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‘How you love your country,’ he said looking at her, his eyes
full of admiration. *Why Ireland, according to you, is a Ileaven on
earth.'

t80 it is—to my thinking, she answered dreamingly, ‘The
grass there is the grecnest—the sky the bluest-—the trees the finest
—and the flowers the sweetest in the whole world, Oh1 Mr, Gilli-
man, my heart aches for a ~ight of it-—here amongst all the bricks
and morter and high wails’

e bent towards ber.

‘I wonder you ever left it’

Bridget moved away a little.

* We were poor, and it was hard to make money there.

Was there no one who would have worked for you!?
men atl fools or good-for-nothings in that Paradise

‘No.no!" Bridget erimsoned. " There are many good {ellows,
But Morna and [ wished to work for ourselves, You ses: wo had no
brother. Not like the O'Beirnes, who bave the best of men, ther
brother Larry, to toil and work for them. I told you betore how
good and clever and——'

iOh, I know all about him " he growled. ‘He is hend-trvonz
and obstinate, and won't leave his native bogs for love or money. 1
don't want to hear hiz praises. And now tell me—are there any
nice, handsome places to be sold ia the part of the world you love
so well 7’

¢Yes,' Bridget's head drooped, and there was but little interest
in her voice, ‘Two or three/’

‘Then I'll buy one, the finest and best, if you, my bLeautiful
Biddy, —leaning forward and catching her hand—' will love me
and marry me wnd live there with me in——

Bridget wrenched her hand from hiz and sprang to her feet with
o cry of horror,

“Oh! You—I thank you!" came at last from her quivering
* I—I could never love you—never marcy you,’
‘Butlamrich! I ean giveyou jewels—fine clothes—make you

[

Arc the

lips,

a lady’ )
‘T could never marry you. I—T don’t want jewels—or fine
clothes, Oh! 1 am porry things have come to this—very sorry

And, bursting into tears, the girl rushed out of the room,

* Morna, Morna, you were right |' she cried, ranning np to her
sister and flinging herself into her arms. ‘I have gone too far My
experiment is a fauilure and I am a fool, I have brought truuhble on
myself and have done Larry no good—perhaps hurm. o the-e’
throwing her cap 2nd apron on the floor, * 1 havedone with parlour-
maiding., Mr. Gilliman may attend to himself, He may sweep and
dust, make bis own bed, black his own grate, tor all 1 care, I,
clenching her fsts, * will go near him no more,’

Maorna looked at her in ¢censternation,

* My dear Bridget, what is wrong I’

‘Wrong ! The world i3 upside down, and I fecl mad.
he—Larry's unelc—asked me to warry hia

' The hizhest complitment o man conll pay & woman,

‘Complunent I' Bridget cried scorntully as -he tlange lheas i
into & chatr, * I did not want any such compliment. L wautel hun
to help Larry. .And, wringing her baads vonvulsively, - thu ~abl
over now.’

The drawing-room bell pealed loudly through the hou-e.

*You may ring,' Bridget exclaimel, ~priuging up and stamping
her foot, *till you can ring no more. 1 shan'\—I wor’t answor
your beil, Bo therel  And she sauk back wilit aouroan upun her
chair.

A guick foot was beard upon the stair, and Mrs DMuedock 2 ane
runfing 1n, white and breathee,

fMiss Dridget,” =he eried. f have you foreolten’  Are youw il Y

¢1 have not torsotten, und,” sullenly. -1 not ill. But un-
pleasant things bave happened, T oannor’ firmiy, - enter My, Gilli-
man’s rovm again.’

' That is extremely awlkward, 3Mis-

‘T awm sorry for your disappomtment, bue iv ena’t be helped,
The giri you saw yesterday will cowe to you at ouce. Tell Mr,
Gilliman that I have left your serviee. There s Lils bell agan,
Please o,  And she walked over to the window.

