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which begets contempt ; it is of a dJifferent stamp. The National
Lengue, the Plan of Campaign, and boycotting, the energy, ability
:e;lrheroism af the Irish leaders are as palpable snd as vigorous as

., Balfour may murder a dozen or two, or, for the matter of that,
the whole of the members, but he caonot murder the whole race or
the principle which actuates them. They ave indestructible, and will
continue to live, and flourish, end fructity when the whole bastard
brood of the C cila and Balfours will be consigned to the vile obscurity

whence they sprung.
el ——

I RE N E.

———————

(From Women.)
IT was all settled, John aund I were to be married in the autumn
and I bad received my mother's consent to my going to hoard in
Philadelphia for a few weeks, to buy my trousseau. Irene de Berg-
hem was to go with me, as she aleo—I never like to think of Ireae’s
engagement—it seemed such a half-hearted affair,

Now, John and I hed fallen in love with each other at first sight
—met a fow times on the skating pond, walked home together in the
moonlight, and then, with the glad consent of all cur relatives, con-
cloded to take one another for better aod for worse, But Irene—she
wap infisitely prettier than I—very emotional ; very romantic ; and
her Kance was fifty years old, bald, and her father’s most intimate
friend, A * family arrangement,” they called it and Irene, who,
with all her love of fan and zest for life, was shy and timid, aub-
mitted to the extraordinary decree. It maddens me now, when I
remember bow thosa old pecple plotted to sell their child *‘sll for
her own good.” But French people are so queer t

1 was very glad that sn old friend cf my mother's, dear Mra.
Thayer, who was boarding in Philadelphia, had cfféred to take
cbarge of us. 1t wonld be 8o much pleasaater to have her o consalt
with about shopa and other things. oreover, two young girls alone
would be open to remarks, papa said. We were in fine cpirits when
we reached the * City of Brotherly Love,” Mrs, Thayer met us and
took us to ber boarding place, where she had sécared for ua a cheerful,
aunny little room, close to her own.

In a few days we felt at home; everyone was go kind, and all
the people in the house were so pleasant, There wasan old navy
officer, who sat opposite to us st the table, and a young married couple,
very much absorbed in one another ; and in the'rooms just beyond ours
& brother and a sister lived—1he brother young, fair, with a fraok and
winning emile ; the sister older, stont, with calm, near-sighted eyes,
and evidently deaf. Nice-looking you wonld have ealled them both.
‘Wa often met in the parrow entry, and I noticed that ihe brother
looked at Irene very intently, from under his apparently downcast
eyelids on such occasions. Mrs, Thayer did not * know them to
speak to '; they had come the day before we did, and the sister's
deafness stood in the way of an acquaintance.

One worning, as we went down to breakfast, I noticed tbe
brotber’s hat on the hall table, and girlish curiosity led me into the
indiscretion of taking it up to see if bis name was ingide of it.
8urely—both mame and address stared me in the face. John Athlin,
of Milton, Mags., my John's name, my cousia, I felt positive, for he
had often spoken of him to me. Ah, yes, it waa all quite clear to
me oew, but I wonld say nothing, only as time went by, mystify
them & little just for the fun of doing so. I swore Irene overto
secrecy, and we kept our own council; only I wrote to John, of
course, and told him all about it,

I ought to tell you here that before we started from bome Irene
took off ber engagement ring acd hid it away in her desk.

I want for once to feel free,” she said, “ to make believe free,”’
and though it seemed 1o me tobe alittle whimsical an her part to talk
#0, 88 she had never ofenly rebelled against the marriage ber pareats
had planned for her, I promised {o speak to no one of her engagement,
not even totell dear Mrs, Thayer, why the young lady had so much
shoppiag to de.

As the days went by I occasionally spoke of Jobn to Irene at the

table, lond epough for the other John to hear me. Healways seemed
absorbed in his thonghts, but one evening his sister spoke to ua.
“ My brother,” she zaid, * fancies that you are the Miss Forcythe who
in engaged to his cousin, Mr, John Ath!in, of Miltor, When be heard
you mention his name the other day, he wrote to his cousin Carrie,
Mr, John Athlin's sister, and she———" We all burst into a laugh,
for Carrie was my John’s pister, of course,
. After that we became quite intimate, Miss Athlin wasa charm-
ing person, saving the deafness, and just old enough to make a delight
ful chaperon for ns. Dear Mrs, Thayer was very content to let her
agsume the role, for to an elderly lady sight-seeing is generally a
bore, and naturally, we wanted “ to see everything,” while in Phila-
delphia,

I was particularly glad to make her acquaintance, as my John
had ailways spoken of her as his favorite cousin, so I generally
contrived to walk with her, and Irene and the other John walked
ahead of us, or behind us,

I was eo much ccenpied with my shopping, my new friend, and
my letters to and from home, that I paid very little heed to Irene,
those leafy June days. Bhe peamed ns happy as a bird, was always
ready to go anywhere, and wore her prettiest gowns every day. I
often notjced at ber neck or in her beit, lowers that my new friend’s
brother had given to her, but the idea that they meant aoything never
came ioto my head. Misa Athlin, however, it afterward appeared,
was more observing ; she must have noticed the growiog delight of
ber John in the lovely girl's society. The young creatures, as I have
mce remembered, were very shy before us, and I often sarprised the

ilom light-hearted Irene in a brown study,

I think that we four visited together every spot of interest in the
Quaker City, even mountiog to the roof of Girard College, where I well
remember the care that John Athlin took of Irene, holding on to her
slender arm, ns if afraid that, having left the earth so fatr below her,
she would leave it etill further, and fly away from him altogether

into the blue of the sk{.
masn's first love, I think,
learned.

