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the same day he gave me the ‘ Coravoth.’ T was the fust
that ever sung id in those parts. But I wouldn’t give a
pin for them little Lefle Itookhs that’s goin' wow, That
wan was as big as a double spellin’ bool..”

Mary, whe did her best to keep lier countenance, said
she feared hers was one of the little ones; but, as her
brother Hugh had all her uncle’s Looks, she would see
whether the genuine edition of Lalle Hwolh was among
then, -

Phil was by this time quite cured of his weakness, and
Mary rose to take her leave.

During their conversation, Tomwmy wus exhibiting the
goldfinel’s aecowplishments to ity new mistress,

When the bird, after much coaxing, moved sideways
along its perch, now coquettishly advancing, now timidiy
holding hack, at length picked hurriedly at the buneh of
groundsel which Tommy held temptingly agaiusi the wires
of its cage, Lllie’s delight was only secand fo that of Hoeunor
Lahy herself, who gave much more atlention to the little
by-play at the window than to the conversation alout
“haoks and larnin’ ¥ hetween ler hushand and Miss Kear-
ney.

Mary, too, stopped lor a moweni to coutemplate the
seene..

Ellie’s bonnet was banging on her hack, and Ler hair
fallen loose over her face and shoulders; while the hay, who
was on his knees, looked up at her with a triumphant smile,
as the goldfinch snatched the groundsel throngh the wires,
and, placing its foot on it, commenced pulling it to pieces,

Mary thought the group would he a gaod subject for o
pleasant picture,

But how sad was the contrast when she turned to the
straw chair, and the dark, melancholy oves et Liers,  And
when she felt the love—the almost worship—tor herself
that filled those melanchaly eves, Mary found it hard to
keep hack the emotion that sweiled up from her heart.  She
turned her face away, and pulled down her veil belore
Qdding Noral good-bye.

‘ “Qh, Mary,” said Grace, whenn they had got tnto the

apen air, “wonldn’t it he well Tor that poor wivl it she

were dewd, and for her mother, toa?”’

“0Oh, Miss1”

(irace startod and leoked around.

Tt was Hovor Lahy who had followed them with 150e7s
glaves, which she had forgotten. The paor woman's hands
were stretched ont as if hegging for her cluld's Tite, and
the tears stood in her eves.

H0Oh, Miss, sure “tis she hrings all the Tuek to me!”

This woman would snatelt her ebild Trom the grave
metely hecanse ©° 'twas she braught all the Tuek to lrer!”

;\.h, if that old Louse were built upon crocks of okl —
enough to purchase the feesimple of hroad Tipperary -
Honor Lahy would have flung it all into the sea, and heen
content to “hog the warld” with her ohild, if by doing
so she could keep the lght in those languid oyes o liitle
longer.

Remonstrate with the Lheart-broken woman who paees
the floor in wordless agony frone morning Gl night, and
often from night till morning. Tell her 1t s fying in the
face of Providence ; that it ix time she should he reconciled
to her loss; and she will reply: 1t 18 so sad a case. She had
just settled lrer in the workl; encronched upon the portions
of her other children, perhaps, in order to piace her—her
darling—in a home worthy of her. And now she s gone—
the best ‘and beautifnllest of thew all
that money is! And she will Lry to make the wretehed
dross she had lost with Tier ehild the excuse Tor Tier sorrow.
But if her darling's death had bronght a queen’s dowry to
every other child of hers, the sorrow af her heart wonld
he no lighter.

Say to this olher one: “You should let your child go
where she can hetter herself. Do you want to keep ler a
drudge all her life?' And see, {lhie tears are in lher eves,
and she answers: “If she goes T wor't have anvone to do
anything for me.” But give her a irain of attendants to
anticipate her every wish, and the fears will he in her
eves all the same.

