
the prop ;r decree tomake would be that tenant bringing into
court the amount of the interest, the decision of the case shouldstand over until it waaknown whether the agreement would becaijjiei()Tit. The orderhe made was that the decreewhich the CountyCourijpudgehadgiven for the rent ought tobe reduced to the amountof interest on the purchase money. This interest the LordChief
Baronmade payable at the rate of 3£d per cent. The decisionis
important in maintaining that upon the signing of the agreements
of sale the relation of landlord ani tenants ceased.

The quarterly return of births, marriages, anddeaths,embracing
the statistics for the first three months of of the year,has beenissued
by the Registrar-General. Inthat period 28,986 births and 27,252
deaths were registered,aad as 8,376 persons emigrated, thenet resultis that thepopulation of the country has been reduced by 6,642, and
now stands,as estimated to themiddle of the year,at 4,790,614.

'
TheIrish birth-rate is 2i2 per 1000 persons living, theEnglish is 31.4;the Irishdeath-rate is22.8,and theEnglish 21. These figures forciblyillustrate the terrible contrast between th>: condition of themasses inEngland and that ot thebulk of che population in Ireland. Spsak-ing of the htrnlth of thepeople,Dr. Grimsha* remarks that the detth-

rate for the first threemonths of this year ia above the average forthe March quarter, andis higher than the rate for any quarter since
the first threemonths of the year1883. This result,ha adds, is daein part to the prevalenceof meases over anextensivearea,and in
part to the heavy mortality from diseases of the respiratory system
caused by the inclement weather which prevailed for the greater
portionof theperiod. Old people,in particular,seem tonavesuffered,
the numberof centenarians whose deaths are recorded being excep-tionally large. In somedistricts half the deaths wereof persons overBixtyyearsof age. The weekly issue of healthstatistics shows that
the averageannual deaih-rate representedby the registration in the
sixteen principal town districts was 22.9 per thousand of the popula-tion, asagainst 17.6 in twenty-eifcjht largeEnglish towns. It varied
considerably, as the following figures show:Armagh, 25.8 ;Belfast,25.0; Cork, 24.7; Drogheda, 21.1; Dublin, 22.4; Dundalk, 0.0;Galway, 23.5: Kilkenny, 12.7; Limerick, 21.26; Lisburn, 38.7;
Londonderry, 16.0;Lurgan, 5.1;Newry, 28.1;Sligo, 19.2 ; Water-ford, 18.5 ;Wexford, 38.5. In the Dublin Registration District the
births registeredduring the week amounted to 192—106 boys and 86
girlß ;and the deatbs to 156—79 males and 77 females. Nineteendeaths from zymotic disease were registered, being four over thenumber for thepreceding week and10 under the average of the 19th
weekof the last ten years.

A LITTE ROMANCE.

(^Frorn the Chicago Herald.}
Itwasa cruel moment when MLs Grace Courtney,after her change
of fortune, first met her former rival, the rich and naughty MissMarlton. They bad bee ileading belles two years before, iv society,
and rumor had said werecompetitorsfor thehandof young Stuyvesant
Mortimer, the a_>le heir of the banker of that name. But Grace s
father had failed and then died, leavingbis family destitute. She
wasglad, iv this eiiiergeucy, to accepi asituation aßnuisery governe.-s
in the pretty village ot bc.iverge,on the shore of Lon^ Island Suuud.
To go out in this half-menial condition to New York, whee so many
knewher, she Jell to bjimpossible;buthere,in tnisquietand secluded
place, the wasnot likely tomeet former acquaintances,she thought.
"In time 1shall forget," she said to herself, "as Ishah be °ior-
gotten."

But, the very summer after she went to Seaverge, an enterpris-ing innkeeper put up appacious hotel, directly by the water,and laid
out around it some 15 acres of ornamental ground. Immt.'dlatelySeavergebecame not only a fashionable resort,but an aristocraticone
as well, for the two arenot alw:tys the same. Andhere, onemorning,
when out on an errand, Grace came suddenly on her old rival,who'
was driving along one of the country roads, in aphaiton, behind a
pair of handsome ponies--, and with a footman, inlivery and csckade
in the rumble.