One night we parted as usual, promising oumsel ves the pleasure of
going to the navy yard the next day, onder the cscort of theold navy
officer, who bad persuaded Mras, Thayer to joic us on that excureion,
Irene wap unusually silent and abstracted, it soemed to me. She was
a long time undressing, and & loog time combing out her beantiful
auburn hair.

Then she koelt down to pray, aud I thought that I heard a stifled
sob; but I was drifting into dreamland, and I may have been mie-
taken. When we all met at breakfast, I fancied that Miss Athlin
looked almost sternly grave. A letter lay open keside her, and she
frequently glanced from it to me, and from me to Irene.

We started for tue navy yard, however, and were soon walking
among the great guna and listeniug to the chip, chip, ehip of the
workmen who were busy on the hoge skeleton ships, making them
geaworthy, It was & beautifol bright day, and the water spariled and
shimmered in the sunshine, How it all comes back to me as I write}

I naver knew quite when or how it hnf)pened, but Muss Athlin
fell behind the rest of us with Irene, while I seemed left to the polite,
if gomawhat relactant care of her brother, It went on so all throngh
the morning,until weretorned home, Then,glancing st Irene's tacess she
flew past me to our room, I felt convinoced that something painful had
taken place, I was going to follow her, when Misa Athlin lsid her
hand on my arm. It wasa soft, dimpled hand, but its pressure ways
very firm, and I did not dare to resist the entreaty that ita grasp con-
veyed to my mind.

« Will you come into my room for a moment 7" she said plead-
ingly ; her large near-sighted eyen raised with a reproachful wistfal.
nees to mine. * I have something to say to you.”

1 followed her in some bewilderment, my heart throbbing uncom-
fortably,

# Bit down, will yout * Ebe spoke with grave ocivility., “lam
going away by the next boat for Bostun, and I may ot have another
chance to tell you my side of the story. Yom must have seen, as I
did, that my poor Jobn was becoming infatuated with your littla
friend. Why did you not tell us that ehe is engaged to be married 7
I saw no ring on her finger, and she seemed o light-bearted, eo
childish, so different from a woman whose thoughts are occupied
with love, that, nntil I received this morning a letter from my consin
Carrie, I had no idea of such & thing. It was cruel of you, Miss
Foreythe—cruel of you, who are happy in your future prospects, to
allow these poor children to wander iuto euch & fool's paradise. A
word to me in time might have saved them all this pain. Now therse
is only one course for e to pureue. I muat tell Jobn the truth, and
we must leave here at once.’

I burst into tears, I had grown to love the mild, fair gentle.
woman who waa sitting in judgment on my selfish carelessness.

% They will get over it in time,’ I sobbed. * They are so

oung.”’

y  John will, no doubt, get over it in time,” she answered gently;
# but his feelings are very deep, and I would—oh, what would 1 no¢
have done to spare him this disappointment!” And thers was a
quiver in ber voice, and tenrs in those calm, near-sighted eyes that
heretofora had seemed to me ao passionless, * He is all that I have,
and I am all that he has,” she continued, half apologetically. * We
have lost all the othere. Now, I must go to him, so I will bid you
good-bye ; and—and—some day—say to Irene that I forgave her,
and that I bope sbe will be happy.”

Irene did not go downstairs again that day—nor did L. The
next morning ab breakfast, two empty seats coofronted us, and it
took ail Irene's pride, and my conscicus innocence, to enabie ua to
look on them with composure, Dear Mrs. Thayer made some wild
guesses a3 to the probable reason of our [riends’ sudden departure,
and joked poor little Irene about her ted eyes and pale cheeke.

“i But it will all comie right," chuckled the ignorant old lady.
it [ pever saw in all my life a man more in love. Keep up your
hesrts, girls ; we will goon have them back again. Why, 1 remember
when Mr. Thayer—"

But why do I repeat all this foolish nonsense | 1t only tarned
the knife io my poor lrene’s wound., She crept about in a ecared
sort of & way ; her face as pale as a sheet, her hands as cold asice;
aod I remember that she held on to my dress as we waliked together
that day, as if I could save her from something; from herself
perhaps.

How am I to tell what happened next. A steamer ran into at
night. Kight passengera lost. Among them a Mr.and Miss Athlin,
supposed to be brother and sister. Oh, the woa of it! Hardly out
my sight, and gone so far—so far—~beyond the reach of onr
homanity.

At first Irene was stunned ; then followed days of tears and self-
reproach ; self-reproach that found sn echo in every heart, alas! Bat
by the time that our paronts called us home, a deal, dull calm had
fallen over our grief, and we resclved to keep silont—silant as the
grave, Ob, the deep meaning of that expression to usl For what
good could come of baring our hearts to the scrutiny of the world ?
% But sosme day I will tell Jobn all about it,” was my mental reserva-
tign. Ireme, 1{elt sure, would remain dumb. My poor John mourned
the loss of his cousine very gincerely. 1 had te listen to endlesa
panegyrica ou their virtues. Oh, they were, they traly were, most
lovely in their lives; and it seems wetl to me that in death they were
not divided. so dreary must it be to go on that longest of all jonraeys
alone,

A8 the summer waned Irene caught a severe cold that settled on
ber lunge. Bhe bad vot seemed as strong as nsual throngh the warm
weather ; a trifle thin and pale and rather listless. Her wedding
had to be put off, but John and I were married juat as the frost aet
in. A few days before this great event took place I went to bid ber
good-bye, Nhe was too ill for us to expect to see her at the church,
A Tacking cough kept ber conflned to the honse most of the time,
8he was gitting in her favourite chair by the window, and »s soon
as she saw ma coming up the garden path she kissed her hand and

There is always a little wornhif in a young
and Irene was his fimt-love, as 1 have since



