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RICH THOUGH FOOR.

BY A. D. F. RANDOLIH.

3 \s rood of land in all the earth,
7 upon the sea,

3 Nos

: res rare, nor gems nor gold,
» ‘ keep for me ;

5 \s ¥ y ay I wrought for bread,

: \ ! mast toil to-day ;

arenot as richas I,
so poor as they.

Jer tree the sunlight falls,
n's on the bough -

\ear a merrier note

e is warbling now ;

t an Arab of the sky,

ver lingers long—

hat o'erruns the live long year
music and with song.

r round me, little ones,
as [ sit me down,

yuts of laughter on me place
3 ic regal crown
sar, childless king, would I accept
es and domain,
crown and never feel
v hands again ?

There's more than honor in their touch,
\nd blessing unto me,

gdom unto kingdom joined,

n the sea ;

r gifts to me are brought

heba's queen did bring

him , at Jerusalem,

Was borm to be a King.

[20k at my crown and then at yours !
Look in my heart and thine :
How do our jewels now compare —
T rthly and divine ?
id up your diamonds to the light,
Emerald and amethyst,
qothing to those love-lit eyes,
ese lips so often kissed !

¢ Roman of them all,
rwther, good and wise,

nted to her little ones,
of her eyes.

own to-day,

Pour sparkle in

eck a sinless brow ;
How grow my riches at the thought
0! these in glory now !

And ¥t no rood of all the earth,
No s} ipon the sea,
\ es rare, nor gold, nor gems,
kept for me ;
¥ 2

| ‘h—myself s king !
And here is my domain,

b God can take away
To give me back again !

Stlected Tale.
From the Dublin Usiversity Magazine.)
e and Death m Tipperary.
A4 Story Founded on Fact.

CONCLUDED.
Begone, you shameful wretch!™ he ex-
simed, wildly. * Disgrace never darkened
war father's name till it was blackened by you!
3t the place !  Hide your face from all be-
zin’ to ye, you ungrateful girl! How dare
»z show vourself back here in this brazen way?
vell becomes you to have that impudence,
v that yoa've got nowhere else to go, since
la’zuard rou wint off wid is tuk up for
er and robbery.”

Astonished at this reception, yet fully com-
whending what the words of her tather meant,
Nelly endeavored to utter some explanatory
ces, but he would not listen to a word
= her, and even her mother called out stern-
Come in, Pat ;: shut the door, the air's
' in cowld.”
instant after the door was banged
vik a force that made the hinges tremble, and
erable girl found hersell once again
standing out in the chill night air, with
Qe raia pattering thickiy on her. Her head
‘eame niddy, and. Jstaggering a few paces from
# house, she would bave failea to the ground,
friendly arm been passed roand her slight
", as the voice of Bet Fagan murmaured in

ever heed, alanah ! yon'll come wid me.”
se was wist aod confusion. The widow
ted her to her own dwelling, and there
on & hed tenderly as she might have
& ber own child.

0, poor thing! peor thizg! sure you
¥oried for yoor own ruin any way !” she mar-
red, as she chafed the girl's hands, and drew
% wav

bair from her beautiful forehead.—
U8, sure meself often thought things 'id come

as !

rd the words, and understood their
ton 100 well. She fixed her dark eyes
¥ on the widow's face, bat could not ut-
i Pride choked ber atterance. The

*2its that were passing through her mind,
“of which left the miserable girl without a
9538 that she regarded her as & lost aad er-
%2 cresture.  Bet knew that human natare
:‘u ‘Tl ; aad even when she bent low over

©7, 3ad asked in a whisper if she was mar-
* % Fogarty, and received s decided soswer

sesative, she oaly shook her head more
#7232y than ever, again murmauring, “ Ob
e Wag! poor thing I
. “¥e 10 bear this any loager, the girl now
ed 5p in an excited waonver, and with a
;{’51 giow suffesing ber face, exclaimed in
« woents—
5 Bb Fazao, what d've take me for 7 Do
1 ¥ a2y one else thisk I was mane epough
"B away wid Pety Fogarty

o 4, alanah 7 sad Bet, soothingly ;

*é_,':: seed’nt care for what any ove says.”
) *F would'at I care? exclaimed Nelfy

“Mue" 10 we that wy fetber turus mo

oA
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from the house like & mad dog? But y're all
mistaken. I never went away willin’. He tak
me away—God sees he did ; au’ I never laid
eves on him since the evenin’ he carried me to
the mountains. The Lord only knows what
tempted him to do the like !”

