
"Ye may wait,my man," said Tibbie,coming back ;and, when,
the tray bad come down again, she ushered the peddler into the
presence Of hermaster.

He was sitting, all alive withexpectation,in the dreary state
of hisdilapdateddining-room, a little leaner, more wrinkled, more
surly and fretful-loking thanon the day wbenhescared MissMartha
out of bis presence. Inthe cornerof the roomlay a small heap of
the spoils which he had gleaned off the country since the morning.

"Take themaway, Tibbie, take them away," he said, waving
his hand towardthemeagrepile,"andbe careful aboutpicking up
thestraws. Theyhavecost me a hard day 's work, good woman;
and see that jou do not lose the fruits of yourmaster's toil. ;You-
perceive,youngmaD, wewill have no wastehere;and lam glad to
learn that youareone of those whocount nothing tooold or decayed
to be of use. Inmtold thatyou are anxioustodo a little business
withme,and, thatbeing so, wewillproceedup stairs.

The miser's pose was long, thin,andalmost transparent,andas
he spoke,he sat sharpening the end of it

—
as it seenud to the looker-

on—with a many-colouredrag,which hadonce been a pocket-hand-
kerchief.

The peddlerstood,hat in hand, a littlein. the shadow thrownby
thestrongred sunset and theheavy oaken frameworkofthe wiudow.
His attitude wasrespectful,but there wasa strangelook of loathing
mixed with fear in his eyes, which now fixed themselves, as if
fascinated, on the face of the miser, andnowroved about theroom."You will see a greathouse," said the miser, whilehe shuffled
across the hall, looking nervously over his shoulder, as the keys
jingled in his hand

— "
a dilapidatedhouse, which the ownerhas no

means of repairing. What it costs me, young man, to keep the
holes in the windows stopped, so as to shut out the wind, and
prevent the roof flying off oa a stormy night— why, it makes me
what Iam," he said, flapping his patchedgarmentsostentatiously.
'Itmakeß me whatIam." "

The first Finiston of Tobereevil,themanwho had brought the
blight upon his race, bad had in his princely days a grand idea
about theplanningof a dwelling. The staircase was wide enough
foreight men toascendits black stepsabreast. Inky facesof demons
aud satyrs grinned from among vine leaves in the carvings of the
balustrades. Blackmarble nymphs twined their arms and theirhair
round pillars on the landing, and lost themselvesamid foliageand
shadows. Formerly, all the sinister effect of thisblacknesshadbeen
carritdof by theruddy velvet hangings whichhad glowed between
the arches and the deebly-etaineri windows,whichhad loadedevery
rayof sunlight with a special flu*>h of colour. Flora and Bacchus
bad crowned themselves in the splendoursof the illuminated glass,
making the inner air warm with the reflection of their frolics.
Their wreaihedattendantshad chasedeach other laughingly under
the lower arch' s of the side-lights. Now Flora's azure lobe still
fluttered against the sun,and ber feet still twinkled among clouds
and roses, but ber fair round throat had become aspike of ragged
glass, and the sky looked inrudely whereher face bad used tobinile.
Bacchus had had his lower limbs completely shivered away,and
seemed tosoar out of an intrusive bush of ivy. As the miser crept
feelI. up the staircase the scarletmidsummersunset hadassaulted
all the colours in the wiudow, flinging fiie to right; and left, and
streaming triumphantly through the rents in theglass. The bjack-
nymphs wereall burning as they clung round their pillars, each
likeanIndian,widow\nponher pyre.
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other membersof the Government,may resultin legislationof a more
promising nature thanany thathasyet takon place with regard toIrishaffairs. Themeeting was addressed by severalnoblemen andgentlemen,all ofwhom were unanimous in their desire to see thecompany established and who agreed in believing that in such
a way a great benefit might be conferred upon a large
number of people,and a gooddeal done towards removing the de-
pressionunder which agriculture suffers— the depression, neverthe-less, not being confined tolagricnlture only,as theDuke of Argyll
remarked.— ltwas, again,stated that thepresenttime wasunusually
opportune for purchasingthe estatesneeded,as landed property waßof so low a price.— lndeed,Lord Derby, in a letter read from himexcusinghis absence andexpressing his agreement withthe objectsof themeeting,said that the difficulty wasnot to buy but to sellland, and theDuke of Argyll mentioned that inEssex 'alone, in theimmediate neighbourhood of London, there were at least 60,000acres inthe market.— As totheadvantagesof a peasant proprietaryonwhich severalof these speakers insisted, itis not necessary thatweshouldagainenter intoa discussionof them.— Wehave frequently
advocatedthe cause in our columns, and taken from many sourcesvariousargumentsandvariousfactsbearinguponit.-Whatwedesiretocall attentionto is the wisdomandprudenceaswell as thebenevolencewithwhichEnglish landlordscome forwardtoaid thepoorer classesof their fellow countrymen,when theoccasion offers.— Andalthonghdoubtless, the circumstances of the times,— not only the existingdepression,and the lowprice and decreasing valueof land— but theonward march of the democracy also— havehad agood dealto dowith this movement— we are stilldesirous of giving these gentle-men fullcredit for theirkindly intentions as well as their prudentaction.— TheIrishlandlords, on the other hand, although they alsoimast have recognised that the cause of the people was makingts way into the ascendant,putup their backs, and in the obstinateprejudicesand hard-heartedness of their condition, resolved only toresist, and to cling to their ill.gotten monopoly let what wouldhappen,-butsuch is the difference between the upper classes of acountry who are of the blood of the nation, and those who areof an alien race.-Bven in their exilted rank the onebody can feel a common interest with those beneath them-while, in a rank much less exalted for the most part,— audoften a mere shabby preteuce and imitation, the other bodyexists but as thehigh and mightydespisersof the people,andhas forits motto,engravedinpinchebeck, odiprqfknum vulgut. The noblegenerosity especially of Sir B. Loyd Lindsay is deserving of note,and whichprompted him to present to the Company an estate ofT/^ w*ichhe had 3QBt purchasedin Berkshireat an expenseof £4000. Meantime, let us hope that, if Lord Carnarvon goestoIrelandand occupies the Lord Lieutenancy for any sufficient timehe may take the opportunity of spreading abroad there a'so hisopinion as to the benefitsof apeasant propietorship. Or must wefear that the shadow of Dublin Castle will prove as blighting asit has ever been, and baoish from the heart of its occupantevery vestige of a benevolent feeling? The probabilities un-fortunatelyarethat so it willbe.

