
All the three pair of eyes were now turned to the doorway,
whose sunny space wasobscured for a moment by as pretty a figure
aB any lorer of freshand pleasant eightscould wish tosee. This was
a ripe-faced, dark-haired,country girl, withher coarsestraw bonnet
tippedover hf>r forehead, to saveher eyes from the sun, and herneat
printgown tucked tidily up over her white petticoat.

"Come in,Ailßiel" cried Jamie, "come inan' see your cousin,
Penny McCambridge, from Lough Neagh side, that was to havebeen
your godmother, an' has come every fut o' the road from that to this,
to see whatsort o* a lass you've turnedout.""Make haste an' make us the cup o' tay,"said her mother. "I
hope you didn't forget to bring us a grain o' the best green from
Misther McShane's1 Good girl1 An, how did yer eggs an' butter
sellf I'lllav youa shillin' youhaven't the sign o' either wan or the
other toset before the sthranger this day 1

""MaybeIhaven't though1" said Ailsie laughing. "
It's by the

fine good luck Iput by two nice little pats undher a dish, aforeI
wentoff this mornin'. An' as for eggs,if Mehaffy hasn't laid wan
afore this time o'day, I'llput her in the pot for a laiy big hen,an'
cousin Penny will stay and help to ateher.

A nice little meal was set, and Ailsie flung herself ona bench
torest.

"An' now you'll have breath to tell us thenews, Ailsie," said
Mary, the mother, sipping her teacomplacently. "What's doin'an'
Bayin' in Portrußh aboutLady Betty ?""Oh troth, mother I" said Ailsie, tossing her head," troth I'm
eick,sore,an' tired,hearin' o' the quare old house she's pulled down
onher back,poor bodyI Sich greggin' an'comparin' yonneverhard
since the day you wereborn. The frien'so' wan MacQaillaa, an' the
frien's o' another,at ithard an' fast for which'll have the best chance
of coming in for the ould lady's favour. An' sich preparationsI
Mn. Quinn, the housekeeper,took me all through the castle to see
thenew grandeur ;an' sich curtains, an'pictures,an' marble images,
an'sich lookin'-glassesI feth whenIwent to the dhrawQ-roomdoor,
Ithought I'dgonehalf crazy, for half-a-doeen other Ailsies started
upin the cornersan' all over the walls, an' come tomeet me with
theirbaskets on their arms. An' then there's the ball-room where
the dancin's to be, all hungrou^d with green things, an' the floor aB
slippy an' as shiny as the duck pond was last Christmas in the long
frost. An'Iwent into Misß O'Tnmmins, the dressmaker, to see if
her toothache was better,an' Ido declare she could hardly reach me
her little finger across the heaps of Bilks an'muslina that she had
piledabout her in herroom. An' whileIwasthere a carriage dashed
up to the door an' out stepped the fiveMiss MacQuillans from Bally
Scuffling, an' in they all came tohave their dresses tried ou. An' Miss
O'Trimmir s kept me to hold thepins while she was fittin' them, for
allher girls were that busy they could hardly stop to thread their
needles. An' sich pinchia' an' screwin'l When they went away,I
said to Miss O'TnmmiDS,' I'm thankful

'
says I, 'that noneo' these

gowns is for me.' An'she laughed, and says she, 'Iwouldn't put- it
past you, Ailsie, to be right glad to go to the same ball if yougot
the chance.'"'I'mnot soBure o' that,' says I,'but as for chance, my name's
MacQuillan as well as its theirs that were here this minute lookin'
at me as if Iwasdirt undher their feet. An' put it to prideor not,'
says I,'but Ido think,if Iwasdime up grand,Icouldmanagetocut
as gooda figure inn,ball-room as e'er a wan o' themred-nosed things
that are goin' to dress themsel's up in all this fine grass-coloured
Batin I' Itwas very impident an' ill done o1o1me to make such a
speech," said Ailsie, blunhitig at her confession, whichhad sent cousin
Penny into fitß of laughter, "but my blood was up, somehow, with
the looks o' them old things from Bally Scuffling, an'Icouldn't hold
my tongue I""

Go on, go od, Ailsie dear!" said Penny, wipinghereyes.
"Oh, iheD, 'aaid Ailsie, "she began talkin' the same kindo'

