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"Ishouldbeonly toodelighted.""
Thin ye might give the backdoore a cupple o' coats o' paim

afore yego."
"

Theartist burst intoanuncontrollablefit of laughter, long, loud,
joyous.andrippling as thatof a schoolboy's,again and againrenewedas the irritated puzzle written in the housekeeper's face met hisglance. At lengthhe burst out after a tremendous guffaw:"Iamnot exactly thatsort of apainter,Mrs. Clancy,butIdaresayIcould d

%
oitifItried;andIwill try. lam morein that line,"pointing to the picture of Daniel O'Conneli suspended over the

mantelpiece.
Toe cloud of anger rapidly disappeared fromMrs. Clancy's browuponthisexplanation,and in avoice of considerable blandishmentshe half-whispered:"Arrah, thin, mebbe/ye'd do me a littlewano' Dan 'for the

Ikitchen,honey."
After another heartypeal of laughterMr.Brown most cordiallyassented, and, takine his chambercandle— a flaring dip— retired tohis bedroom."Mafoi," hegaily laughed, " this is homely. Do Imiss myvalet? Do Imiss my brandyand 6oda? DoImiss my Aubussoncarpet, my theatrical pictures, my Venetianmirror,ormy villauousirenchnovel? Nota bit of it. This is glorious;and what a tubIshall havein themorning in the wild Atlantic 1"
Father Maurice'sguest was up,if not with the lark at least notfar behind that early-rising bird, and out in the gently-glidingwavelets, buffeting them with the vigorous stroke of a "skilfulswimmer. The oceanonthisstill,clearmorning wasbeautifulenough

to attract wistful glances from eyes the most blase. The cloudlesssky was intensely dark in its blue,as thoughthe unseen sun wasoverhead aud shining vertically down. The light did not seem ofseaor land,but it shone dazzlingly on thelow lineof verdure-cladhills, on the cornfieldsin stubble, causing every blade toglisten likea golden spear, on the whitewashedcottages^ on the bright greenhedges, on the line of dark rock, andenveloping the mountains of
Carrigna Copple in thedim distancein blue and silverglory. Thecolorsof the sea weremagical, inluminousgreen, purpleand blue :and out across the billowy plain great bauds of purple stretched
away to the sky line,as a passing cloud flung its shadows inits on-ward fleecy progress. The artist feltall thisbeauty, drinking it inlike life-wine, till it tingled andthrobbedin everyvein.

After partaking of abreakfast, the consumptionof which would
haveconsiderably astonished someof hisqxiondain London set,andhaving lightedhis meerschaum,Mr.Brownset outfora stroll throughthe village, accompaniedby half a dozen cabin curs, who, havingscantedthestranger, mostcourteously made up their minds toactas
his escort. Theinhabitants oftha cabinsen, route turned oat tolook
respectfully at him. Childrentimorously approached,curWed, and,whenspokeu to, retreated, in laughing terror. Matrons gazed, and
gossiped. A cripple or two touched theircaps to him, andon every
sidehewaswished

"
goodluck." He wasFather Maurice's guest,and,

as a consequence, the guestof Monamullin. Whitewash abounded
everywhere; scarlet geraniums bloomed vigorously, their crimson
blossoms resembling gouts of blood spurted against marbleslabsA shebeen orpublic-housewasnot tobe seen; order and peaceand
happinessreigned triumphant."A few trees planted down this street— if Imay call it so—wouldmake thisan.Arcadian village. Imust ask Father Mauriceto
let me have them planted. A fountain, too, would look well jusfc
oppositethatunpretending shop. Iwonder where the church canbe ?''

Aman witha reaping-hookboundinahay rope happened tobepassing, to whom he addressedhimself.'"
Can you tell me where the church is?"'" Vis,yerhonor;troth, thin,Ican."'" Where is it,please2"

"Ay it's Massye want,Father Maurice is beyant atMoynalty
Castle.""
Imerely want toseeit.""An' shure yecan, sir;it's opendayan'night.""But whereis it,my man?"

f> Whereis it ? Eight forainst ye,thin. Don't ye see theholy
andblessed crassoverthe doore1

"
Thechapel was a small, low, cruciform building, very dingydespite its whitewash, and very tumbledown-looking. It was

surrounded by a small grass-plat auda few stunted pines. A rude
cross witha real crownof thorns stoodin onecorner, at the foot ofwhich kneltanoldman,bare-headed,engaged inrepeating the rosaryaloud, and two women, who werts rocking themselves to and fro
in a fervor of prayer. Within the church the fitti.gs wereof the
mostprimitive description. The floor was unboarded, saveclose to
the altar-rails; a few forms were scattered here and there, and one
row of backed seats occupied a space to the right. The altar,
approachedby a single step, wasof wood,agoldencross ornamenting
the frontpanel, anda series of gilded Gothicarches forming:its back-
ground, whilethe tabernacle consisted of a rudely-cut imitation of a
dome-covered mosque. Apicture of the crucifixion hung over the
altar suspended fromthe ceiling, and, as this was regarded as a
masterpiece of art by the inhabitants of Monamullin from timeimmemorial,we will not discuss their sestheticism here. The Sta-
tionsof the Cross were represented by small colored engravingsinmahogany frames, and the boly-water font consisted of a huge
boulder of granite whichhad a largehole scooped out of it.

(To becontinued).

