
devoted to the Institute, with which he

~has been so long connected, na more
ardent lover of his native land breathes
in this Dominion.

The modesty of the good Brother

" would be oftended were we to give him
his due meed of praise, and as it is

.we have to crave pardon for the
surprise the appearance of this meagre

sketeh  will cause him. We will

only sayin conclusion, that in tracing as

we have done thelives of our prominent

Irish- Canadians, not one, in-any rank

of society, has fulfilled more mnobly a

nobler mission; and ‘none, more  de-

servedly, occapies a place in the hearts

of the.people than this quiet unobtrusive

indefaligable and patriotic - follower of

the Venerable de la Salle: ’

"Title and ancestry render a good man
.more -illustrious; but:an ill one more

" ~contemptible.. Vice is infamous; though

~in<a-prince ;' and Virtue,  honorable,

Y

A LEGEND OF THE BEARL OF
TYRONE.
(Continued.)

It was not long ere several domestics,
alarmed at  their absence, came in
search; and Constance, borne gently
along, was restored to her anxious par-
ent.” But he looked thoughtful and
disturbed when the stranger’s person
was deseribed; evidently averse to hold
any communication on the subject.
Nurse Agnes grew cloquent in his
praise, until the following conversation
that evening in the kitchen tarned
aside the enrrent of her opinions.

“A rough grey clonk, gossip thou
sayest 2 Again inquired a hard-featured
hind from the chimney-corner.

%1 tell thee a cloak, and aeap lurned
up in front. 1le doused it off nobly, und
took to the water like a spaniel1”

“Why. 'tis the wild man of the
woods I" said another listener, who had
litherto been silent, but whose remark
seemed to strike terror into the whole
group.  They looked round as if antici-
pating a-visit from this fearful person-
age.” Dame Agnes crosscd herself, and
mutlered heir prayers with great des
pateh ; something was at length audible
and articulate, as follows :(—

“ Merey on me ! my days are number-
ed. Ifindeed it should be this incarnate
—forgive the thought !—we are all dead
creatures.  The very horses and ‘kine
stagger, and fall into fits at timos, when
they come home, and it ‘is all'alone of
‘em having scen or-smelt the brimstone
from ‘the pit. Davy had two died last
week, and he was sure they had either
seen the de'il or his deputy,—this same
gray man of the woods. Woe's me that
I'should ha' lived to behold yon child of
perdition I”  The old woman here gave
way to an outburst of sorrow that pre-
vented any further disclosures.

“It is. about' threc -months agoue
since .this same wild man was firsb,

{scen,” said the old porter, whose office,
though of little use, wag stitl filled up

in the move ancient establishment. 1
saw him once myself, ‘but 1 shook as
the very flesh -were crawling over my
bones.  They say  he neither:eats nor
drinks, ‘but is kept alive in the body by
glamour - and- witcheraft:. " o'l stay
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horo until his time is done, and" then
tormentors will fetch him to his prison-
house again. - Ye should not have tar-
ried in tho wood ufter sunset.”

“Lhat would [ not,” sharply replied
Anges; “but the child, poor thing,
would look at the daylightas itlingered
on the hill-top, and L thought no harm
in't.”

# Like enough. Ie dares not abroad
if 50 much as tho value or size of my
thumb-nail of the sun's rim were lert
above the hill 17 .

“Come, "galler, strike up a merry
trowl,” said a thin, squeaking voice,
from a porsonage almost hidden behind
& copious suppor. of broken ment and
pastry.  But whether the purty thus
addressed was too mueh alapmed to let
the current of his spirit run bubbling
from the spring cither of mirth or min-
stelsy, or ho was (oo deeply buried in
his own thoughts, it were necdless to
imagine.  The request, for a while,
passed unheeded.

Galler Gee was the ballad-monger. of
the whole district. . 1le kept on w com-
fortablo and vagabond sort of existence
by visiting the ditferent mansions where
good cheer was to be had, and where he
was gonerally a welcome guest, both in
bower and hall. Mis legendary lore
scenied inexhaustible; and indeed his
memory was like an old chest full of
seraps continually rummaged. e knew
sll tho seandal and family sccrots
throughout the parish, and had a quick
eye at detecling cither a love affair or a
fead. e composed a number of the
wild ballads that he sang or recited, or
at least put them into that jingling and
quaint rhythm acquired by habitual
intercourse with - the phrascology pe-
culiar to these popular descants. On
hearing a story, he could readily shape
itinto verse, extempore, Loo, upon oc-
easion; and many were the jokes that
rebounded from his theme, whether in
hall or kitchen. Tt was pleasunt to
watceh his lictle groy eye, and the twink-
ling lashes that rose and foll, varying
the expression of his lips, “Aslightlisp
gave to these ditties an air of simplicity
which novorfailed to- charm his addi-
tors, 1o could throw the simplest ex-
prossion ovor hiis features, the keer'ecdge
-ofhis rebukes becoming infinitely more