"I wonder if she will epeak to me.'" thought Grace, her first
impulsebeing to turn away, iiut she had it biavesoul; and sj,after
amoment's hesitation, she looked full at Miss Marltoa.

Thelatter saw Grace, andevidently recognised her, for her faceflushed,even through its abuudant con,of jjo.vder;but she did not
bow;on the contrary, i-he .staied as if thetwo bad n-ver met before.

"Imight Lave knowu it," s.iid Grac, bitteny ; "our worlds
now are different. But what an lnsjlcn^ stare! 1 am oure if shehad been thepoor governessand Iih;heiressIcjuldnot havetreated
her to."

She had knowu always that Miss Marlton bated her. Nor was
the reason far to teek. The latter had come out a yearearlier thanGrace, aud young Mortimer, during the fust winter, had beeu quite
atientive. iiut when Grace took society by storm a twelvemonthafter, 'Miss Marlto:i loat her half-won conquest."bhe ia h.tving her revengenow," thought Grace, with renewedbitterness. '"Idon't suppose lie ever thinks of me. Ah, well, why
should he? 1 am only a po^r governess, aad,since bis father isdead, be is oneof the richest joungmen they say in America." She
ended with a sigh, thatbroke amoment after Into ahalf contemptuouslaugh."" What do ycu tbit.k Iheard ?" said Mrs. Leigh to her husband
the ntxt day at luncheon. "It is that }ouug Stuy\esant Mortimeris
to marry Miss Maihon."

"What! the daughter of the great railway operator ?" replied
Mr Leigh.

" Wrll, is a gieat catch, even for her.
"

Railroad shares,
know,my near,have a queer habit ott-n of becoming next duor

■toworthless ; but ilie Moit;mt_r foituuu ra;id<: in railroads, has beenPtransfeircd to Government bonus andother first-class securities, and
aneato as gold itself."

"They say," returned his wife, "that, this joungMortimer is
one of the handsomest of menaud a great swell,*1

"Ah! repliedher husband. "Well,Idon'tknowhim,eveninbusiness. In fact, socially, the Mortimers have always moved in ahigher sphere than the Leighs. He's been in Enropeyouknow fora year and more, hand and glove, I'm told, with the best people
there.

" r r
Grace heard this conversation with a beating heart, for shealways lunched with Mr. and Mra. Leigh; their lunch was,in fact,

her dinner. She had not heard before of her old lover's absenceinEuropa, and only knewof his father's death from a paragraph inthe newspapers. Naturally, Bhecould not help being movedat thisnews. Bat her lipcurled withcontempt as she recalled thefact thathehal desertedher themoment she becamepoor.
She sleptbut little that night, naturally. The children wereespecially trying next day, for thaprolonged heat was tellingon theirtempers. So after lessonswere over,Gracestarted forawalk,follow-

ing the littlebrook,on itsshady side,as it wound to the saa. Itwasapr«tty streamlet, wideningat places to quite a small river,and in
others full of waterlilies. Turning a corner, Gracecamesuddenly onMiss Marlton,sitting in a boat, pretending to fish, bat lookingnpeverymoment, as if she expected some one.

A pet dog wasin the front of the boat. Hearing Grace's step,the pamperedplay thing sprangup and began to bark furiously ather. At the same instant Miss Marlton detected our heroine,and,
opening her large, lazy eyes, stared again, this time even more
superciliously than the day before. Grace hurried on as fast asshecould, her cheeks hot with mortification. But her baste was notsufficient to carry her out of sight and hearing before she saw amanly form— which she knew only too well

—
and hearda voice thatmade everypulse of her body thrill. It was Stuyvesant Mortimer,

who hadsuddenly appeared from a grove on the other side of thestream,and to whom Miss Marltoncalled tocome and rowherhome,
turning her boat, as she spoke, toward him.