Btuil that thoy were botherin' me witn the day through, axin' me
why my father hadn't sent word to Lady Betty like the rest o' the
MacQuillans, tellin' me we were the only wans o1o 1 the name that
hadn't spoken. It's just the wan word in all their mouths. Mrs.
Maginty, thatbuys niyeggs, she wasat it an' ouM Din Carr, that
takes my butter from mi*,Ithought I'd never get him talked down,
an' Nancy McDonnell that wassellin1 swee iea in the tail, an' Katty
O'Neil tbat wasgoin'about wi'h me allday, an' Mrs. McShane that
Ibought the tea from. Och ! Icouldn't remembar the wan half o'
them1""An' whatdid you say to them,Ailsie dear ?" asked Mary the
mother, insinuatingly.

"Why," said Ailsie, '■Itould them first, that all the resto' the
MacQuillans about were ladies an' gentlemen, an' wouldbe creditable
toLady B-tty when she made her choice, but that my father wasa
poor man that bad notkin'to do withthe comin's an' goin's o'genthry.
But when that wouldn't do,Iup an' told them thathe had too much
feelin' for a lonely old womancomin' home without a friend in her
ould age, to think of beginnin' to worryher about what would be to
divide afther her death, afore ever she set foot in the counthry.

'
It's

an ill welcome for all their fine talking,' said I, 'an' if they hadn't
puther an' pestheredher to it,she would never be for doin' the quare
thing she's goin' todo onWensday week uight.' An' whatdo you
think she is goin' to do, father ?" said Ailsie, turning to Jamie, "but
she's tohavea big cake made, an' a ring in it, an' every MacQuillan
at thefeast gets a pieceo' tue cake, an' whoever fins the ringas suie
as he's therehe's the wan to shara Lady Betty's fortune, an' come
afther her in Castle Ciaigie1"

Here Mary the mother began to groan and rock herself, and
complain of the obstinacy of people who would.not stretch out their
hands for apieceof tbat lucky cakn, when it might be theirs for the
asking. Jamie wasgetting very red in the face, and crumpling his
paper very fiercely, when Penny, who had been laughing again, once
more wipedher eyes,and taking her stick from the corner,prepared
to depart." It'sgetting far in the day," she said,"an' Ihave a good bit
farther to go afore nigut. to6oe my old friend Madgey ftlucklehern
that lives in the Windy Gap;good luckis hers she hasn't been blown
oat o't house an' all afore this 1 But I'll be back this way," she

CHAPTER 11.
Itwas only a few evenings after this that Ailsie was sittingon

the endof the kitchen-table, reading th3newspaper to her father."Na
—

na," Baid Ai'sie, stumbling at a word," vi
— vi, ga

—
ga

Och, my blessii, to the word, Ican't make head or tale o't.
Tall read it betther yersel', father;an'its time Iwas goin1feedin1
my hens, anyhow I

""Ailsie,"said Jamie, rubbing his spectables, "I'm fearedyour
turnin' oata baddark afther all the throuble Misther Devnish hai
taken wi' you. Ye'r getting' a big woman, Ailsie, an* there's not a
thing ye'r bad at but the clarkin'. Go off to scaool, now, this very
evenin', and give my respects to Hughie Devnish, an' tell him to
tache you bow to spell navigation afore youcome back."

Ailsie coloured,and her thick black lashes rested on her russet
cheeks whileshe tucked upher gown and kneaded the wetmeal for
the hens withher gipsy hands, But as she left the house she looked
back witha wickedlittle toss of her head."

Then you an' Hughie Devnishmay put itout o' yer heads that
yell ever make adark o1o1Ailsie," she said ;" for if ye war to boil
down all the larnin' books that ever cracked a school-masther's skull,
an' feedher on nothin' but that for the next ten years,ye wouldn't
have her winbit the larnder in the hinder end 1"

So saying, she steppedout into the sun, and was busy feediag
her hens under the shelter of the goldea haycock, when she saw a
servant ina showy livery coming riding up the lonan."

Can you tellme where Miss MacQuillan lives about here, my
good girl?" he asked, witha supercilious glance at Ailsie 'a wooden
dish."No," said Ailsie,looking at him with her head thrown back."