‘cutting and effective.: But the prevail-

ing toncof feeling was sad. These wan-
dering minstrels had, from remote ages,
been held ‘as scers, and & peep into
futurity was often supposed to accom-
piny their  poctical inspirations—u
superstition not confined to uny particu-
lar locality, but obtaining a widely-
disseminated belief in all climes and
nations where imagination assumes her
sway, and dares. Lo assert her power

Aftor a short space, and without any
invitation, the ballad-maker, like some
Pythian priestess on her tripod, begun
to exhibit manifestations of the afflatus.
The spirit of song seemed to be stealing
upon him, and in & momeut the listen-  #
ing auditory were still.  In substance,
he half recited, half sung, the following
bullad :—
Maiden, braid those tresses bright,

Wreath thy ringlets from the blust;
Why those tocks of curling light

Heedless to the rude winds cast.

Maiden, why that darken’d brow?
- I'rom those eyes, once dimm’d with weep-'
ing, :
Lurid gleams are gathering now,
O’cr their pale wan shadows creeping.

Silent still, the maid pass’d Ly,
Near nor voice nor footstep came, -

Sudden, cleaving earth and sky,
Flash’d & brand of arrowy flame!

Maiden, turn that gaze on me; -
Onwards why gomadly bent?

Still no stay, no’ pause made she
Through that kindling element.

. . . . .

Now . the midnight chant is stealing,
Mass and requiem breathing near;

Husl'd the blast, as if revealing .
Sounds to carth that Heaven might heav.:

From yon pile, soft voices swelling
Dirge and anthem for the dead ;—
Demon shricks, their last doom yelling,

Tend Lord Rudolph’s dying bed.

Holy men, with song and prayer, .

Fain would shrive the passing. soul;-
Fiend-like whispers, to his cur,

Winds, in muttering curses, roll.

Bre his last lone shuddering cry,
To his couch the maiden came;

On his breast she silently = -
Bent an-eye of ravening flame,

One wild shrick the sufferer sent, -
Lre lip’s last frail link mightsever ;.

Laugh’d the maiden, as sheleant: -
O%r that form, to cling for ever.’
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Closer to his heart she press'd ;-
Seoreh’d, the quivering flesh recoil’ d;

Uneonsumed his bm‘mnw Lireast,
While that grim tormentor smiled.

Now revenge ! the maiden cried,
I have barter'd heaven for t]ns ;o
Mine thou art, proud Rudolph’s bride:
Ming, by this last demon kiss.

Tower, and bLattlement, and hall,
Scatlied as with the l.hunder-&troko
Flash’d through midnight’s dusky pnll,

Twined in wreaths of livid smoke.

O'er the gulf of yawning flame
Torrid 211‘1pe~ are hovering;

Monstrous forms, of hideous name,
To the Lridal- bedtl\cy bring.

They come! they come! their frantic yell,
On a wave of billowy light

Sudden rose (s0 marvellers tell)
The maiden and ber waitor knight.

The moon looks bright on Rudolph’s
The breeze lnuw’ha lightly by,

But dark and silent Qlecp the’ hour~
The jone brook murmuring nigh.

towers,

The lank weed waves round the domain,

The fox creeps to thy gate;

Darkis thy dwelling, prond clnel’mm,

"U'hy halls are desolate 17

“The legend we have thus 1endcrcd
lis own idiom and versification, aswe
have alveady observed, were of amore
homely sort; better suited, perhaps, to
the fashion of the time, and.the c'xpfmty
of his hearers.

But gloom still perqucd the once-
¢heerful hear th, and the night wore on
without the usual symptoma of mirth
and hilarity.

Holt, of Gr mlehmst held the manor-
ial 1mhts, and was feudal lord over a
\\rulel) -extended domain, the manor of
Spotland descending to him: by saeces-
sion from his g1 randfather. His charac-
ter was that ‘of a quiet, unoslentatious
country gentleman; but withal a proud

J spirit, not brool\mg either insult or ne-

‘zlect.

This night, an-unaccountable
depresslon stole npon him. o strode
rapidly ncross the chamber; moody and
alone. The taper was nwh extinguish-
ed; the wasted billet grew pale, a- few
sp'u'l\q starting up the chimney, as the
wind roared in short and hasty gusts
round the dwellmv The old family
portraits seemed to fiit from their dark
panels, wavering with the tremulous
motion of the blnze. N

olt was still pacing the chamber .
with o disturbed and agitated step. A
few words, rapid and unconncctcd fell
from his lips,

“Rebel t Outeast ! T cannot
thee !”

“ Botray mol” cchoed »
behind,  Turning, the speaker stood
before him. 1twas the athletic form of
the stranger, wrapped in his groy clonk
and cap of coarse felt, plamed from the
faleon’s wing.

“ And who speaks the word that
shall betrny me—a king—n fugitive?
Yetnot all the means that Llc.l(,hu_) can
compass shall trammel onc hair upon
this brow without my privily or con-
seat.”

“Comest thou like the sharp wind
into my dwetling ?” inquired Holt, in 4
voice tremulous with amazement.