[From "Abba's Dream and other Stories"': Catholic PublicationSociety.
There camea day when the men inthe smoking-room of the clubasked each other, "Where the doo3e is Noel?' when wily matronsfound their gushingnotes of invitations unanswered;when toadies,
hangers-onandsycophantsfound his apartmentsinHalf-Moonstreet,
Piccadilly, closed. There came a day when club and matron andtoady thought of him no more. The wave of oblivionhad passedover him andhe was forgotten. Sic itur ad astm. Away fromthefatal influences that had, maelstrom like, sucked him into theirwhirl, new thoughts, new impulses, new aspirations burst intoblossom, and his old love— Att -turned to him with the radiantsmile of thebygone time.

There is red,red blooi inthe veinsat twenty-five,and white-wingedHopeeverbeckons onwards withsoul-seductivegesture. H«
determinedtoseek changeof scenceandof thougjt. As tiir BverardNoel,thePresidentof theFour-in-HandClub;theownerofKatinkathe winner of the Chester Cup ;the skipper of the Griselda, thatwon the Queen'sprizeat Cowes; thebe3t rider with the Pytahieyhounds, every hotelon theContinent, evpry village inMerrie En°--land, would recognise him,and the old toadying recommence, butasplainMr,Brown, an obscure artist, withaknapsack onhis backhe wouldbe free, free as a bird, and the summer morning this ideaflashed across his mind found him once again a bright, happy and
joyousman.

Sir JSverard Noel wasa gentleman ofwarm temper and greatenergy, prone to sudden impulses and unconsidered actions. Nosooner hadhe madetip his miud to go upon the tramp than hestarted;and, considering thathe would be less liabletorecognitioninConnemara than inWales, made Galway the baseof his supplies, andknapsack onback, containing sketching materialsand a change offlannel,a few days' walking brought him to Moaamullininglorioushealth,splendidspirits, andpreparedto enjoy everybody and every-
thing."Howmuch more delightful all this is," he thought, " than thehorrorsIhavepassed through— horrors labelledpleasuresI Faugh IIshudder whenIthink of them. Letme see, it's ten o'clock ;atthis hour 1would be abouthalf-way through amiserably unwhole-some dinner,epiced upin order to meet the requirements of a de-

moralised appetite,or yawning in anopera-box, with six or sevenIon?, dreary hours before me to kill at any price, especially withbrandy andsoda. Howdeliciousall this is! How fresh,how pure!What adinnerIateof those rashers andeggs! Andsuch tea1 ByJove Ithatold lady must haveachestentirely for herown comsump-
tion. Ifmy bed is as comfortable as it looks, 1shallnot awaken tillthepadre returns from Jyvecote. Howdisagreeable to meet Jyve-or any of the lot! Ineverknew any of them butJasper and thefather. What a glorious oldgentleman is Father Maurice— simpleasachild, with the dignity ofa saint. Ihadbetter get to bed now,asIshall beginon a Virgin and Child for himtto-morrow;or, if hisStatious are daubs,Ican do him aset, though it will take me adeuce of a time. 1must visit the chapelto-morrow;Isuppose it'svery dingy." And with a goodstout yawnMr. Brown— for weshall
continue to call him by thisname until the proper time cornss

—
turned towards the cottage.

Mrs.Clancy methim at the door."
Iwasafraid ye worlost,sir," she said,ashe entered thehall."Not lost, my good Jaiy,bill; found. Isuppose you lock thedoorshere earlier than this."

"Lock1
'

she exclaimed, almost indignantly— " lock, indeed1There's not a bowltnor » bar nor a lock on the wholehouse. Arrah !who wud rob FatherMauricebut th' ould boy ?— an'he'dbe afeard.Hedaren'tlay ahandon anything here,an' well he knows it, GoJbe good tous !""Isuppose you've been along time withFather Maurice, Mrs.Clancy ?
'"Only senceme man-— theLord rest his sowle, amin !

—
waslostin thenight ay the greatstorm,nigh fifteen yearcome the foorteenthaynext month, ona Frida' night. He wasa good man, an' a fineprovider, an' wudhave left me warm an' comfortable but for thehard times that cum on the cunthry be raison ay the famine. Yemight haveheardtell of it,sir.""Oh 1 indeedIdid.""' Och 1 wirra, wirra1but it wasanawful time,glory be to God1whin the poorcraythurs wasdyin' by theroadsides andaitin' grass tokeep the sowlesin their bodies, likebastes."

"Iwasfar away then, in China,".saidBrown."
That's where the tay cums from;an' very inferior tay we'regettin now, sir,compared wud what we.used toget. Ican't risemorenor acup out ay twospoonfuls, an' wellIrenumber whin wanwudgive me layvesenough for to fill a noggin. Areye thinkin' ay

Maynewth, sir?" asked Mrs. Clancy, exceedingly desirous of someclue as to the identity,habitsandoccupation of herguest,as it would
not do to face Mooamullenwithher finger in her mouth."Maynewth?" he replied. "

What is Maynewth ?""The collidge."
"What college?""Thecollidge wherethe youngpriestsis mcd."
"Oh1 dear,no, Mrs.Clancy,"he replied,laughing heartily. "Iam apainter.""A painther1" she said,inconsiderableastonishment."Yes,a poor painter.""Musha, now, but that flogs. An' what are ye goin' for topaint""Anything thatturnsup."
She thought for a moment, hesitated a little, scrutinised hisapparel,hesitatedagain,andat length said, « Wud yebe afther doin'hisnverince agood turnV

An indictment for murder has been found against Nathan H.Brown,of Deering,N. H.,the accused being eighty-two yearsold.There is considerable excitement at Shelby, Oceana County,Mich.,overrecentdiscoveries of gold in that vicinity. Good paying
quantities werefound ona bed o

'
rock ata depth of eighty feet.

The first wasdiscoveredin sandpumped out of a drive well, about20dols.worthhavingbeenseparatedfroma cubic yardof earth,
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