Bet, once more urged the poor girl to calm
herself. As she could excuse frailty of one sort
so she could that of another ; and it did not
surprise her that Nelly should, as she thought,
| resort to falsehood to screen herself from shame.
Therefore she did not press her to give a par-
ticalar account of her late adventures, so firm-
ly was she convinced that a dark blot, which
| nothing could remove, rested on her character.
| Appearances were all against ner. No story
that she might frame, however plausible, could,

in Mrs. Fagan's estimation, and to use her own |

phrase, “ deceive the people out of their seven
senses ;" and when the girl took her by the
' arm, and solemnly recounted the daring act
Fogarty had been guilty of, incarrying her for-
cibly from the Cappanick hills, and the after
events, which the reader already knows, the
widow listened incredulously, though kindly,
thinking, st the same time, that it would be far
better, and more like'y to awaken the compas-
sion of the neighborhood, if Nelly stuck to the
truth, and confessed her fault repentantly. As
the young girl went on with her narration, she
only nodded her head at appropriate periods,
and ejacalated now and then, “ Dear, dear !”
“Isit possible 7" and so forth. But it was
only when she slyiy observed, “Wasu't it the
poor story that you met Fogarty at all that
day !” that Nelly suddenly became aware that
her words were doubted. Starting up,sheex-
claimed, “ You don’t believe me, Bet Fagan—
you know you dout!” and Bet, taken very
much aback, made as Jesuitical a reply as pos-
sible, which, might neither offend her poor
friend, or endanger her own knees by one of
Father McCabe's penances for downright lies.
i Withoat crediting anything whatever of the
story, Mrs. Fagan, nevertheless, remembered
every word of it, from beginning to end ; and
being much of a gossip, as well as kind heart-
ed, lost no time in telling it over again tosome
of her particular friends, and among them to
Kitty Dillon, Nelly's sister, who earnestly wish-
ed it might be true, though she could hardly
dare to hope it was.

“ There's only one bein” can clear Nelly,”
said Mrs. Fagan, asshe spoke upon the subject
to Dan Phelan, a neighbor to whom she gen-
erally applied for advice in time of perplexity;
for being, as she often observed, “a lone wo-
man,” she frequently fancied hersel: in want of
assistance. This was cousidered a decided de-

Insion on her part by the neighbors, who were |

opinion that she was perfectly capable of man-
aging the affairs of the whole country, without
help from auny one, man or woman. There
wasn't such a “ stirring woman” for miles
around as Bet Fagan : she was the best dan-
cer and the swiftest walker in the neighbor-
hood ; she could sit op with the sick nizht af-
ter night, without once snatching a wink of
she was the merriest joker at a wake,
a (“Trl)\e—

Slr’\"“ M
and the wost skillful layer-out of
an accomplishment much prized in Irelaud ; in
short, in all times of need, Bet's prescnce was
very much in demand ; not a christening, fu-

veral or wedding, could be complete without |

her ; and her large, good-natured face was of-
ten the most cheering sight that met the gaze
of many a dying one. So she said to Dan Phe-
lan, “ Ther’s « one bein’ that can clear Nel-
Iy, an’ that's Pety Fogarty, himself. Yousee
he's in gaol at Conmel, an’ maybe if you'd ride
over there, Daun, you'd get him to tell the truth
to you.”

“I'm willin’, to do it,”" replied Phelan,
stratching his head, doubtfally ; “ but I mis-
rust, Bet—it’ll be of no nse.”

“ Go, any way, whin 1 tell” urged the wid- 1

ow ; and Dan was obliged to say be would.