THE WICKED WOODS OF TOBEREEVIL.
BY ROSA MULBOLLAND.

AUTHOEOF "THK WILD BIRDS OFKILLEEV?,' JBTC.
CHAPTERXII.

THE PBDDr.BR AT TOBEBEEVIL.
mon ~wl. iftbf5e55e5 knuckles together to keepdownber amaze-T^E«l"JBhe glutted her eyes upon the beauties of this bargain.ft!fr f

y-,a?ay 81° ce,6he bad dreamed of such a gown as that" t#i*? ' ?Aefimemorieß of past fairs and dances, andi^^s^xsr*"*gotupand jostled each«&"Yellmake it twopence J" said the wily Tibbie.

"Fourpence,ye said I""Fippence,"said thepeddler."' Oh, musha, musha, but ye're miserly an'hard1 An' 'twasfonrpenceye touldmeat thefirst "
t«m?-! 6ay*aat2Cr Wi)rd< TUTUmake [tBfcpence,"said the peddler.- "
t
Tlbbil&roaned;,an(irocked ben-elf, with her eyes upon thecnintz The material beforeber was wortheighteen See a yardTibbieknew it we j. Itwasstiong and soft, and warn and sUky-printed ingoodcolours,andof themostbrilliantdesign. Why the"W0Ul

« DOt giVe her a calico at theP"I Buttopart with so ncany fivepraces cut Tibbie to the hfart; and thethought of walkingabout Tobereevi],amidstthe cobwebsandmildew■dressedout idall this finery, was like to make hercrazy beShorror and delight. And io the meantime, while she deliberatedthe coveed stuff retreated yard afteryard,nto ddlt
er^ra^d'

inghis bunile Q aBOOd e7e*iQ tOye«" 6aid the Peddler'*»*&"
"Stop!stop!" shrieked Tibbie, and she huddled herselfaway

wrofiß thekitchen. She.aeM^.the^ker,bothatthe peddler&mg&

.at nrst that shewasgoing to lay it about his head;but she only
poked itup the chimney,bringing downashowerofsoot,andagrimylittlebag whichchinkedasit fell amongthe ashes," Wan, two, three, four !" said Tiddie,counting out themoney."Oh 1 nay curse on you for a villain, would ye take it fromme?"The peddler put themoney in his pocket, Tibbieglaring athimjstrangely the while, as if she hadgiven himpoison, and he hadswallowedit. The peddler cut off the cloth, folded it neatly, and
placed itin a roll in Tibbie's arms, whereshegripped it,andpinchedit,so that, hadit been a livingthing, it certainly wouldhave beenstrangled.

"Now, thin!" said the peddler, "would you be lettis' the
masterknow thatIamhere7""The masther ?"

M Misther Finietonhissel'.'
11 Ah. thin, youngman, yecomealongpieceout 6' yer way toget)yerhead broke.""Anan?" said thepeddler.
11 Wid the poker, or tho hind leg o* a chair," wenton Tibbie,"There'snoluck in axin' for arighto'Simon's money.""ButIwant toshow him mine," said thepeddler,"Isit laughin' athim yeare?""Sorra laugh in thematter. If so be hehas aoytbin' toBell-

old coats, orgownds,orcurtains,or jewelry,why it'smesel' will give
thebest price for the goods." " ■ ." Sit down, thin,goodman, an' wait a bit; for that's a quare
different tune ye're whistlin' now. He's out gleanin'; buthe'll bein for hisdinner bv'n bye."

11
'
Gleanin'?"asked thepeddler."Pickin' what he canget," returned Tibbie. "Hticks for thefire,an'oddpratiesan' turnips outo' the rigs."

Thepeddlerstared. "Itamuses the ould soul,Isuppose," he
/aid."Oh,ayeI"said Tibbie, with a whine, " an' helps tokeep the
roof overhis bead, the crature1"

There was silence upon this, daring which the black-beetles
camea journey across the kitchen fl-igs, and walked playfully <>ver
the peddler's boots, whileTibbie wentonwith her cooking, makiig
the woodcockspingiddily frotaits string as shebasted it before the
fire. Shewas considering whether the peddler would buy rags and
bones which she hadbeen storing intie cellar for the pa&tten y.are.

By and by a sound was heard from aoove, and Tibbie left off
torturing the woodcock,and placedhim onadish. A sliceof bread
and a glass of water wereadded on a tray,and then themiser's
dinner wascarriedupstairs.
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