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approve of him ; for the old man may live a long time, and is not !

very reputable,
millicnaire,”

“ Who is this gentleman? ” asked May, snddenly, * What is
his name? *

“ Did I not mention hig name? I thought you knew. He ia
Paul Finiston, handsome and proud ; and they say he isa poet. One
could see it in his eyes that night on board the thip, He had a way
of fulding his arms, and Bseming to forget everything and everybody,
and himself as well as the pest, This wa3, of course, when the
danger was over, and thera was nothing more to be done, It piqued
my vanity at first ; But I soon saw that, thongh a gentlsman indeod,
it wus evident that he had not been accustom i
Bociety, sk

Btill he must die ; and the nephew will be quite a

are grown ! ”
" “AmI?” eaid May; “never mind, Tell me something more
about Paul Finiston,”
“ Do you know him ! ** ggkad Katherine, sharply.
I cannot eay that,"” said May, ¢ for I leit my Pau! Finiston in

Dublin a great many years ago, I have no acguaintance with your
admirer, Miss Archboeld,”

* Your Paul Finiston 7" gaiq Katherine, with a sudden elevation
of her handsome chin,

“ Forgive me if T speak awkwardly,”
Paul Finjston with whom I had some acqua;

This was said with dignity, and Katherine was at a loss how
fitly to express her displeasure ; but fitly or urfitly, her sense of
Mdy’s audneity must he made known to the offender,

*And with whom you hope to renew your acquaintance,” she
said, bluatly, and with a look and a tone that made May tarn pale.

) “Do not speak to me like that,” eaid the young girl quickly.
“ I ehail be glad if you will talk upon gome other subject,”

“@But 1 will not drop the gubjeet,” enid Katherine, stormily, her
‘eyes beginning to burn, and her face togrow dark. “I will not quit it
till we understand each other perfectly. You have drawn from me
a confidence, .

“Pardon!" eaid May. ¢ Yon volunteered it.”

“ I repeat that yoa drew it from me,” said Katherine, ** with
your sentimental Iooks and your Bympathetic speeches sbout lovers.
Now I may as well go farther ; and 1 warn you not to meddle
between ma and Paul Finiston ? »

“I!" exclaimed May, springing to her feet, and standing a
little off from Katherine, straight and guivering as a very shaft of

fire.

“ Yes, you,” said Katherine, “ You hive thought of him as a
lover., Isaw it in your face when I first mentioned his name,”

‘It ia false,” said Mag, in a low, thrilling voice, * How dare
you accuse me ?—you, who know nothing of me 1 ¥ .

But Kathering was not softened by the sight of May’s honest
indignition as she stpod panting before her, her eyes like dark flames,
her cheeks redder than the Teddest roses round about,

* Yonr enthugiastic modesty is very pretty,” sneered Katherine §
“but I am not deceived by it. I aee that you P—

But here May suddenly put her fingers in her ears with a
childish impulse of impatience. Katherine stood speechless at find-
ing herself tremted with ngter disrespect ; and, before she could
find words to express her sense of the indignity May had turned
away, and fled throngh the window into the room.-

“Bab I will not be treated so § » eried Katherine at the window,
¢ Come out, Miss Mourne, for I have not doge Bpeaking to you. Or
else I ehall go in "—

But in the twinkling of an eye the window was hooked insida,
the shutters closed and barred i and May, baving thus ended the
battle, sat down npon the floor in the dark and had a hearty cry.

(7 be continued)

e ————
A BCATHING _REPLY.
———

PERHEAPS the most erashing rejoinder ever flung back in return for
an. insult was that which Curran, the eloquent Itish lawyer, fung ab
Judge Robinson, The judge was a man of sour and eynical disposi.
tion, who had been raised to the bench——uo, at least, it wa: commonly
belleved—simply because he had written in favour of the govern-
ment of his day a number of pamphlets remarkable for uothing but
their servile and rancorous seurrility,

At a time when Curran was only just risin

g _into notice, and
while he was yet a poor and straggling man, the judge ventured upon
& sneering joke, which, swall though it was, but for Curran’s ready wit

" and seathing eloguence, might have Jdone,irreparable injury. Speaking
of some opinion of conasel on the opposite side, Qurran said he had
consulted all his books, and could not find & single case in which the
principle in dispute was thys established, % Thag may be, Mr,
Curran,” sneered the judge; “bnt I suspect your law library is
rather limited,