How Grace got back to the house thatafternoon,she neverknew.She must almost have flown, for she was out of breath when shearrived; She wasglad when night enabled her to escape from thechildrenagain. She spent long hours fighting down her misery.'' Yes, there was no doubt," she said to herself. Only the closestintimacy,only anapproaching marriage, couldexplaiaher tone andmanner;it was that of ownership;and his wbb that of only too
willing service." And again she said to herself: "Oh, how I
despisehim I" And then:"HowIdespisemyself for being affectedby itat all."

The next day broke more sultry than ever. Mrs.Leigh, whowaa a kindheartedwomaninher way,noticed Grace's exhausted air,and attributingit to theheat and theconfined schoolroom,suggestedthat the children should take aholiday.
"They lookeda little piqued, poor things, themselves," shesaid."
Ihave been promising them a picnic all summer down on BrieryBeach. Suppose you all bundleoff together in the donkey cart aad

spend the day there. Iwill haveanice lunch put up for you The
road for most partof the way lies throughBhady lines. You will be
better for it,my dear, yourself."

They had gone abouta mile, and wer Blowly climbing a Bandyhill,Grace driving, and the twolittle gir' »nd their brother chatter-ing away in the highest spirits, when sud
(aly a pedestrian cameoutfrom the woods on the right, and, springing nimbly down thebank,wasgoing in the opposite direction, when little May called aloud:" Don't you know me, Mr.

—
Mr. Stranger ? I'm the little girl

who lost her penny yesterday, in the village, and you were the kind
gentleman to find it for me."

Grace would havegiven the world if the child had not spoken
for she had recognised again,only too well, that tall, lithe,form, andthat free,swinging step. She said to herself :"He saw me ;he waahurrying away,and now this vexatiouschildhascalled him back ;he
will think Iwhispered toher todo it, and he andbis bride will jeer
at me all the more."

Stuy vesant Mortimer turnedat May's call,andcoming up to the
cart with quick impulsiveness, cried,"holding out his hand to the
child ."Why, soit is, absolutely my little fairy, butnow disconsolate
no loDger. We aregoing onquite an expedition, too,aren't we1 A
picnic, or something like it?"

Grace's whole body was a quiver of nerves. She sat withhereyes downcist and her face half averted, apparently absorbad iastudying hjrright hand, which held the reins."
Oh. yes,"answered May, "on a picnic. And we're poing tohave such a jolly time. Don't you wish you werecoming, too?""Of courseIdo," withahearty sympathetic laugh. "Jolly time)

are not so frequest with me, Iassure you, thatIcan afford tomiss a
chance of one. But will Miss

—
Miss— Ibeg pardon for not know-

ing her nnme— allowme— Good God!it is Grace herself1"
Up to this moment h?. hadbeen so engrossed with the child thathe hadonly a vague idea that there wasa governess sittingnext toher ; but who the goveruess was, or evenif she were pretty, he had

no thought. But now,ashe lookedup,rather expecting to see some
sour visaged, middle-aged spinster, he beheld the sweet, downcast
profileof the only woman who had ever touched bia heart,and who
was lookingall the more lovely because of her half-mourning dresa
and the tracesof sorrow and sufferingon her face. Hence thebrokenejaculations with which he checked the request he had been about
half sportively toprefftr.

His hat, too, was off in a moment. He looked so eager, soastonished, so glad, m rapturous,all in success:on, that Grsce, who
had turned to him coldly at first, washerself astonished, and

—
shall

we say it ?— stirrcJ also toher inmost heart. For whatcould itmean?
Was itpossible there hadbeen some terrible mistake? Surely thatlouk, the passionate emotion of the voice, were not counterfeit 1 Herhead swam, and she thougnt she would faint."

Mias Oourtenay," said Mortimer, observing her agitation,
mastering her ownemotion with a great effort,"Ihavebeen seeking
you for months— ever since my return from Europe, indeed. MayI— "

and thepleading tones of his voice were eloquence itself "do
inearnest whatIproposed jcißt now in jest ? MayIjoin your little
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