That's Jamie MacQuillan'shouse
"— pointing to the gable—

'an I'm
his daughter Ailsie, but there no Miss MacQaillaa here ;none nearer
by this road nor Bally Scuffling.""Ibegyour pardon,miss," said theman, withanalteredmanner,"butIbelieve this must be for you." Aarl thea he rode off, leaving
herstanding starting at a dainty pink note which she held by one
cornerbetween two mealy fingers. " Miss Ailsie MacQuillan," said
the ink on the back of the narrow satinenvelope."

That's me!" said Ailsie with a gasp.
"The re9t o' them's all

Lizabeths, an' Isabella's,an' Aramintya. An' as thrue as I'ma livin
'

girl, its the Castle Cra^ie liveries yon fine fellow was dressednp ao
grand in, an' here's the Castle Oraigie crest on this purty little seal."

Itwasa note of invitation toLady Betty'sball, and,in spiteof
her bad

"clarkin," Ailsie was able to readit, spelling it out word
after word, turning itbackward and forward and upsidedown, and
feeling sure all the time that somebody had played a trick onher by
writing toLady Betty in her name. She sat on a stoneand mada
her reflections, with the sun all the while burning her cheeks,and
making them more and more unfit toappear ina ball-room."

An' she thinks I'm some five young lady in a low neck and
satin shoes, waitin'all ready to stup into her bail-raom an' make her
a curtsey. Goodluck to her 1 What'd she say if she heard Ailsie'i
brogues hammerin' away on yon fine slippy floor o' hers ?" And
Ailsie, as she spoke, extended o^e little roughshod foot andlookedat
itcritically. '-Then thauk you, Laiy Betty, but I'm not goiu' to
make mysel'a laughin' stock for the couathry yet 1"

"Who came niin' up the lonan a bit ago, Ailsie?" said th»
mother, when she weut in with the note safely hidden in her
pocket."

Ridin' up the lonan is it ?" said Ailsia.
"Ay, ay," said Mary, "I thought Ihard a horse's futon the

road, but it be to been yer father snorin'.""' Me Bnorin 1" criedJamie, startingand rubbing his eyes. "Ye'r
dhramin' yergel,' Mary. Ailsie, ye witch, are ye not gone to school
yet?""' Well, I'llgo now, f*thpr," said Ailsie. " Maybe,"she thought,
"Hnghie 'Jl tell me what to do with that letter aforeIcomeback."

A thatched house, with a rowof small latticed windows blink-
ing downat the sea in the strong sunset, with a grotesque thorn,
lookingover the moredistant gable,and an armyof fierce hollyhock!
musteringabout the lictle entry-door. This was the school, and Mr.
Hugh Devnish was at this moment standing at his desk, writing"

head-lines "in the copy-books of is pupils;a young man witha
grave busy face and one hand concealed in the breast of bis coat.
That hand was deformed, and so Hugh Devnish hai been brought
up to teach bcuool, instead of to follow the plough. Thatsuch breed-
ing had not been wasted, his face announced. Eventhe country
people around held him iv unusual respect, though ha did not
give them as many long words,nor talk Latin to them, like his pre-
decessor, Larry O'Mullan, who had died of hard study, poor boy I
at the ageof eighty-five.

Hughie glanced through the window before him, got suddenly
red in the face, and cried

" attention1" ina voice which made all
the ladsand lasses lookup from theircopy-books. The next moment
a gipsy-faced girl walked in, hung up her bonnet, and sat down on
a form.''

What's yourword,Aik-ie MacQuillan?" asked the schoolmaster,
takingher book with a sevei3 and business-like air.'" Invitauou, sir

— navigation, Imane," said Ailsie demurely,
studying her folded hande.

The master looked at her sharply, and afterwards frowned
severely, when on going tho rounds of the desks he found

"
Lady

Betty MacQuillan," "Castl.VCraigie," and other foolishand meaning*
less words, scrawled profanely over thepage which vs as to have been
sacred to navigationalone. ALaid was " kept in

"
fur bad conduct,

aad locked up alone iv the school after the other pupils had gon«
home. And there, when tha schoolmaster came to release her, ehe
was found plucking the roses thathong ia at the window, andstick*
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added;"don't you think ye've seen the last o' Penny McCambridge,
cousin Jamie, for feth yell know more o' me shortly,if the Lord
spares memy breath for a wheen more o1o1weeks."

And Penny McOambridge shoot hands with her kinsfolk, and
trottedawaydown tue lonan, as she had come.
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