CHAPTER VI

The idea that his daaghter had the unblash-
ing effrontery to return to the uneighborhood,
after her supposed delinquency, struck Pat
Diilon, if possible, with greater wrath than he
had felt for the last three weeks. The com-
passion expressed for her by the neighbors, in
cousideration of her youth and previous good
conduct, only hardened bis heart, and made
him more uniikely to forgive her. He consid-
ered it a slur cast upon his name, that auy ex-
cuse coald be found to palliate her glaring mis-
condnet. Far better would he have been plea-
sed, if the couaatry all round fhad joined con-
demuing ber supposed guilt as something mon-
strous and hitherto unheard of. His sons feit
equal fury, regarding their sister with feelings
that mght have honor to Spartans of oid ;
nor was their mother at all more lenient to-
wards her unhappy child. Kitty, aloue, of ail
the family, experienced anything iike compas-
sion for the disregarded one; but shewas peremp-
torily ordered nct to see or speak to her. Nel-
Iy remained under the frieadly shelter of Bet
Fagan's roof, s prey to the most despairiag
feelings. There was one person very iuteres'-
ed in the misfortones of the girl, who, pever-
theless, spoke but little oa the sabject. This
was Denis Ryan. Doubted, despised, ss she
felt herself to be, Nelly would rather have suf-
fered her rizht hand to bave been lopped off,
than deign to ask for an interview with her
lover, when he did not seck of it himself, and
this Denis was too proad to do. Uprightana
bovest, with repatation never blemished, Ryan
was yet more caatious than generous ; and his
| affection for Nelly, powerful as it may have

| been, was not as powerfal as his fear of being!

| the mock and langhing-stock of the couatry;
| and though he heard the account Nelly bad
| givea of berseif, and was aware that she bad
always been the most trutbful of beings, he

| beld aloof waiting for ferther evidence in her .

| favor. Al this msy bhave been uatorsl and !
prudent ; but Nelly felt she would bave acted

very different towards him  Aseach day pass-
ed, she more hopeless, comprehe
more and clearly bow dificait it would
be for her to dispel the dark cloud of shame
that rested upoa ber. Betfng:hl:'klgth
had persuaded ber friead, Dan to set

. who was waiting bis trial at the vext
E:n':-« for the crime ot‘ murder  Through the

vding |

oat for Clonmel, to seek 3o interview with Fo- |

‘“ RESARDLESS OF DENUNCIATION FROM ANY QUARTER.’’

! treachery of one of his compaaions in guilt, he
| had been betrayed to the police, who after
{much fruitless searching among the Galtee
| mountains, at length captured him near Lim-
| erick, where he was about to embark tor Amer-
{ica. Upon the evening that he had carried off
l Nelly Dillon, a hint was given him by a com-
| rade that he was to be thus betrayed, and in
| consequence of this information, he abandoned
| the usual hiding-place resorted to by hiwmself
| and his lawless companions. Having deposited

the senseless form of Nelly in the cave he found

it necessary to make his escape in another di-
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rection with all speed, hoping to evade the po- |

lice as he had often done before.
ted by the fiercest feelings of revenge, his pur-
| suers were determined to hunt to the death, and

made prisoners.

Dan Phelan was not exactly the sort of per-
son caleulated for such a mission as Bet Fa-
gan despatched him on to the gaol. Peterre
ceived him sullenly, and as the poor stupid old
man scratched his head, and hemmed and haw-

DBuat anima- |

after some time Fogartyand a few others were |

|

ed, iguorant of how he should commence his |
inquiries, Fogarty maintained a dogged silence, !

by no meaus encouraging. At last Dan was
necessitated to take his departure as wise as
he came, with a very unsatisfactory report to
bring Mrs. Fagan.” Nelly, who had clung to
hope that Fogarty might have honesty enough

to clear her character, was wofully disappoint-

ed at the ill success of Phelau's efforts; the
blow fell so heavily upon her thatshe had be-

came very ill, and was for many weeks laid up- |

on a sick bed, while Bet Fagau and her old
friend, Norry Croon, nursed her with unwea-
1ying kindness,

Father McCabe, the parish priest, was call-
ed in to see her, and from his maunner, and a
few words he dropped upon hearing Nelly's
confession, Bet felt, at last, almost convinced
that she was as innocent as she declared herself
to be.

‘“ Bedad,” though she, *“ I'll thry woonst
more again, afore it is too late to get her righ-
ted. au’ sure if I fail I cau’t help it; no one
can do more than their best.”