) Sa, again, this other one, whe has lighted wpon a tiny

and what a loss

pair of red woollen stockings at ihe hottom of an old’

drawer. The little feet they encased grew tired, and a
sweet, sweet little voice said: “Carry me, mamma,” and a
little sitky head drooped like a flower, and two violet eyes

grew, firsy brighter and brighter, and then heavy, and
fixed, and glazed—twenty years ago. And when she sees
you shake your head she dries her eves, and says, with a
sigh: “If 1 had her now how useful she'd be to me.” You
foolish woman!  Look at those four healthy, blooming girls.
Are they not good, and careful, and affectionate, and all
that w mother's heart could wish? On the mere score of
utility you have more help than you require, more hands
than you can find employment for. And yet you woull
cheat us with: “How useful she would be to you.” Bui we
are forgetting our story.

“0h, Misy, sure 'tis she's hringin® all the lack te me,”
said Flonor Tahy. .

Grace turned away, with her hrows knit into something
very like a frown.

Mary was greatly moved, and felt at a loss for some-
thing to say that might scothe the poor woman, when
Tommy's appearance relieved her from her embarrassment,

Miss Kliie is certainly an untidy eirl. She forgot her
gloves, and now Tommy comes running, breathlessly, up
to them with a woollen ruff held high ahove his head.

“1 hope, Mrs. Lahy,” said Mary, “that Tommy cen-
tinues to be a good boy.”’

“Te is, then, Miss,” she replied, wiping the tears from
her eyes with the corner of her apron, “very good at his
hooks,  An’ every way—on'y [or the climbin’,”

Ellie looked laughingly at the delinguent, who seratched
his ewrly poll and returned ler smile with o sheng of his
shoulders and a glance of his merry blue eyes.

“Oh, hut as ke is so good, yvoeu must net e ton strict
with him,”” said Mary, ~

“But 'tis on’y the mercy uv God, Miss,” TTonor ex-
claimed, as if her patience were tried heyond endurance,
‘‘that he don’t make smithercens uv himself. An’ besides,
I caw’t keep a stiteh on him.”

She turned round to survey the culprit, whose hones
and habiliments she considered in such constant jeopardy.

“Ohi, oh, what am I to do wnd him at all, at all? T.ook
at him,” she cried, catching Tommmy by the shoulders and
spinming him reund.  “How did you tear that picee out
uv vour breeches® An’ where is it®"”

Tommy leoked considerably snrprised; but gnided by
the #pectators’ eves—and even Grace hemored him will a
sidelong glanee—he clapped his hand behind and discovered
that pretty large picee was missing out of his corduroys.

It could be seen by his puzzled look that he was tryine
to rewember where or how fthe accident ocenrred. Flis
mind wus divided between Fom Hogan's pate and Mat the
"Thrasher’s whitehorn hedge, when casting his eves npwards,
ax people will do under like circumstances (meaning no
relerence to Tommy's mutilated garment, bot only to the
operation of his mind), a ray of light scemed to break upon
tnm from the heecl-tree. To Grace’s profound astonish-
ment he rushed suddenly to the tree, and, clasping his arms
round it, hegan to aseend. Mary, too, seemed taken by
snrprise. But the proceeding was evidently nothing new
to Ellie, who was indebted to Tommy’s elimbing propensi-
fiew for an extensive collection of birds™ eggs. :

His mother shook her head, as if she had just made
up her mind that Tommy’s case was guite hopeless, and
that reclaining him was an wntter impossibility.

(irace’s eyebrows hecame more and more elevated as ho
wounted figher and higher.

But on reaching one of the highest bonghs he stretehed
onl lis hand and Mie object of his ascent was visible to
them all: for there was the missing piece of corduroy
Huttering in the hreeze. Thrasting it into his pocket, ho
descended wilh o rapidity that caused Mary to put her
hands before her eyes, as if she thought the catastropho
which his mother considered so imminent was at hand,
atd that Tommy was then and there determined to “mako
smithereens of himself.”” Tt was preatly to lier relief,
if a little toh er surprise, thai when she Jooked round, the
cause of her anxiety was nowhere visible—he having seam-
pered into the house the wmoment his foot touched terv
firma, as if he were quite unconscions of the presence of
the littlg group who had watched his performance with so
much interest.

Mary said good-bye again to Honor Lahy, and went a
little further np the hill to pay a visit to Tom Hogan's
handsome danghter Naney, who she suspected was pining in
thought in consequence of an apyroaching event in which it
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