
AN UNEXPECTED ENDING.
"
An' if yecan't be aUybe as aisy as yecan' Maureen turnedaway

with a laugh, but her eyes were full of tears.
'Idon't know what yon mean,' her Bister said impatiently.

lOr how that absurd saying applies to the BubjeUt we are dis-
cussing.'

'OhI yes it does. You see we—you and Iand auntie—can
never be "aisy" in the sense of being quite comfortable, on the
small income that remains to us. Batif Igo awayand work for
myself, you and she will get along better, and she will have the
things that are necessary for her in her present delicate health.So, thoughnone of us can be exactly

"
aisy," we'll be as "aisy "

as
wecan.'

11cannot think how you can joke on such a subject. Idon't
believeyoucare that'—cracking her fingers—' about leaving auntie
and me, and—and the dear old home.''Sure, then,Ido,Kitty. But Ithink it's right togo. And the
postofferedme is a good one.'

Kitty tossed her head and walked across the room withan im-
patient,restless step.'

The post of a saleswoman in a shop, a mere living peg on
whichto hangmantles—a good one foranO'Connor I Oh,Maureen,
Ican't bear to think of it. Think what poor father would have
said had he fo£ as idea that a daughter of hia would haveever
stoopedso low!,,'

Had fatherlived thenecessitywouldnot have perhapsarisen.Things might havebeen different.''You will lose caste. Pretty,bright, winsomeas you are,you
will sink socially.' No one in your own class will care to marry a
girl out of aDublin shop.'

Maureen flushed.- 'Idon'twant to marryandIdo want toearn my bread.'- rThen go asa governess—Mir a companion.'
'Iam not wellenough educated to be a governess. Iwouldas

soonr-*lmo«b—go into penal servitude for life as be a companion.
Mtrrpßy's, in Grafton street, offer me £90 a year to walk up and
down their show-room in a black silk dress and exhibit their
mantles tocustomers. Iseenothing unladylike indoing so.'

'Of course, you don't.' Kitty's tears fell down like rain.
1Butoh, Maureen,Ican't bear to see you go. Let us cling toge-
ther. We canmanage to live,and

'
X *p& hj miserable way—denying oureelveß everything, and not

beingable to get proper nourishment for poor auntie. Sucha life
is impossible. Imust work, and it would be madness, for the
sake of our prideand a false idea about losing caste, torefuse this
post.''

Don't decide at once. Ask Father Tom's advice,' cried Kitty
eagerly. 'He knows all aboutus. And if he says youought to go,
I'lloppose you nolonger.'

Maureen smiled andkissed her sister's hot cheek.
'Very well, dear. But Ifeel sure Father Xom will take my

part. He is toosensible not todo so.'
'He has a high opinionof our family. Heis deeply grieved

that beautiful Glencree, the O'Connors' home for bo many cen-turies, has been sold to a man whoße father made hia money in
trade.'

Aajireenlaughed gaily.
*AndIam glad thatthe young manha9got such good value

forhismoney. To giveup the dear old place was indeed a grief,
butsince it had togo I'm gladit went to someone well enough off
to keepitup properly. So long asmoney ishonestly come by what
matterhow it is made. A trade is as honorable as a profession.
Money earnedis better, to my mind, than money that comes to a
man without any efforts of his own. I'd rather make a fortune
thaninherit itany day,' and Maureen's eyes grew bright and her
colorrose. '

The satisfaction in having done so wouldbe immense.'
Kitty looked ather sister reproachfully andsighed.'Your advanced ideas are extraordinary. I cannot think

where orhowyougot them.''
Say, rather, that you are a dearlittle old-fashioned damsel,

fullof theprideof your race,arida thoroughconservative to the tips
of your fingers.''
Ihate new things andnew places, and strange faces,' cried

Kitty.
'
I'd rather starve within Bight of Glencree than feast a

hundred miles away.''Then you'll do neither,1 saidMaureen. 'You'll livehere,near
theoldhome,quietly and peacefully, with just enough of the goods
of this world tokeep you and dear auntie in a fairly respectable
way,in thepart of the oountry you loveso well. Whilst I, with
my loveof adventureand anxiety to earn a little money,will go
forth to this postin a Grafton streetshop '

'IfFather Tom approves. Youmust ask him at once.'
1Without amoment's delay. Iwas going out. I'llstep down

to.his house now,and I'll bring my little camera and take a few
views of dear Glenoree asIgo past. Itwill be looking charming
in the sunlight this brightest of May mornings.'

Kitty shookher head,seemedabout tospeak,then turnedaway
insilence*

'There's no use arguingwith Maureen,' she thought, as she
wentup toher aunt's room.'Once she gets an idea into her head thatit is right todo a
thing7,nothing will moveher, and she just goesher way,cheerful
and determined. Idobelieve she'd go to the blook with a smile on
her face. "BatIesmnot reooncile myself to thisnew freak of hers,
andIdonot like to think what the end of itmay be.'_ A minute later Maureen stepped out of the little cottage in
which she, her sister,andaunt had been living since the death of
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Mr.O'Connor, and theunexpecteddiscovery thatreductionsin rents
and thesudden failure of abig company in which he had invested
a considerable sum of money had so impoverished them that to re-
main at Glencree was impossible.'We must leaveour home and sell it,Maureen,' theelder of the
twogirls decided at once. '

The purchase money will give us anincome, upon which we shall be able to live comfortably in Sea
View.'