“ I'ree as the unconfined air; yet fel-
tered by a lighter bond—a woman'’y
love!” returned the intruder. ¢ Thou
hast a daughter.”’

The Lovd of Gristlehiurst grew pale at
these words, Some territic meaning
clung to them., Aftera shortpause, the
Stl"ln"t.l‘ continuet :

« s speaks the legends of 'l‘lgt,r-
nach, and the bards of Ulstcl', rapt into
visions of the future :— When a king of
rin shall flee at the voice of a woman,
then shall the distaff and spindle congquer
whom the sword and buckler shall not sub-
due. That woman is yon herotic queen.
A usurper, an -intrnder’ on our birth-
right. Never were the O'Neils conquer-
ed but by woman! I linger here, while
the war cry rings from the shores of my
country. Again I hear their shout.
The impatient chiefs wait for my Te-
turn.  Bui—"

The warrior scemed to writhe during
the conflict. ILis hands were elenched,
every muscle ' stiffened | with agony.
Scorn at his weakness, and dread, hor-
rible, undefinable dread, as he felt the
omnipotent power m%termg his proud.
spirit—the man who would have langh-
ed at the shaking of a spear, and the
loud rush of the battle, quu.lle(l beforo.n
woman'sjhate and & woman’s love.

“ And what is thy reguost to- mght g
said Holt. e ‘

The stranger. 'l.uswel ed in a vowe of
thunder— - L

“'l‘hy daughtorl” S

betray

voice from
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Tyrone, for it was he, scemed nigh
choking with tho emotion he sought to
suppress.

“Nay,” he continued, It must not
he.  Oh, did I love hor less, she had
heen mine !

“'Phine " suddenly vetorted the fa-
ther, somewhat scornfully.  “ And who
aave theo this power over woman’s
spirit 7 Thou has not even had speech
of her, much less the means to win her
favor.” ~

An almost supernatural expression
scemed to gather on ihe features of the
chieftain. His eyes after rolling through
the vista of pust years, began to pause;
appalled, as it approached the dark
troshold of the future. Lost to the pre-
sence of surrounding objects, he thus
exclaimed, with fearful solemnity —

“When the dark-browed Noruh nurs-
ed me on her Jup, and her eye, though
darle to outward sense, saw through the
dim veil of destiny, it was thus she
sang, as she guarded my slumbers, and
tho hated Sassenach was in the hall: =
¢ Rest thee, baby ! light und darkness

Mingling o’cr thy puth shall play ;

" Hope shall flec when thon pursuest,

Lost amidst life’s trackless way.

“ Rest thee, baby ! woman’s breast
Thou shalt durken o’er with woej;
None thou lookest on or lovest,
Joy or hope hereufter know. C
Many a maid thy glance shall ruej
Where it gmites it shall subdue.”

. %1t was an evil hour, old man, when
- Ilooked upon thy daughter.”

Holt, though of a stout and resolule
temper, was yet daunted by this bold
and unlooked-for address. e trembled
as ho gazed on the mysterious form be-
- fore ‘him, gifted; as it seemed, with
supernatural ‘endowments. - His unac-
countable appearunce, the nature of his
communications, togother with his man-
~ner and abrupt mode of speech, would
have shaken many a firmer heart, un-
< prepared for these disclosures.

“What is thy business ?” heinquired,
with some hesitation. . :

“To warn thee; to warn thy dangh-
ter. * She hath seen me.  And how runs
‘the propheey ? Liet her beware. L have
looked on her before time. *Looked on
hor ! Ay, until these orbs have become
dim; I'hayvo looked on her till this stern
bosom ha{h bécomo softer than the bub-

bling wax to her improssion ; but Iwas

coneenled, and the maiden passed un- .
Po-night I have -

harmed by the curse. {
saved her life. A resistless impulse !
Aud sho hath looked on me.” e smote
Lis brow, groaning aloud in the agony
he endured.

It may bo supposed this revelation
wits not caleulated to allay the listen-
er’s apprehensions.  Bewildered and
agitated, he turned towards the window.
The moon was glimmering through the
quiet leaves, and he saw a dark and
mufiled figure in' the avenue.- Tt was
stationary for a while; then, slowly
moving towards the adjoining thicket,
was lost to his view. Ilolt turned to
address his visitor, he had disappeared.
It was tike the passing of a troubled
dream, vague, and indistinct, but fraught
with horrible conceptions. A cloud
scemed to gather on his spirit, teeming
with some terrible but unknown doom.
Its nature even imagination failed to
conjecture.

Uis first impulse was to visit his
daughter. e found the careful nurse
by her bedside. As he - entered the

room, ‘Agnes raised one finger to het

lips, in'token of silence. | The anxious
fathor: bent him over his child. Her
slecep was heavy, aud her counfenance
flushed. A tremor passed - over hor
features—a groan succeeded.  Suddenly

she started up. With a look of anguish

he could not forget, she eried—

“1lelp! Oh, my futher!” She clung
round his neck.- - In vain be endeavored
to sooth -her.” She sobbed dloud, as if
her heart were breaking. But she never
told that dream, though her haggard
looks, when morning rose on her anx-
ious and. palli1 countenance; -shewed
the disturbance it had created.

