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The boy tucked the dilapidated garment under his
arm and disappeared.

Mrs. Lahy took the letter from her bosom, and let the
hand which held it drop down by her side, looking into
Phil’s face as if she suspected he knew all about it, and
was playing off some trick upon her.

“Read it,” she said at last calmly, and sat down again
after handing him the letter.

Phil put on his spectacles, and studied the superscrip-
tion and the post-marks with great deliberation, a pro-
ceeding which Honor seemed to consider quite necessary,
for when she saw him baffled by a plotted post-mark, she
stood up and pulled aside the little window-curtain to give
him more light.

“ ’Twas posted in Boston, United States,” said Phil,
“on either the first or fourth of September, eighteen hun-
dred and ”

“Maybe, wud the help uv God, ’tis from Larry,” said
she, leaning affectionately on Phil’s shoulder, “Open it,
Phil, in the name uv God.”

Phil did so, and holding back his head, read: “My dear
sister ”

“ ’Tis Larry,” she exclaimed, giving Phil a shake that
made him request she would “be easy,”

“Thanks be to God! ’Tis Larry. He’s alive. What
did I tell you? Eh, Phil?”

And she gave him another shake, which had the effect
of making Phil deliberately push back his chair and lean
against the wall, thereby preventing further assaults from
behind. He glanced at the end of the letter, and said
after a pause:

“ ’Tis from Larry.”
But on separating the leaves of the large sheet of

letter-paper a slip fell from between them on his knees.
“There’s ten pounds in id,” said Phil, looking at the

writing on the slip.
“Arra whist, Phil! Where is id?”
“Take this to the ank to-morrow, an’ you’ll get ten

goold sovereigns for id.”
Honor fixed her eyes upon his face, as if his words

were quite beyond her comprehension.
“Phil achorra,” said she, in a reproachful tone, and

trying to recover her breath, “Phil, achorra, read the
letter.”

She drew a low stool towards her, and gently pushing
the dog from between Phil’s legs, sat down in front of
him with her hand under her chin. Phil read the letter
in a steady monotonous tone, stopping occasionally to
comment upon its contents, and leaving off altogether at
one place, and fixing his eyes on the opposite wall, as if
he were addressing a rather numerous audience, delivered
an interesting lecture on the rapid growth of American
cities; dwelling particularly on the fact that the man was
still alive when the book from which he had his informa-
tion was printed, who sold the ground upon which the city
of Cincinnati was built for a “pony-horse”greatly to
the edification of his wife, who had a profound respect
for his erudition.

“Put that in your hussif,” said Phil, handing her the
cheque.

She did so; and set about preparing Norah’s boiled
bread and milk without speaking a word.

“Are you goin’ to get that cheque cashed?” Phil
asked next morning after breakfast, as he unfolded a news-
paper the schoolmaster had just given him on his way to
school.

“Arra whist, Phil,” was her only reply.
“Don’t be makin’ an oonshugh uv yourself,” said Phil.

“Go get yourself ready, an’ as soon as I finish this speech
uv the counsellor’s I’ll go with you.”

During the afternoon of that day Mat the Thrasher
observed Honor and Phil from the roof of Tom Hogan’s
barn, which he was thatching, slowly wending their way
up the hill towards the hamlet. When they came opposite
the first house Honor went in, and Phil slackened his pace
to wait for her. There was nothing extraordinary in this,
and Mat proceeded with his work; But when he saw the
same thing occur at every house they passed, his curiosity
was excited; and instead of looking over his shoulder, he
turned round and sat upon the ladder to observe them more

conveniently. He now saw. that Honor, both On entering
and leaving each house; held out her , hand as if she were
begging for alms. By the time she reached Tom Hogan’s
there was quite a crowd at her heels, the looks of most of
whom expressed wonder and delight but Mat did not fail
to notice a dark scowl of envy in the faces of a which
only showed, however, that human nature in Knocknagow
nas like human nature all the world over. Mat came down
from the roof of the house to see what it was all about.

“Wisha, more uv that to you, Honor; an’ didn’t I
always tell you the luck ’d come when you laste expected
id,” exclaimed Tom Hogan’s wife, as she followed Honor
outside the door, with the stirabout stick smoking in her
hand.

And now Mat s own face assumed the look of astonish-
ment which it so puzzled him to account for in the faces
of those around him. For spread over the palm of HonorUahy s extended hand he beheld ten bright gold sovereignsshining in the sun. &

Honor and Phil spent nearly the whole of that nightdiscussing the important question of how their capitalmight, be invested to the greatest advantage. Phil wasdivided between the purchase of a “new-milk’s cow” and
turning corn merchant.

“As you won’t agree to the cow,” said Phil, “whatdo you think of buying oats? The loft ’d be very'handy,by gettin’ the holes mended. I always thought it a pityto see such a loft goin’ astray. An’ since the new school-house was built ’twasn’t worth a penny to us except thefive shillings from the dancing-master, an’ whatever trifleBiddy Murphy gave you for her benefit party.”
But Honor had her own plan, and was resolved upon

following it.
“I’ll :talk to Mat Donovan to-morrow,” said she, “an’

he’ll tell me what things ’ll be wanted to fit the place upproperly.”
So Mat was consulted; and the second day after, Wat-tlotoes stopped his little blue cart at Phil Lahy’s dooragain; but thus time Phil was called out to assist in ;.>ar, v.

mg in several inch and half-inch deal boards. Tom Carey,the carpenter, was employed inside the house during theremainder of the week. And on a certain memorableTuesday raorhing a straw basket heaped up with meal,with a bright tin measure on the top of the heap, was seenin the window of Phil Lahy’s old house; a stand of thefinest salt herrings that eye ever beheld— judge fromthe three that glistened on the segment of the top of thebarrel that was left—stood* outside the door; and HonorLahy stood behind her new counter, upon which was laid
a huge square of salt as white as her cap.

From that day forward the world went well with HonorLahy—so well, indeed, that dark hints were thrown out bysome people that the ten sovereigns were part of the con-tents of a “crock” found under the hearthstone in the“barrack,” at. the left-hand side of the fire. There wereno fewer than five living witnesses— four of them hap-pened to be in America who could bear testimony to animportant circumstance in connection with the story of thecrock. The circumstance referred to was this: Three yearsbefore—the year of the big snow, in fact—Phil Lahy, while
removing a projection of .the hob, that encroached too farupon the fireplace, found a bad halfpenny all encrustedwith mortar, which was so hard that Phil altogether fadedto remove it from the coin by the application of his thumb.
But when it was recollected that Phil himself had told his
neighbors that the halfpenny was one of James the Second’s

the truth of the story of the crock of gold was considered
beyond all reasonable doubt.

(To be continued.)

Do not attempt to cover over your failure with a
mass of words. Face rather the unadorned facts of the
failure as it would be, and resolve that it shall not be.

Far better be wise than be foolish, v.
Far better be well than be ill,

Far better be sure than be mulish, ■
When afflicted with cough or chill ;

Far better like others be mending,
You’ll admit they are right, I’m sure,

Get the best thing at first and cease spending
Get Woods' Great Peppermint Cure.
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