Tbe assizes had commenced unusually early
this year, and Fogarty was now a condemned
criminal, awaiting the hour of execution in his
cell. Oune morning Bet set out on foot for
Clonme!, without mentioning the object of her
journey to any one. It was a raw day ;
was drifting over the hills and valleys ; laden
clouds darkened the sky ; but unswerving from
her purpose the widow heeded not the weath-
er. Her short, sturdy fizare might have Leen
seen moving steadily along, undaunted by wind
or snow. Arrived at the town, she made her
way at once to the gaol, and asked permission
to see Fogarty. After some difficnity it was
grauted, and she soon found hLerseif in the pres-
ence of the condemuned man. FErver since his
capture and conviction, Peter had preserved a
most undaunted bearine. The fire of ’
still barned brightly as ever ; the wild,
ful expression of his countenance rem
changed. He
for any bandit hero of romance
tened to his deat it
moving a musc
Fazan stood be him, X
for afew mioates he appeared stru
emotion

*“ Pety,” said
voice quivered slightly ;
pected to meet you next, whin we parted afte
the daace in Tim Scully’s barn.”

He made noreply,and Mrs. Fagan co:

* I'm sorry for you, an’ that’s the truth, Pe-
ty. There's a world o’ tronble kem over the
neighborhood since that same night. Poor
Nelly Dillon was blight and merryat the dance
an’ now, sare enough not one 'id
the same colleen ; it's on her acco

here to-day, Pety, an’ as ye expect

| yer sow] whin ye lave this world, I'd have ;

make a clean confession of what passed t
her quit her father’s house the way she did.
She'ill never hould up her head unless some
thing’s done to make the couuthry think bet-
ther of her than they do.”

“ What do you want me to do 7" asked Fo-
garty, gloomily.

“I waut you to tell me, in the name of all
that's blessed, did Nelly go wid you wid her
own free will an’ consent 7

“ Does she say she did ¥ asked
ing his eyes with a mockingexpression ¢

loot
siect

mizht have stood

the wiCow,

inued :

) fBaKe

Peter

face

“ Never heed what she says,” said the wic
evasively ; “ but spake for yourself.”

“ Whatever Neiiy says is true”
Fogarty.

* But that woan't do,” rejoined Bet.
people, more shame for them, woot bl
own story ; they're as black agin her as if she
was no more to them thaa a stone wall. If |
was you. Pety, I'd spake out to the truth, if i
was only to shame them.”

Mrs. Fazan was a skillful
had very couningly spoke the last words

“ Does Neliy curse me ?” asked Fogarty.

“ Curse you, Pety! Ah, not she ! Nellyisu't
the ooe to curse you, let who will ; but she's
frettin’ her life out about everything. D'ye
think she forgets the time whea vou an’ she
was coortin’, an’ you not higher than meself ?
Curse you, indeed ! D'mafraid it was only too
well she liked you alwars an’there’s the truth
for you ! Poor child ! she’s lyin’ as wake ss
an iofant pow. a'most dead in me house at
home ; an’ there isn’t one o ber people "ill pat
their foot inside the door.”

“ Does Diony Ryaa be oftea in wid you I

“ Dinay, is it? Mushs, God beip ye ! Dinay
doesa t show bis nose in the house | He's as
black agio ber as anybody else ; maybe worse

replied

“ Her

ve her

T ik e
Gipiomale, and

I'd just like to let bim see he was mistaken |

aboat Nelly, if it was oaly for spite.”
“ What caa I do for ber ? what is it you
want, Mrs. Fagan *”

! «J want you to confess out right, bow it was

eise in the place sure, that "id be encagh.”

“ 1 baven't got more thau a few days io
lise,” said Fogarty, coully ; " I'm 10 be buns
!w Tucsday ~

]

' though fearfully

“ Sure there’s time enongh for .your confes- | greater.

sion, anyhow,” replied Bet, iu a business-like
manner. “It wouldn’t take more than an
hour or two to see Father McCabe and tell
him everything.”

» BY E. O'MEARA GOODRICH.

“ Well, maybe vou had best send him,” ob- |

served Fogarty, after a pause.

‘*“ Au’ what “ill you tell him ?”
who now began to eatertain douhts about the
sort of confession Pety might make.