Days and weeks passed by, The in-
trusion of the. bold outlaw was nigh
forgotten. -The father's apprehensions

had in some dogree subsided ; but Con-’

slance did not resume hor . wonted set-
enity. er earliost recollections were-
those of the old nursery rhymes with
which Agnes had not failed tostore her
memory. - But the giant-killers and
their companions now failed to interest
and - oxcite.  Othor feelings  than’'those

of torror-and of wonder were in opera-

tiou, requiring a. fresh class of stimul-

ants for support,—tales of ehivalry; and
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of love, that all-enduring passion,

“when mmden% and  their lo\ ers sighed

for twice soven years, and all too brief
trial of their fruth and constancy !  As
she listened, her soul seemed to hangon
the mnstrel's tongue; that erratic tron-
badour, Ceaftor Ccu, bem" a welcome
and i‘x-eqnenL visitor at Gristlchurst.

One night he had tarried late in the
little chamber where she was wont to
give him audience : she seemed more
wishful to protract his stay than hereto-
fore.

« Now for the ballad of Sir Butme
the famous Lancashire knight, who w
killed al St. Albang, fighting for \l\c
glorious red rose of Lancaster.”

Nothing loth, he commenced the fol-

Jowing ditty i—
¢4 The brave Sir Bertine Entwisel

Hath donn’d his coat of steel,
And left his hall and stately ho:nc,
To fight for Englond’s weal,

To fight for Englond’s' weal, T trow,
And good King Harry’s u«'hl

His loyal heart was warm and hno
His sword and buckler bright.

That sword once felt the craven foe,
Its hilt was black with gore,

And many a mother’s son did rue
His might at Agincourt.

And now he stately steps his hall,
A summons from the king ?

My armor bright, my easque and plume,
My gword and bu(j ler bring.

Blow, warder, blow. Thy horn is shrill,
My hevemen hither eall,

For I mustuw ay {o the south countrie,
And spears and lances all,

Oh; go not to the south countrie!
His lady weeping said ;

Oh, go not to the battle- hc](l
I‘o' T dream’d of the waters red !

Oh, zonot to the south countrie!
Cried out his daughter dear;

Oh, o not to the blood) ﬁ"ht,

" For I dream’d of the waters cloar!

Sir Bertine raised his dark visor,
And he kiss’d his food ladie;

- Trnust away-to the wars, and fight

For our king in jeopardy!

The lady gat hier to the tower,
She clomb the battlement ;

- She watch'd and greet, w hife thzou"h the

woods
The glittering flchions went.

‘I‘hc wind was high, the storm grew loud,

Fierce rose the bill lowy sen;”
When from Sir Bertine’s lordl) tower
'.l‘he bell-boown’d heavily !

Three days pass'd by.

O mother dear, what bodes that speech
Frow youder iron tongue ?

"T'is but the rude, rude blu«t my love,
That idle Lell hath swung.

Upon the rattling easement sill
I'he beating rain fell fast;

When creeping lingers \\undcnn" thrice,
Across that window pass'd.

O mother dear, what menas that sound
Upon the lattice nigh?

"Pis but the cold, cold urrowy sleet
That hurtles in the sky.

The Mast was still,—a puuse more dread
Ne'er terror fuh,-—u)xen lo!t

An armed footstep on the stair
Clank™ heavily and slow.

Up flew the latch and tirling pin,
Wide swung the grated door s
Then came a <o|0mn, stacely tread

Upon the guaking floor!

A shudder through the building ran,
A chill and iey bl.ht,

A moan, as though in agony
Some viewless ﬂpmt pass’d !

O mother dear, my heart is froze,
My limbe are stark and cold,

Her mother spake not, for again
That tarret. bell hath toll'd,

~ AL eventide
There came an rwcd man ;

Hebent him low hefore the dame,
His wrinkled cheek was wan.

Naw, speak, thou evil messenger,
Jh\' tidings shew to me:

That n«vcd man, nor ook vouchsafed,
Nor ever a word spake he.

What bringest thou? the Indy said,
Tcharge Chee by the rood.