¢ Good manners and grood luoks a ¢ well enough,” muttered Mrs,
Murdock as she buarried downstairs, ‘ But ladies as -ervants are
more bother than they're worth. DMy vaticnce ' The bell aguiu.
The man must be off his had,  He'll be out ot this when a new girl
appears.  JIe'll mever stand her witoe Miss Hraget)”

Mr. Guliman was pacing up and down, s tace the colour of
beetroot, his overhanzsing brows knit tegether ini frown, bis burley
frame quivering with excitemcnt,

*Well, he cried, as the door opened. So you have come at last,
Then seetny Mrs, Murdock he slared angrily and bit his lip,

* You rangr, sir?’

‘Rang | [ should say T did,

¢ 8he’s left my service, sir.’

‘Left ”  He staggered to his chair, * Where has she gone I

“This is a serious attack,” thoughe Mrs. Murdock, alarmed at his
agitation. ‘No wonduer the poor dear was frightuned,”  She cleared
her throat. *Not far, str.  1've & girl coming to-morrow, swnd !

+1 leave your house to-morrow evening, G

¢+ There's nothing I can do for you, sir

¢ Nothing., Buoustay. Find ousv where Diddy is, and tell me.
I'm a rich man-—and, it you do this I shull not Le ungrateful. You
understand *

«Yes, air, and I'll tell yon—if I can.’

Thne pext morning a letter from Larry1O’Beirne filled Briduct
with joy.

 Morna, she cried with danecing eyes.
on some business—a secret till we meet.

: Does he know his uncle’s here !

] think not, But, oh! dear, I could not meet that man for

Tancy,

Bl

Where is Biddy

¢ Larry is coming to-day

worlds. I promused to go out for the day, and Mrs. Murdock is to
tell him I'm gone, But now 1 must stay in—wmt till Lurry
comes.’

* You need not let Mes, Murdock know that yon have changed
your plans.  dhut yourselt up here, and she and be will think you
bhave gone.

*True. And to-night he will depart. Wher Larry comes we
can o out together. I hopslhe won't Le late,

But the worning pagsed and Larry did not appear tiil after-
noot:.

* Qur cuplboard, like Mother Hubbard's, is bare,’ cried Bridget as
the elock strack two. ‘Iz starving and I must slip down to the
kigchen and geb something tu eat. I trust old Mr. Galliman may
not bear me poes the drawinZ-rovm door, It would be terrible to
meet him,”

Quickly and noireles:ly she sped down and up the stairs, and
having reached her roomn was congratulating verself upon her
suceuss when footsteps on the landing startled her and she sprang
torward to shuy the door,  Buv she was too late,  Un the threshold
stood Mr, Gilliman, trembling with delight,

fridgret—I—must speak to you. Listen, dearest.
I arn not younyg or handsome, Dut be my w.fe)

Cilush!' Bridget grew pale. °) eosuld never love—never
wmarry vou,’

*You love another ”
Bridger ! is there no bope

* None,” with decision, ‘I love another,
one who, theugh poor, is a noble fellow, A wran to be proud of.

*Bravo, Brid ! What a splendid spsech! Are you preparing
for private theatricals I asked a voice that filled the girl's soul with
joy und brought a soft blush to her lovely, radiant face. And
turning quickly she saw Lawrence O'Beirne 1n the daorway.

"Sir T Mr, Galliman leaped round, purple with ingignation.
‘You ’

* May I introduce you !' asked Bridget in her sweetest tones,
her eyes tull of mischief, - Mr. Lawrence O Beirne—Mr.—’

* My—confound it, sir, my rooms are downstairs,” cried Mr,
Gillitpan in u fury, *Yon mast know that.

Lo be sure I do, uncle,” answered Larry with his rich, rolling
brogue. * Bot sure me business is with this lady first. 1 meant to
see YOu on me way out)

*You—" Mr. Gill'tnan pansed, a lock of anguish in Lis broad,
red face. * Heavens I” he gasped, * I see it &ll, Whata fool 1 am,’
And with a inocan of despair he staygered from the room.

