
into theblue of the sky. Thereis alwaysa little worshipina young
man's first love,Ithink, andIrene warhis first-lore,asIhave sine*
learned.

Onenight wepartedasusual,promising ourselves thepleasureof
going to the navy yard thenext day, under the escort of theoldnavy
officer, who badpersuadedMrs.Thayer to join us on that excursion.
Irene wasunusually silent andabstracted,it seemedto me. She wu
along time undressing, and a long time combing out ber beautiful
auburn hair.

Then she kneltdown to pray,andIthought thatIhearda stifled
sob;but Iwas drifting into dreamland,andImayhave been mis-
taken. When we all met at breakfast,Ifancied that Miss Athlin
lookedalmost sternly grave. A letter lay open beside her,and she
frequently glanced from ittome, and from me toIrene.

We startedfor thenavy yard, however, and were soon walking
among the great guns and listening to the chip,chip, chip of the
workmen whowerebusy on the huge skeleton ships,making them
seaworthy. Itwaiabeautifulbright day,andthewater sparkledand
shimmeredinthe sunshine. How itall comesback tomeasIwriteI
Inever knew quite when or how ithappened,but Mim Athlin

fellbehind the rest of us withIrene, whileIseemedleft tothepolite,
if somewhatreluctant careof her brother. Itwentonso allthrough
themjrning,untilwereturnedborne.Then.glancingatIrene's faceasthe
flewpastme toour room,Ifeltconvinced that somethingpainfulhad
taken place. Iwas going to follow her, whenMiss Athlin laid her
handonmy arm. Itwasasoft,dimpled hand,but its pressure was
very firm, andIdidnot dare toresist theentreaty thatits graspcon-
veyed tomy mind."Will you comeinto my room for amoment7 she said plead-
ingly ;her largenear-sightedeyesraised witha reproachful wistful-
ness tomine.

"Ihave something to say to you."
Ifollowedherinsomebewilderment,myheartthrobbing uncom-

fortably."
Sit down, willyou t " She spoke with gravecivility. "1am

going awayby thenext boat for Boston,andImay not have another
chance to tell youmy side of the story. You must haveseen, asI
did,that my poor John was becoming infatuated with your little
friend. Why did younot tell us that sheis engaged to bemarried7
Isaw no ring on her finger, and she seemed so light-hearted,so
childish,so different from a woman whose thoughts are occupied
with love, that,untilIreceived this morning a letter frommy cousin
Carrie, Ihad no idea of such a thing. Itwas cruel of you, Miss
Forcythe— cruel of you, whoare happy in yourfuture prospects, to
allow these poorchildren to wander into such a fool's paradise. A
word to meintime mighthavesaved themall this pain. Now there
is only onecourse for ns topursue. Imust tell John the trnth,and
we must leave here at once.'
Iburst into tears. Ihad growa to love the mild, fair gentle*

woman who wassitting in judgment onmy selfish carelessness.
"They will get over it in time," Isobbed. "They are so

young."
"John will, no doubt, get overitin time,"she answeredgently;"but Mb feelings are very deep, andIwould

—
oh, what would1not

have done to Bpare him this disappointment1" And there was a
quiverin her voice, and tears in those calm, neai-sighted eyes that
heretofore hadseemed to me sopassionless. "Heis all thatIhave,
andlam all thathe has," she continued, half apologetically. "We
have lost all the others. Now,Imust go to him,soIwillbid you
good-bye ;and

—
and— some day

—
say to Irene thatIforgave her,

and thatIhope she willbe happy."
Irene did. not go downstairs again that day— nor didI. Tho

nextmorning at breakfast, two empty seats confronted us, and it
took all Irene's pride, and my conscious innocence,to enable ns to
look on them with composure. Dear Mrs. Thayer made some wild
guesses as to the probablereasonof our friends' sudden departure,
and jokedpoor little Irene abouther red eyes and palecheeks.

