®riday. Janusry 20, 1893
eree— e

known in Eugland to evoke 8 barst of indignation that will bring
the eviotora and their abettors to their senses.

FOR THE OLD LAND,

—_——

(By Cnances J. EICEHAM )

CHAPTER XVIII,

The cream-cake was & great success, and Mrs Dwyer was breath-
lessly happy. Strong emotions of whbatever sort generally interfered
with Mre Dwyer's aspirations, Mr Armetrong, mindfal of the hint
be had got from Mrs Oormack, thought the opportonity a good one,
while the happy woman was filling out his second cup of tea, to
introdnee the subject of the school at Ballinsoggarth. He dwelt
upon the preat advantage of a good education, and wondered at the
carelessness of some parenta in the matter.

“ What you asy ia troe.” said Murtin Dwyer, looking at Nannie
and Nellie, who seemed very grave, ad if Mr Armstrong had been
reading them & lecturs.

4 Bp it is,” thelr mother remarked complacently, never dreamirg
that her own remissness waa glanced at, or even suspected.

“T hope Nannie and Nellie attend school regularly,” said Mr
Armatrong.

%Ok, guite regularly,” Mrs Dwyer anewered impressively—
¥ gxeept,” she added, seeing the ckildren raise tbeir eyes and look at
her in astonishment—* except when I can’t vpare them,”

Y Bpare them, Mrs Dwyer,” returned Mr Armstrong. * Burely
nothing they could do for you is of so much importance as their edu
cation.

“ ] have no one to do apytbing for me,” rejoined Mra Dwyer
pitifully. *“No one but that Canth Manogne; and I believe she
wouldno’t stay with me if anybody else would teke her, All the good
girls I ever had left me ag soon ag ever they could get another places
And see how they etay with Mrs Cormack, though che never lets em
be idle for & micute, and must know where they spend their time
whenever they go ont. Yet, except when tbey got married, they
never leave.”

“ And what can tbe children do for you? ™ Mr Armatroog asked.

"t Many little things," replied Mre Dwyer. “ And, besides, I do be
go lonesome and nervous, my mind becomea quite confused, and
everything goes wrong,”

“¥Well, Mrs Dwyer,”’ said Mr Armstrong gravely, ‘' if anyone
elge told me that you could not afford to send your children to school
I could not believe it.”

¢ Afford 1o send my childien to echool !'" exclaimed Mrs Dwyer,
sarprised and offended. “ Don't 1 pay for tkeir scheoling, whether
they goor mot 7"

" Yes, but you eay you can’t spare them for want of a servant,
Ard it isa great loss to them. Indeed, keeping children of their
age from school is an irrepatable loss. It never can be made up fo
them, They'll feel it all the daya of their lives,”

“1'm eure,” returned Mra Dwyer, guite frightened, ** they can go
to school every day of the weck if they like.  But the dis'ance is
so long."

“ Oh, we only find it &0 pleasan
bit tired.”

“What Mr Armstrong says is true,” said Martin Dwyer,
never iooked into it bef . re.’”

“ Well they can begin on Monday,” retnrned bis wife, “ and I
pm gure 1'll never ask them to stay at horte again,” she added, fixing
her eyes on Nannie and Nellie, asif she thooght them very incon-
piderate and ungrateful children far locking so glad and bappy at
beiog allowed to go to school regularly.

“ Well, schools must be d fierent from what they need to be in my
time.” Martin Dayer remarked, with an amused look at the two
kappy lit'le girla, *'Tis glad they ere instead of heart-broken, I
remember how sorry we all were when the schoolmaster recovered
from the ague loog sgo. Murty Magrath said that the recording
angel kept ao acccuct of every time he ever made the schoolboys
shake, and that for every shake a shake would be takea out cf him
bafore be got over the zgue. To that some of us thought the account
wad 60 big he’d never be able to clear the scere, but weren’t we
gorry when echool wae opened again 7"

“ Nannie and Nellie don’t teel that way about echool,” said Mr
Armstrong, with 2 smile, * The nune don't frighten people, I am
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said Nellie; “ we don’t bea
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# Oh, no, sir,” the children answered in a breath ; Nellie addiag,
# We are never g0 bappy as while we are at school.”

“ Murty Magrath came in yes erday morning while yon were at
the forge to light bis pipe,” Mrs Dwyer remarked ; “ Thate the sight
of him, He always reminds me ol a process or & nolice to quit or
romething. Bee what s mice little man S:mwy Bleave is. I declare
when he banded me that procees for the thinga I bought at the new
ghop and forgot to pay for, beiag so corfused about everything, you'd
think *.was a present he was making me, he spoke o nice and civil.
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coeldn’t belp asking him into the parlour and giving him & glass,
Bat that other long gomeral, with his neck like s gander, I declare he
always frightens me."”