“ T tell him what’s the truth.”

“ You'r not jokiag, Pety ?”

‘“ Sorra joke,” replied the condemned man.

“ But what's the truth ?” persisted the
widow.

“ Father McCabe 'ill tell you,” replied Fo-
garty.

“ Pety,” said Mrs. Fagan, solemnly, * re-
mimber that we'll part shortly, niver to meet
agin in this life, an’ whatever you say, let it be
nothin’ that "ill b’lie Nelly.”

Fogarty looked impenetrable, and burriedly
said :

‘“ Send Father McCabe.”

As the turnkey came to say he must put an
end to the interview, Bet shook hauds kindly
with Fogarty, just as she had, during her life-
time, shaken hands with scores of men about
to be hung, and wiping some tears from her
eyes, left the gaol. Back again, through wind
and sleet, with the gathering gloom ot night
descending upon all outward objects, the wid-
ow went home. She was afraid to mention
any thing of her expedition to Nelly, for fear
of further disappointment ; and when the girl
anxiously inquired where she had been all day,
she vaguely repl

“ Only a piece off,
an’ I was delayed longer

“ What day is this ?”

‘ It's Friday, sure.”

‘ Saturday, Sunday, Mou

' a frind,

.d "

.\*‘il_\'.

inguired

;7 muttered

day "
loud, *there’s

>N 23 vt ¥
Nelly, as if to herself, adding

| only three days more for him to live, Mrs.

Fagan, he’ll be hung on Tuesday.”

“ Well, an’ if he is, sare the world 'ill be
well red of him,” replied Bet shortly.

Nelly said no more ; but the widow looked
uneasily at her as she saw her clasp her hands
convulsively together. A long silence ensued
only hroken by the clinking of pots and pans
nd the whirr and crackle of the blszing wood
that was helping t ]
Nelly was sitting by

get the supper

)
the

“ What way
Bet, after a long survey

“1 feel as if I was des 1

“ Lord be good to us ! How's that, au’
sittin’ there alive enongh ¥”

‘I feel as if was dead, Bet Fagan, an’as if

God had carsed me hat I was
alk rit that nobody
< »
*1t's a sin to talk that wild way,
said Bet, looking a little alarmed. N
iinly looked rather spe

in repairing, iu his gig
Fagan saw him off with great satisf 0
yet, when he was gone, a dull misziving cros-

1 her i Fozarty ©

sed hel! mind
rs worse than ever

that

make ma

e was 1 of tri

" she muttered as she wewnt 2
" an’ be no more cared for priest uor mass thao
havthen.”

flection ind 1B

b for 1)

i 4 i€

ad that she had not i

-"
to bope.

was
She felt very
d ; and when she heard tue
's giz returning, she ran out

g
ing to hear the worst at

well-know

“Well, yer riverence, what news have vou
for me ? " she asked, as Father M'Cabe alight-
ed at his own house

. \'
his reverence, slow!
1 have to say, youcan'thear morrow.”

Dear 1t

near i-to
Ob, musha, Father Jobn let me
this mionit,” cutreated the widow, ia auagouy
'3 2 2 "
Oi suspense
*To-morrow,
the nriest
“Oh, it's no g
striking her hands togze
¥ou u.~paa‘< it 0
“You mast be
joined Father M™Cal
“Oh, sorra bit 0’ ¢
riverence,” said Bet, frankn f
vou'd tell me at woust what bews you bhave,

I'd sleep

wita

To- t %
‘To sare there'll be
three masses an’ a a, an’ it il be all hoars

afore I can ses ver riverence 10 spake to

Come 10 mass, just as

misd taat.

and don't be

rayens
gly cutered

CONCLUSION.
sl 1 ¥ e
the worid bright
and uearthe b

izht Bashed it peasant

Tes Sanday brok
and cloudless, and firy
ed oa her cheek, a bright |

| were flocking to Father M’Cabe’s chapel Bat

{ Nelly to the atteation of old Norry

that Nelly wiut awsy wid ye, so that her peo- |
ple may know the truth ; aa"if you tould n

all afore Pather McCabe, aa’ gave him lave to |
* make it known to the Dilloss, an’ everybody |

| bailding

Fagaa, as ssual, got ready for twelve o'ciock
mass,sad as she left the hoose she recommended