"But it will all come right," chuckled the ignorant old lady."
Inever saw in all my life a man more inlove. Keep up your

hearts, girls;we will.soon have them back again. Why, 1remember
when Mr. Thayer

"
But why doIrepeat allthis foolish nonsense1 Itonly turned

theknifeinmy poor Irene's wound. She crept about ia a scared
sort of a way;her face as pale as a sheet, her handsas cold aaice;
andIremember that she held oa to my dress as we walked together
that day, as if Icould save her from something; from herself
peihapa.

How am Itotell whathappenednext. A steamer run into at
night. Eight passengers lost. Among them a Mr.and Miss Athlin,
supposed to be brother and sister. Oh, the woeof it1 Hardly out
my sight, and gone so far

—
so far

—
beyond the reach of onr

humanity.
At first Irene wasstunned; thenfolloweddays of tearsandself-

reproach;self-reproach that foundanecho inevery heart,alasIBut
by the time that our parentscalled us home, adeal, dull calm had
fallen over our grief, and we resolved to keepsilent— silent as the
grave. Oh, the deep meaning of that expressionto us1 For what
good could comeof baring onr heartsto the scrutiny of the world7"

ButsomedayIwill tell Johnall about it," wasmy mental reserva-
tion. Irene,1felt sure,would remain dumb. My poorJohnmourned
the loss of his cousins very sincerely. 1had t» listen to endless
panegyrics on their virtues. Oh, they were, they truly were, most
lovely in their lives;andit seems well tome that indeath they were
not divided, so dreary mustit be togo on that longe3t of all journeys
alone.

As thesummer wanedIrene caught a severeoldthat settled on
her lunge. She had not seemed as strong as usual throngh the warm
weather ;a trifle thinand pale and rather listless. Her wedding
had to be put off,but JohnandIwere married just as the frost tet
in. A few days before this great event took placeIwent to bid her
good-bye. She was tooill for us to expect to seeher atthe church.
A racking coughkept ber confined to the house most of the time.
She was sitting in her favourite chair by the window, and as soon
as shß saw ma coming up the garden path she kissed her handand
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which begets contempt;it is of adifferent stamp. TheNational
League, the Planof Campaign,and boycotting, the energy, ability
aadheroismof the Irishleaders are as palpable and as vigorous as
ever. Balfour maymurder adozen ortwo, or,for thematterof that,
the wholeof themembers, buthe cannot murder the whole race or
theprinciplewhich actuatesthem. Theyareindestructible,and will
continue to live,and flourish, and fructify when the wholebastard
broodof the C cils andBalfours willbeconsigned to the vileobscurity
whencetheysprung.

IRENE.

(From Woman.)
Itwas allsettled. John andIwere tobe married in theautumn
andIbad received my mother's consent to my going to board in
Philadelphia for a few weeks,to buy my trousseau. Irene de Berg-
hem wasto go with me, as Bhe also— lnever like tothink of Irene's
engagement

—
it seemed such a half-heartedaffair.

Now,John andIhad fallen inlove witheach otherat firstsight—
met afew times on the skating pond, walkedhome together in the

moonlight, and then, with the glad consentof allour relatives,con-
cluded totakeoneanother for better and for worse. ButIrene— she
was infinitely prettier thanI— very emotional;veryromantic;and
her JUnce was fifty yearsold,bald,and her father'smost intimate
friend. A " family arrangement," they called it and Irene, who,
withallherlove of fan and zest for life, was shy and timid, sub-
mitted to the extraordinary decree. It maddensme now, whenI
rememberhow those old peopleplotted to sell theirchild "all for
her owngood." But French peoplearesoqueer 1

1waß very glad that an old friendof my mother's, dearMrs.
Thayer, who was boarding inPhiladelphia, had offered to take
charge of us. Itwouldbe somuch pleasantertohaveher toconsult
with aboutshopsandother things. Moreover,twoyoung girls alone
wouldbe open toremarks,papa said. We wtire in fine tpirits when
wereached the "City of BrotherlyLove." Mrs.Thayermet us and
tookus toherboardingplace,where shehad securedfor usa cheerful,
■unoy little room, close toher own.