* [ wonder what brought Murty over io this direction,” eaid ber
busband, looking grave. * I didn't hear of anything going on about
here,”

‘" He gaid he was going over to Glenmoynan,” returned Mrs
Dwyer, “ and that he had the devil of a job before him."

It mnst be only a civil bill decree, I auppose,” Martin Dwyer
remarked, atter a minute's thought.

% He seemed disappointed ,” said Mrs Dwyer, * when I told him
you were gone from home. I waesfraid of my life he wanted to serve
you with something. But whon he was going away he said the wan
of this house ooce did him & pood turn, and if he ever kad the oppor-
tunity he wouldn't forget it,

“ Did he mean that as a threat!” Mr Armatrong asked, locking
earnestly at his old friend.

*No,” answered Martin Dwyer, smiling. * Con Cooney’s father
and I saved him from a terrible whacking one night, nearly thirty
yeara ago, and we coming home from the fair of Carrigmore, Ha
was waylaid by a party from the slata guarry, that were oo the watch
for bim for a long time, We koew he deserved it; but wa were
afraid they'd kiil bim ; and as he was an old school-fellow of onrs,
we took hie part, and they said they'd let him pass that time in com-
pliment to cs, When he was parting us at the cross-roads after, he
eaid 'twas the first time in his lifs he ever met a man to etand bis
friend, and tbat if it ever came to bis turn he'd prove to us that a
bailiff could be grateful,”

#He's » very clever man,” Mr Armstrong remarked, “and yet
he's always in poverty.”

‘“He was always & tcrrible schemer,” returned Martin Dwyer,
4 He was a first-rate workman, but everyone got tired of him, he took
such delight io humbugging people, My father had bim reapingcne
time, end when the men were going out one day after their dinner
Merty began to tell my fatcer a estory, Tha etory wae so interesting
they all stopped to listen to it before they commenced to work, thinke.
ing every minute he was coming to the end of it, My father mat
down against tke ditch and teld bim to finish the story. 'Twasn't
foog till ali the reapers—fifteen of ’em, I think—were gitting down
listening to the story. Auyway, my father didn't feel the time pass-
ieg till Marty stoad up and ssid, ' Good evening, sir ; I believe 'tis
time to go home.” So it was, for the san was jost setting, and the
balf day wae lost, ‘Good eveniag, sit,’ said Murty agein, loocking
very innocent, ' Gool evening, sald my father, ‘but 1 won’t want
you to-morrow,” He never gave Murty a day’a work after,”

' When that unforiunate Paddy Fitzsimmone, the bailiff, was
shot,” eard Mr Armstrong, ** I went with the crowd to see what had
happened. I eould not belicve the report that be was ebot from the
window of a Prolestant gentleman’s house—a landlord himeelf{—
whose cattle he was diiving,

“ Yes,” interrapted Martin Dwyer, ‘ "twas for the bhead rent, and
the property was in Chancery."

“ Well,” contionsd Mr Armstroug, ¥ there was the onfortunate
bailiff lying etone dead on hia back in the avenne. ’'T'was a horribla
gight, and the people looked awe-struck when they saw him—even
some who shouted for joy when they heerd of it first, The ballet
passed through his eyebrow, quite close to the eye. But when Marty
Magrath was seen approaching, the crowd, which was every moment
becoming larger, drew aside and made way for him, They seemed
to thiok that he mnst have s brotherly feeling for the dead bailiff,
and gympathised with him accordingly ae he steod over the corpss
with hia bands under his coat tails.

¥ Glory be to God 1 " was Murty’s pions exclamation aq he gazad
on the dead man's face, * Didn’t his eye escape wonderful 7 ¥

I never thought be was pious,” said Mre Dwyer,

¢ I have koowa Murty Magrath to do kind acts,” continned Mr
Armstroug, potting bis handkerchief to his mouth. * He's not a0
bhardened as be pretends to be,”

“ He is not,” returned Martin Dwyer, throwing back his head
aad lsughing more et his wife's literal construction of the word
+ pious,” a3 apphed vo Murty Mazrath, than at the cyniesl humour
which prompted tha ejagulation esacerning the eye of his unlucky
confrere,

“ The fact is," added Mr Armstrong, * the fellow has a sort of
bumoeur, and he ean’t resist the epportunity to exercise it,”

" Did you find tha greyhound, Tom ? "' Mr Armstrong asked, ag
Tom Dwyer took bis place atthe table, looking flushed and out of
breath, a8 if he had had a fast run to be in time for breakfast,

¥ Not & sign of bim.” was the reply. ‘* Alica told me be went
through the grave ; so I suppose he fullowed Ponsonby, who crossed
over Poul-na-copel. Bover doesn't like water, and the river is too
wide for a ppring ; and that explaine the way he ran round by the
bridge.”

“ He would mever do so for me,” ssid Martin Dwyer, rising
briskly from his chair, *I suppose you'll stay to dinner, Amby "