Curran eyed the heartless toady for a moment, and then broke
forth with this noble retafistion :

* It i8 very true, my lord, that X am poor, and this eircumstance
has certainly rather curtailod lmy library, My books are not
numerous, but they are select, and I hope have been perused with
proper dispositions. I bave prepared myself for this high profession,
rather by the study of a few good books than by the composition of
& great many bad ones. I am not ashamed of my poverty, but I
ghould be ashamed of wealth if I could staop ko _aecquire it by ser-
vility and corruption. I T wise not to rank, I shall at leagt be
hoanest ; and should I cease to be B0, many an example shows me that
an ill-acquired elevation, by making me 1he more conspicuous, wonld
only make me the more universally and uotorionsiy contemptible,”
That settled the hanghty judge. ‘

said May, “I mean the
intance.”

We know that there is nothing on earth equal to American (o.’8
Hop Bitlers as a fantily medicine, Look tor

-~ Poet's Torner,

ROBERT EMMET,

(BY PATRICK BARSFIELD Cassipy,)
In the darkness of defeat,
In the midnight of despair,
Ireland staggers to her feet,
Gasps for freedom light and air,
Wko will burst her dungeon’s door ?
Brutal tyrants hold the kay.
Who will lift her from the floor {
Who will set the captive free,
Bavionr be of land so fair,
Emmet answers * [ will dare,”

Cooguest’s flag beclouds her gate, .
Bireaked with blood and black with gloom,
Ghouls expectant grimly wait
To how! around a nafion's tomb,
Patriots 1 who will lead the way ?
Noblest mission 'neath the skie
Rout the spectre, roll the stone away
And let the nation rise
Power most God-like Eiven to man,
Freedom answera Emmet can,

Giorions Emmet ) from thy soul
The Grod of justice strikes the spark
That Yights a nation to the gual :
0f freedore through Lgyptian dark ;
Gives thy brave arm, though young, the power
To litt & prostrate nation up,
Revive her in extremest hour, ’ '
Hold to her lips the strengthening cup
Vice regent of the Gud of Right,
Letf thy young arm the despot smite,

The beanty of thy youthfal face,
The quenchiess courage of thine eyes,
Are but the faint reflected grace
Of sou! ancinted from the skies,
Burcharged with bright celestial fire,
To give a dying nation life
To concentrate the grand desire,
To never oease the glorious atrife
Till tyrants shrink from Freedom’s sun,
And the marty:r's mission’s won.

*Tis lost ! but only for a time H
'Tis but an armistice in the strife,
For, Eramet, see thy sout sublime
Llectrifies thy land to life
The sacrificial life was thine,
By heaven on special mission sent,
To teach that Freedom is divine
And thus has its aceomplishment,
Thy light went out in gibbet's gloom,
But did a nation's beart illame,

Thy monument ten million hearts,
All warm and palsing like thine own,
To dolts and despots leave the arts,
Of marble—cold, ingensate stone.
And branded is thy epitaph
Across thy country’s mind and goul H
The sun illaminates but half,
Thy fame surrounda the whole,
Aud in ouz roll of martyrs prized,
Emmet, thom the canonized,

Emmet, let the minstrel's song
Whine no sad refrain for thee !
Like thy courage, be it atrong ;
Like thy fearless spiri, free,
Strong to lift a drooping land,
Thrill her with Promethean fira,
Booro--thy scorn would blast the hand
That dared to gorape a dismal lyre,
No weak regrets for soul like thina-
Bhall e’er be moaned by muse of wine.

England's flag is Ireland’s pall,
Brothers! from the bending skies
Emuwet watches for its fall,
In its place the harp to rise,
Patriotal give his spirit joy.
Bwear we on his natal day
Feuds, dissensions, to destroy —
Shade of Emmet, lead the way |
Hete we swear to God and thes,
Ireland, Emmet, shall be free
~New York Democrat, 1882,
h

Ayer's Ague Cure should be the companion of all who reside
or travel in malarial districts. No family or traveller in soch
places, should be without i, for nse asa preventive, and ready for
any emergency. It ig certain, barmless, and the best snti-malarial
medicine,