He drew a signet fxom his hand,
Twas sped\\ed o'er with blood

Thy husband’s grave is wide and deep;
Tn St. Alban’s priory ‘
His body lies, but on his soul
Christ Jesu have merey 1 *,

¢ In the parish Church of §t. Chad, Rochdn.\n. is %
martlo lablet ercr-zod by John Entwiste, Bsquire, &
descendant of Sir Uertine, on which iz the follow
ing i—

7o perpetunte a memorial in the Chureh of St
Albaw’s, (perished by time,) this mnrble i3 hore
placed to tho memory of n gallant and loyal man, Sit
Bertino Fntwisel, lnight, Visconnt nnd Baron of
Bryleke, in \'nrmundv. and sowne time Bailiff of Con-
stuntin, in which olfico he suceeedad his father-in-
Inw, Sir John Ashton, whoao danghtor Luney  first
married Sit Richard le Byron, nan ancestor of the
Lord Byrons, Barons of Rochdnle, and, secondly, Sit
Bertine Entwisct, who, after performing ropented nots
of vatorin the service of his sovereigns, llenry V.,
and V., more p.nrlwulurly at Agincourt, was killed i in
the first \mttlc of st. Alban’s, and on his tomb was
recorded in hrass the following inseription :—-

* Hore Ivtho Syr Bertino Entwisel, Knighte, which
wag born in Lancastershyro, and was Viscount and
Baron of Bryleke in_Normandy, nnd Bailiff. of Con-
stantin, \xhn died ﬁ"ht.mg on } mg llonry Y. party,
28th May, 1435, :
e Dn whose .wnI Fesu have mzrty r"
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Scarcoly wore the last words uttered,
whon the chamber latch was raised.
The door flew open, and the outlaw, in
his dark grey cap and clonk, stood  be:
fore them. Constance was too much
alarmed to utter a word. - She clung to
her companion with tho agony of one
grasping at the most fragilo support
for lifc or safety.

“ Nay, maiden; T would not harm
thee,” suid tho intruder, in a° voice so
musical and sad, that it seemed to drop
into tho listener's car like a gush of hur-
meony, or a sweet and melancholy chime
wakening up the heart's endeared and
hallowed  associations.  His features
were nobly formed. s eye, largo and
bright, of the purest grey; the lashes,
like a cloud, covering and tempering
their fustre. A touch of sadness rested
on his lips. They seemed to speak of
suffering and endurance, though o word
might not pass their bavriers. Constance,
for-n moment, raised her oyes, but they
were suddenly withdrawn, overflowing
with some powerful emotion. - He stili
wazed, but one proud cflort broke the
fixed -intensity of his glance, and his
tongue resumed its office. )

“ Maiden, T am pursued. © The foe arce
on my treacl. - My retreat is discovered,
and unless thou vouchsafo to me a hid-
ing place, L am in their power. The
Earl of Tyrone—nay, T scorn the title—
"tis the King of Ulster'that stands be-
fore theo. I would not crouch thus for
my own life, were it not my country's.
Her stay, her sustenance, is in thy
kccpmg.” !

Never did wretchedness and: misfor-
tune suein vain to a woman's ear. . Con-
stance - forgot her - weakness and

timidity ; she saw not her own danger.
A fellow-being eraved help and succor;
all other feelings gave place, while ani-
mated with a new impulse. Sho looked
-on the minstrel,’as. if' (o ascertain his
fidelity. Tt was. evident, however, no
apprehension need he entertained, this
personage manifesting no slight solici-
tude for thesafetyof theunfortunate chief.

“T'he old lead ming, in the Cleugh,”
whispered he.

“ Nay, it must be: in the house,”

replied Constance, with a glanes. of

forethought boyond her. years. “Tho
pursners wili not search this loyal house
dor treason 1 (7o be Continued.) .

ards the . ceiling.

FOP. THE YOUNG FOLKS.

CHAPTER TII.

THE CURRENTS OF AIR AND THE WEATHER.

Inorder to fully understand the condi-
tions of the atmosphere, one must care-
fully notice the following :

Though the sun produces summor and
winter, and although his beams ecall
forth heat, and the absence of heat caus-
es intense cold on the surface of the
clobe, yet the sun alone does not make
what we call the “ Weather.”

If the sun’s influences alone were pre-
ralent, there would be no change at all
during our seasons; once cold or warm
it would invariably continue to be so,
according to the time of the year. The
sun however produces certain move-
ments in theair; currents of air or winds
pour from cold' countries into warm
ones, and vice-versa{rom warm ones into
cold ones. It is this that makes our sky
be cloudy or clear; that produces rain
and ‘sunshine, sngw and hail; refreshing
coolness in summer and warmth in mid-
winter, as also chilly nights in summer
and thaw in winter.  TIn other words it
is more properly the motion of the air,
the wind, that produces what we eall
weather ; that is,-that changeableness
from heat to cold, from dryness to mois-
ture, all of which may bo comprised in
one name, weather. :

But whence dees the wind arise? It
is caused by the influence of the sun's ~
bent upon the air.

The whole carth is enveloped with a
misty cover called “air.”  This air has
the peculiar quality of oxpanding when
it becomes heated. . Ifyou put a bladder
that is filled with air- and tied up, into
the pipe of a heated stove, the air insido
will expand so” much as to burst the .
bladder with a loud report.” Tho warm
expanded air is lightor than the cold"
air, and always. ascends -in tho atmos-
phere. . o :
~ Lofty vooms are therefore difficult to-
heat because the warm air ascends tow.
In evory room il-is -

much cooler near the floor than neay, .
the top of the room. This accounts foir -
the singular fact that in winter our feet-
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though warmly clad in stockings and
shoes or boots, feel cold more often than
our hands which are ontirely uncovered.
If you nscend a ladder ina tolornbly
cold room, you are surprised at finding
it much warmer above than below in
the room. The flies take advantagoe of
this in autumn, when they are scon to
promenade on the ceiling, because then
it is warm as in swmnmer, while near
the floor it is cold ; owing to the circum-
stance that warm air, being lighter than
¢old, ascends.