Ina few dayswe felt at home;everyone wassokind,and all
thepeoplein the house were so pleasant. There wasanold navy
officer, whoeatoppositetousatthe table,anda'youngmarriedcouple,
verymuchabsorbed inoneanother;2ndin the roomsjust beyondours
a brother anda sister lived

—
the brotheryoung,fair, witha frank and

winning smile ; the sister older, stout, with calm,near-sighted eyes,
and evidently deaf. Nice-looking yon would havecalled themboth.
We oftenmet in the narrow entry,andInoticed that the brother
lookedat Irene very intently, from under his apparentlydowncast
eyelids on such occasions. Mrs. Thayer did not "know them to
Bpeak to"; they had come the day before we did, and the sister's
deafness stoodin the wayof anacquaintance.

One morning, aB we went down to breakfast, Inoticed the
brother'shat on thehall table, and girlish curiosity ledme into the
indiscretion of taking it up to see if bis name was inside of it.
Sorely

—
bothsame and address etaredme in the face. John Athlin,

of Milton, Mass., my John's name,my cousin,Ifelt positive,for he
hadoftenspokenof him to me. Ah, yes, it wasall quite clear to
mecow, butIwould say nothing, only as time wentby, mystify
them a little just for the fun of doing so. Iswore Irene over to
secrecy,and we kept our own council;only Iwrote to John, of
course,and told him all aboutit.
Iought to tellyouhere that before westarted from home Irene

tookoff her engagementring andhiditaway inherdesk."
Iwant for once to feel free," she said," tomake believe free,"

and thoughit seemed to me tobe a little whimsical on her part to talk
■o,asshe badnever openly rebelled against themarriage tier parents
had plannedfor her,Ipromised tospeak tono oneof her engagement,
not evento telldear Mrs. Tbayer, why the young lady had somuch
shoppingto do.

As the days wentbyIoccasionally spoke of John toIrene at the
table,loud enough for the other John tohear me. He alwaysseemed
absorbedinhis thoughts, but one eveniDg bis sister spoke to us."My brother,"she said," fancied thatyouare the Miss Forcythe who
is engagedto his cousin,Mr.John Athlin,of Milton. When he heard
joumentionhis name the other day, he wrote to his cousinCarrie,
Mr.JohnAthlin's sister,and she

"
We all burst into a laugh,

for Carrie wasmy John's sister,of course.
After that webecamequite intimate. Miss Athlin wasa cbarm-

ingperson,saving the deafness, andjustold enough tomake adelight
ful chaperonfor us. Dear Mrs.Tbayer was very content to lether
assume the role, for to an elderly lady sight-seeing is generally a
bore,andnaturally, we wanted" to see everything," while in Phila-
delphia.
Iwasparticularly glad to make her acquaintance,as my John

had always spoken of ber as his favorite cousin, soIgenerally
contrived to walk withher,and Irene and the other John walked
abetdof us,or behind us.
Iwassomuch occupied with my shopping, my newfriend, and

my lettersto and fromhome, that Ipaid very little heed to Irene,
those leafyJunedays. She seemed &a happy as a bird, wasalways
ready togo anywhere,and wore her prettiest gowns every day. I
oftennoticedather neck orin ber belt, flowers that my new friend's
brother had given toher,butthe ideathatthey meantanything never
cameinto my head. Miss Athlin, however, it afterward appeared,
was more observing;she must have noticed the growing delight of
her John in the lovely girl'ssociety. The young creatures,asIhave
"irae remembered, werevery shy before us, andIoften surprisedthe
vflnlom hgbt-heartedIrenein abrown study.
Ithink that wefour visitedtogether everyspot of interest in the

QuakerCity,evenmouutiogto the roofof QirardCollege, whereIwell
remember thecare that John Athlin took of Irene,holding on toher
slenderarm,as if afraid that,having leftthe earthso far below her,
ehe wouldleave itstill further, and fly away from him altogether
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