“Ireart alll echoed Larry, slipping his arm round Bridget's
sHom wal-t. * ’oor old ehap.

‘L coulil not help it, Larry,’ she sobbed.
make bim think well of you.

“Aund sure 0 you have, asthore,” Larry whispered oaressingly.

Listen,' and tuking a letter from his pocket he read alond :

I love you,

His voice shook with emotion. *Oh,

My heart belongs to

‘1 only wanted to

My Desn NEPHEw,~—Someone I respect and admire bas leen
aiyiug tine things about you, and I teel that I cught to let yon
marey the cirl you love, Socome over and well talk it out,  1f
tive nundrod down and two hundred a year would husten your
wolldig-tay, they ave yours, [ am hopiuy to follew your good
Chapbe vory soon—Your affectionate uncie,

THropanD GILLIMAXN,

*And T have apatled everything,” Bridizet moaned, *He'll do
notlung now.'

Dontoret, Sare we're no worse than we wera.  And after all,
if i huidn vl eea for you, he'd never bave writton, and 1f he hadn't,
I Le trampsue vound the Hels at Bulipdeeos this blessed minute,
1asfead ol s1tingg by your :ide me darnnw, yorr hittle hand in
wiine,’

Tne door openad and Mrs, Murdnck pat in her head,

M Gllins wishes to speak to Mr O'Beirne!

sNow tor i) Larey lookel into Lridget's eyes and laughed,
ST Pave worcal bad time But keep up your he st

In bali-an-howur Larry eame up the stairs azain, two steps at a
tine,

fBridget,” he eried, takivg the girl in his aros, * the old man'sa
brick, L' withng,” sad he, strazght out, = to do all [ promilsed in
that tetter.”  Ant when 1 stammerea oy thanks, be answered,
=B oke Bridget happy—that's ail the thank- I want,”  And I think,
me darlige” pre--ig los lips to bers, *that there s uwo doubt in the
wotlit bat that Il gratity bem there)

»Imdeed, there's nut,” Bridget Llustel to the eyen.
Larry, my experiment was noi such a bad one atter all’

“The best ever known.,  Awd sure when things -ettle down o
bit the poor uncle will get over his trouble and we'll coux him over
to Buliydoon aud make him happy there tor the rese of s days,”

Plndeed we wiil,  But there's Morna, Larry. Is wall be just
lovely to see her fuce when we tell how things have turned out,’

And Diideet duneed torward to meet her sister at the door.—
Orakra MoLHOLLAND, Lo the Clholee Lirevede,

“And ob,

One of the most central and best situated hotels in Auckland is
the Waverley, which has lately boen taken over by Mr. Maurice
0 Connor. well knowan i Chrstehwieh and Dunedin,  The Waverley
i4 close to vie Lalway station asd wharl, and commands a splendid
view of the barbour,  DMr, O'Counor will always be pleased to see
any of his Bouth Island friends, should business or pleasure take
them to the northern capital, and we have no doabt that they wil
be veiy weal pleased with the hospitality extended to them by the
pupulur proprietor of the Waverley.—, ",

LOoSDON DENTAL INSTITUTE.—£L000 has boen deposited by
the principal with the Bank of Australasia at Dunedin as a
gunrantce of our worth, Bee ndvertisements. Complete sets from
£3 3u; was, 25 6d ; estractions, 25 6d and lp. Absolutely painless
All work guarantced 10 yeurs, Money reiunded if net found
satisfactory.—,%,

W M CLEA & CO of CHRISTCHURCH, are reliable DRAPERS, CLOTHIERE, TAILORS, and
. C +3 DRESSMAKERS. Their goods may always be depended on aud their prices are

the Lowest

SPECIAL.—Now in stock, BROWN MOHAIR, specially imported for the Sisters of 8¢, Joseph.