Precisely the same takes place on the
earth. In the hot zone near the equator
the sun heats the air continuaily ; hence
the air then ascends, But from both
the northern and southern hemispheres,

.cold air is constantly pouring townrds

the equator in order to fill the vacuum
thus produced. This cold air is now

“heated also and rises, while other cold

air rushes in after.” By this continued
motion of the uir towards the equator,
however, a vacuum is created also at
both poles of the earth; and the heated
air of the equator, after having ascended
flows towards these two vacuums. Thus
arises the currents in the air;  earrents
wvhich continue the whole year, and
cause the cold airto move {rom the poles
to the equator along the surface of the

_earth; while higher in the atmosphere

the heated air flows from the ecquator
back 10 the poles.

Therefore the air is. said to circulate
bolow from the poles Lo the equator, but
above to go back from the equator to
the poles.

He who is in the habit of noticing
phenomena of nuature, may often have
observed something of the kind when
opening  the window of a room filled
with smolke. The smoke escapes above
while below it scems to come back into
the room again.

Bat this is an illasion which has its
origin in the fact, that above ' the warm
air of the room goes out of the window

_and, of course, takes the smoke with it;
‘below at the window however, cold air

pours in from +ithout, driving the
smoke that is below. back into the room.

‘The attentive observer may also see how

the two currents of airabove and below
move.in contrary divections; while in

- the middle part' they repel each other,

and form a kind of eddy which may be
clearly percived by the motion of the
smoke.

What takos place on onr enrth is noth-
ing difterent from this, and we shall see
in our next article the great influence
this has upon our weather,

QUESTIONS ON IRISH LITERATURE, &C.

1. What two great Irish numes appear
in the impeachment of Warren Mas-
tings ?

2. Contrast in a few words the speeches
of Edmund Burke and Richayd Brins-
ley Sheridan, .

3. What teibute did the ¢ great” Pitt
pay to onc of Sheridan’s speeches
delivered on the Case of the Bogum -
of Oude ?

4, On what does Sheridan’s ropulation
rest ?

5, With what reputation did Sheridan
leave school ?

i. Who was Oliver Geldsmith ?

7. Name his principal writings.

8. Where does his ashes rest ?

8. What great man, paid him this bigh
tribute~—* ILeleft nothing untouched,
and touched nothing without adorn-
ing it."”

PBEDESTINATION.

“Do you bhelieve in predestination?”
said the captain of &' Mississippi steamer
to a Calvinistic clergyman, who hap-
pened to be travelling with him,  * Cor-
tainly.” “And you also believe that .
what is to be will be?” ¢« Certainly.”
«Well T am glad to hear it Why?”
T intend to pass that boat ahead in fif-
teen  conseeutive minutes, if- thero be
any virtue in ‘pine-knots and loaded
safety valves. - -So, don’t be alarmed, for
il the bilers ain’t to burst they won't.”
Dere the divine began looking around
for a life-preserver, :

Why ought tailors to-he good (matri-
monial) matchmakers? Because thoy
are so. much in ‘the habit-of prossing
other ‘people’s suits, and ©of - coating:

them ‘too.
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.J.CALLANAN.
J J ——— O
(Powr—oprep Serreasir 19115, 1850.)

. B G o st
Ile was calm, hd was kind, he w as gentlo in manner,
No form more slight, no cheel 'or was wi inner,
No heart was more true and no spirit was pxoudel-
e could speak with a child and his voice was not louder ;
Llis soul was so pure—no danzers ¢'er féaring—
“ God's rest,” eried the world %o the Minstrel of Krin!”

As yot in his childhood so bright was each token,—

Thatoften and often again it was spoken,—

“His thoughts for this cold earth ho never is fi: aming,

MHe chided ithe wicked yet never was Liaming—

A priest to the altar some duy he'll bo nearing

I'he kind and the good, the true Minstrel of Tvin \

Lo heaven and God his fond hopes were ¢ aspiring,
To worship and love was his constant desiri ing,—
To stand on the altar he ever was praying—

“ Ie loves to adore,” still the people are saying,
Ho cared not for mocking, he cared not for jeering,
A priest in his soul was this Minstrel of Erin.

But Grod, in his bounty and wisdom desposing,
To a life so devout had ordained no such clo»m
Thy cold hand consumption had touched on his bcflut),
And changed, for the bard, the bright path of his duty—
He bowod to the will that his lifo conrse was veering—

- Did the pocL al hc‘u'!,—thc good Minstrel o[ Evin!