But Glencree was heavily mortgaged,and althoughit wiaBold
for abigprice, little of the purchase money came to the orphans,
and they werealmostaspoor asbefore the "sale bad been effeoted.
Their income, therefore, wassuch a small one that they fonndit a
difficult task to liveand feed three people even in tiuy Sea View.Then Mrs. O'Brien fellinto delicate health. She waß quite depen-
dent on her nieces, and, lovingher very dearly, they longed togive
her ev-rything she required.

1If Iwere gone,' Maureen reflected one day, 'Kitty and Aunt
Bedeiia would get on better. lam strong and young, and don't
mind strange places orpeople. So I'll go

—
go

—
somewhere '—a sob

chokedher— 'andearn my ownbread.'
Looking about anxiously to see what shecoulddo, a friend told

her of this po9t in Murphy's shop in Grafton street. She went toDublin, saw the manager, and was at once engaged. Her tall,
slender figure was just whathe required. Her attractive, lady like
manner would, he knew, be a valuable acquisition in his show-
room.

Maureen went home elatedby her success. But her news was
coldly received. Kitty'spride was hurt. The idea of an O'Connor
ofGlencree stooping to earnher bread in any way was a grief toher,but that she should earnitas a show-woman, in a Dublin shop,
seemed so disgraceful, that she eet her face against it from the first.
But she could not, say whatshe would,shake Maureen's resolution,and,at last, she imploredher not to decide till she had consulted
Father Tom Fagan who, in all their troubles, was their guide,
philospher, and friend. To this request Maureen gladly and
willingly acceded,knowing well that the good priest would fully
approveof the stepshe was going to take."

Poor littleKitty would ratherdie ofstarvationthanlower one
bit of her family pride,'she said, laughing, as she wentup the hill-
Bide.

'But, I'm madeof tougher stuff. IfIcan help thoseIlove
Iwill— in spiteof themselves.'

Shepaused and looked round her,in delight. A little below
stood Glencree,its gardens and orchards full of spring flowers and
pink appleblossom ;beyondit the deep waters of the bay, gleaming
brightly in the sunshine.

'To liveand die here would be an unspeakablejoy I'broke
from the girl's lips. Oh, would wehad never been obliged to l*»ave
our home— to give it up to strangers I But God's will be done.
Heknows what'sbest for us. We canonly do what we think right.
'Tigastruggle harder than Kittyor anyone else imagines to go,but
IfeelImust. '■To him that overcomethIwill give to eatof the
tree of life," we are told in the Apocalypse. Ibelievein Our Lord's
promise and will go,cost me what it may. Now for my last photo-
graph of thedear old home.'

She fixedup her camera, and had takena couple of views of
beautiful Glencree, when a young man with a dark, intelligent,
but rather pad face cameslowly over the grass towards her.

He took off his hat andbowed.'
Youare takinga photograph of Glencree,' he said. 'It ought

to make a pretty picture.'
'It does. Ihave taken it several times already,' Maureen

answered, with an utter forgetfulness of the conventionalities.'
ButIwasanxious to takea last one

—
as a souvenir.''You are going away,then / Andare sorry to go 1

''Yes,Ihavelived here all my life. Is it wonderful Ishould
regrethaving togo ?

'
He gaveanimpatient sigh.
'Isuppose not— if you love it. Iam only a newcomer and

havenot yet felt the fascination of theplace.''
Youhave no friends

—
noold associations with theneighbour-

hood.''None. Ifeel myself a stranger and am bored to death. I
think Imust get away again as soonasIcan.''

Ifyou feel that way,it might be juat as well, thoughIcannot
imagine anyone being either dullor bored at Glencree.' Shebowed
distantly,and takingup her cameramoved away.

Ithadsuddenly flashedacrossher who the youngman was,and
her heart beat quickly as she felt a pang of fear lest he should
identify her.

'The purchaserof our dearoldhome,' she exclaimed,hurrying
along towards Father Fagan's cottage. '

The heir to the rich
tradesman's money. He doesn't look too happy, poor fellow, in
spiteof his wealth. But Idohope he has not recognisedme.'

Maureen found Father Tom athome andvery glad toseeher.
Frankly shespoke out and told him the difficulties thatbeset her
path.'

Ihate to give them pain, or add in the smallestway to all
that they have been obliged to suffer,' she said,'since my father's
death. But it can't be helped. It would be folly,Ithink, to
struggle onas we have been doing,and the post offered is a good
one.''

You are acting unselfishly and doing what is right,' replied
thepriest. 'And Kitty will soon find that instead of losing caste
you will gain the good opinion of every right-thinking person.
Godbless you.'

Greatly comforted, Maureen went home. As she tripped
quickly downthehill she came suddenly face to fare with the dark-
eyed stranger once more.

The young man's face flushed, and the look of gloom passed
fromhis eyesas they met hers.

Maureen's color deepeneda little,but merely bowing her head
shepassed onwithout speaking.
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