Ifis heart was too large for a hating, veproving—

He sought, as all b'uds, for an ObJOCL of loving;

He gzued all around and no object more splendid,

Than the Isle of his birthwhich his fathers defended.

“ He woke its wild harp "—his country thus cheering—
By the scenes of his youth—tho true Minstrel of Jrin !

Thy echoes great Mullogh, as the cagle is screaming,
Retain its lasL call and whon morning is beaming—"
The hills of Ivarah are bright in the «rlowmrr~

That lights on their summlL tho fuir hc.lthor blowmrr——
They still are recalling and still are they wearing—
’L‘he song and the stnmp of the Minstrol of Brinl

From wheve, in the novth, all the mad waves are dashing,

On Antrim’s wild rocks in a fury are splashing,

"o where thro' cach valloy, by brake and by highlaad,

The Tice flows along, fairest stream of the Island— -

T'he peasant, the poot, with many a tear in ‘ -
Iis dim eye, roealls tho sad Minstrel of Hrin! :

Groen, green be the scd where this true one is sleeping—
Where the muses of Trin in anguish are weeping—
This destined of heaven whose spu-lb is rowing"

* To:day in Grod's mansions, the dwelling of Iovmg; = . s
Long, long may his memory, wherever appearing; - :
Find & shrino in cach heart—fondcst Minstrel of Brin.

Gx'oon Park, A)Imer oo , , <o Joseenr K., l‘omm.
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NOTES AND QUERIES.

We have received many answers to W. K’s
-kulcstiou in- our last number. We select J.
Fritzgeruld’s of Toronto, for publication.

‘Fhe declaration of Breda, 1660, was difier-
ent from the treaty. The former was a de-
«¢laration of Charles I1. from Breda, granting
pardon and peace to all persons, excepting
such as the parliament might ul‘ler\\':m{s ex-
cept; and ordaining that every division of
party should ceazse, and inviting all who were
subjects of the same sovereign, to live in
harmony and union. Ttdeclared  Religious
Liberty,”” and thereby was Gharles pernitted
toascend the throne,

But_ the peace  of Breda occurred July
21st, 1667. Three treaties were signed by
the  English Commissioners on the same
day.” By one with Holland it was agreed
that both parties should forget past injuries,
and remain in their present coudition, which
<confirmed to the States, the possession of the
disputed island of Pulcrone, and to the Bng-
lish their conquesis of Albany and New
York; by the sccond with France, Lonis ob-
tained the restoration of Nova Scotia, and
‘Charles that “of Antigua, Montserrat, and

art of St. Kits, And by the last with

enmark, the ally of the Dutch, the rela-
tions of amity were reestablished between
the twocrowns.,

QuEBEs.—Asks who  were the ‘parties in-
terested in the peace of Utrecht?

- Axs—~The English, Duich, and Germans,
who formed the allied army, and the French.
It was induced by. the success of the French
under Marshal. Villars, in Flanders, where

he completely routed, 14.000 Bnglish under |

the command of the Rarl of Albemarle,
who  superseded the Duke of Martbore’.
This conference of peace was held in the
Teign of Anne, in:the year 1712

R. Axpersoy, MoxTtresrn, Wnites :—1
would be pleased tolearn through the #“Notes
and Queries ” department of Tae Hare ; the
Abbey Estates eranted to the Russell and
Wriothesly families, with their estimated
ppresent value.

. N. B.—As this i3 an extensive, and some-
what complicated question, we cannot oblige
onr young friend before our nestissue,

We havereceived over ‘a dozen solutions
to “Greenhorn’s » Math ematical proposition ;
none of ‘which, however, meet the condi-
tions. o

Sin,~—Will you permit a Father to retura
you thanks for havingintroduced so very
interesting a feature into your valuable pe-
riodical, as these questions for the young.” I
can assure you they ave a great stimulant to

“gtudy and rescarch to my boys, who though

young, spend many a happy evening in
slriving to find correct answers to them
they have alrcady filled zeveral copy bools

. .with answers ' whicli .they intend to keep by

them'; thus the important lessc)ps are ﬂxgd
indelibly .on their minds, and their writing is
improved. I nm only too happy to encour.
age them in their educational eflorts. I hope
all parents will do the same.  Wishing you
many years yeb to work in the greal couse
in which you have so arduously Inbored.

I am, Sir,
Your Obd’t, Servant,
A Faruen.

USEPUL JOUSKEHOLD RECEIPYS,

Beer Tosevgs.—A safted tongue, if dried,
must be sonked for some hours previous to
being dressed. It must then be put into cold
water, and gently brought to boiling; when,
after the surface of the water is cleared from
the scum, the sauce-pan must be removed -
from the. firc only so far as to reduce the
boiting to » gem?e simmering. [f dried a
tonguc will require four hours, 1rf simply
salted only three hours® boiling. While hat,
the outer skin of the tongue must be peeled
off, and it may be _sent to the table either
glazed ov plain. Boiled turnips arca usual
accompaniment of boiled tongue.

Roastep Tosase~—Parhoil o tongue that
has only been salted about ten days; roas,
baste with red wine, and frost it allast with
butter. Serve it with u rich gravy and sweet
sance. :

Srewep Toveue.—Simmer it for two hours
in water only sufficient to cover it ; then peel
jtand put it back into the water, ndding to
it, tied up in a picceof muslin, some pepper,
mace, and. cloves, Cut some turnips and
capers very small, slice some carrots, and
add these afso to the fiquor, with half a pint
of beef gravy, a wine-glass ot white wine,
and a bunch of sweet lierbs. Stew all together
very gently for an hour and -n half louger,
then take out the spice and sweel herbs, and
thicken the gravy with flour worked intoa
small piece of butter. A

Cows Upben is generally ronsted witha
tongue that has been in rxck)c not more than
three days.. They are both parboiled, and
then tiece together and roasted. They are
served’ with good zravy and currant-jelly
sauce. !

B Cow’s. Hegu— Get ane that has only been

sealded, not boiled till the jelly has been ex-
tracted.” Boil'it for seven or eight hours: in
a quart of water, which, if. required, may be
afterward made into jelly or soup. The heel,
cut into handsome slices, and. covered with
ege'and bread crumbs, must be fried “of a
light brown, and laid round *a_dish, in the
centre of which some onious sliced and fried
also must beput. ST “




THE PARNELL POLIKA.

By L. OMAHONY.
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FIRESIDE SPARKS.

“ My wedding trips,” said the grocer,
as he stumbled over the bride's treain.

A man knows what “The Charge of
the Light Brigade” is when ho gets his
gas-bill.

Why not have female conductors?
The ladies are adepts in the manage
ment of trains.

Come and seam me; L need little of
your aid,” remarked the piece of cloth
1o the maiden fair.

It is possible for three people to keep
the same sceret, but only after two of
them are dead.

A man that has riches and enjoys
thetn not is like anass that carrvies gold
and cats thistles.

Learning is a good thing for a man to
have in his upper story, if’ he has com-
mon sense on the ground floor.

Why is the money you are in the
“habit of giving to the poor like a nowly
born babe?  Because it’s precious Hitle.

Why is the meat 'in your sandwich
like the large middle class of society ?
“Don’t you sec that? Well, because it
lies between itho upper crust and the
under bred.

“How muny quills does it take to
make a goose '’ asked a teacher of a
young pupil. ~ “If he uses it to writea
love-letter with, one will usually suf-
fice,” she answered

Grace: “Iam going {o see Clara to-

" day; have you any message ?"’  Char-
lotte: *I wonder how you can - visit
that dreadful girl, Give her my love.”

A gentleman was wondering why
~there ure 50 many repulations, when a
friend said : “It is probably "because
every man has to male his own.”

A red-headed man recenily attended
-2 masquerade wrapped from his neck to
his heels in-a: brown cloth, and "with
his head bare. He represented a lighted
cigar, ‘ o L

The most amusing man in tho world:
is a_Frenchman trying {o vont his rage:
in Iinglish : “ By gar, you call my vifo’.:
a voman three several times once more
and 1.vill eall the vateh-house and blow::

The man or woman who has nover'
loved, hugged, kissed, played with, lis.
tened to, told stories to, or thoroughly
spanked a child has missed the cardinal
joys of life. C

Aun old lady with several unmarried

it is rich in phosphorus, and that is tho
essentind thing in making matehes.

A schoolmistress thinks that pupils
onght to have “a great hearty laugh
every day.” The desideratum might -
be brought about by the schoolmistress
reading her love letters to her pupils.;

There is -one subjeet that we nover
tire of talking about. It is more inter-
esting cven than the politics of the ~

never-lo-be- suflicienUy-appreciated—self. ;

nese -can handle mortars and. produce’
great destruction.” Inexperienced drug -
clerks can compete with Chinese choap
labor in this respect and give them-
points, besides.

“\Why,” asked a lady of an old judge,
“why eannot a woman become: a sue--:
cessful lawyer, 1'd like to know ?” ¢ Be-
cause answered tho judge, “she's ‘too
fond ol giving heropinion without pay.”

Some tasteful individual very correctly -
remarks that the best lip salve in cren- -
tion 18 a kiss, the remedy should be used
with great cure, however, as it isapt lo
bring on an affection of the heart. ’

turned from tho United Siates to visib
her friends at home was told that she
“looked really avistocratic;” to which -
she responded ; ¥ Yes; in America allof
ug domostics belong to the hire class.”.
-'Onoof the preitiest compliments over -
reported was recently paid totho owner:

of a pair of ‘bright eycs. Sho' took a"

child upon her lap, and aftor gazing in-
tently into her face for a few moments,
the little one asked naively~— " - o

- Are your eyes-new 27

off your brain like a candle.” peid

daughters fed them on fish diet because -

present day, and that is our own, dear,”” "

Anexchange remarks that *the Chi= 7

An Jinglish servant-girl who had re-