7 Croon.—
The chapel was very much crowded that day
Bet found some difficalty in poshiiz ber way
through the mass of peopic that thronged the
The Dilloas were there, praving de-
voatly, aad sprinkling themselves well with
holy water ; while Denis Ryan coald be seec
amoog the crowd busy with his missal Nobody
was eventaally more wrapt in devotion than
the widow berself Sbe swayed hersell back-
wards and forwards ia a perfect agoay of piety,
aod & murwar like the swell of the avcan occa-
sionally arose through the buildicg as the es-
«5 33353 f

the peonie wazed srexter and

At length the sermon commenced.
Everybody was attentive. A pin might have
been heard dropping, so still was the congre-
gation. At the conclusion of the discourse,
Father M’Cabe, according to custom, entered

into some secular affairs of the parish ; asked
| why Jack Molloy hadu’t broughtin Lis harvest
asked Bet,

dues months ago, like everybody else ; threat-

' ened to denoauce any man that had beeu con-

| cerned in cutting off Tim Brogau's cow’s tail, |

and painting his borse’s skiu ; ana declared his
intention of horse-whipping whoever it was that
nailed Mary Hannegan’s three fine hens to ber
own door. The worthy pastor kept his most
remarkable piece of information till the last,

summing up all by an astounding disclosure—
Z up 5 £ |

“ And now, good people,” said he, as hLe
turned his face fuil round to the congregation,
“ I'm going to tell yon something that’ll as-
tonish and gratify you all ; and it's voless that
I have it in my power to declare to yon this
blessed day that Pat Dillon’s danghter, Nelly,
is as innocent as the unborn child.

I heard ,

the confession from Peter Fogarty’s own lips, |

in Cloumel gaol, yesterday ; and it was his wis
that I would teil it befere vou all this day.”

Here foilowed, amid the breathless silence |
| ing the expression of her features, Norry Croou

events which the reader is already acqus
with ; and whea Father John ceased to speak,

a cheer burst from the crowd that shook the |

chapgl windows, and made the image of the
“irgin over the alwar sway from side to side
perceptibly. A rash was made from the build-
ing without delay ; and Bet Fagan, being near
the door, got out first, and with the speed of
ligitning rushed to her own honse, where she
commuuicated to Nelly the glad tidiuy
had heard, and which were now known
eversbody, far and near, in the
being made acqnainted with this intelli
Nelly slowly arose from he bed, where she had
been reclining. A bright flash was in

|

but speech seemed to fail ber, for she uttered no |

word
* Oh, thin, it's meselfs the glad woman this |
day ! ” exclaimed Bet, clapping her hands, and |

Norry
frouted ber, with her hands iu
and ber withered face agitated in

ure

swaying her large head to and fro
Cr

her '.\]t\,
every fe

on NOW C(

* Didn’t I tell you, Bet Fazan, that 1 never !

believed a word again’ Nelly Dillon. Didn't]
say she wasu't the one to disgrace her people
‘Ye did, Norry, ye did,” murmured the

widow, who was now fairly shedding tears of

-

nece, of course
embraced Nelly,
idle of the floor.

"_\"' ™ said Mrs.

Fagan,
e crowd ontside to keen

1

1" exclaimed the
unable to utter a word,
neck, shedding tears

w t : ack prondly,
and in a voice that thril rough the perves
of her hearers, spoke out at last—

s Rryan! keep hack all

her tenance pain
ter might have chosen her as a personification
of proud woman's indiguation—*' I'm wothiv’

rons DOWer to her couan

- d C QeC
)
it-so v i
t 0 yoa bad

vehementiy —
door

Pat

e £ 2
1iresdeid of Lhe

father n her
hav'at one lov he
bang in the front of day
after to-morrow

“ Ne ac 3

achfally '
* Yoa were kind to me, Bet Faran ! ™ said
ily, taking her Land : *“ a0’ yvu, Norry
Croon, knew me better than my

—

d ke Peter F

all his eritges on his head, an’ great wrong

a
he dome me, and great soriow as he gave

my beart, I'd ) this Llessed day, i

e was aere, ire

e nei ors th gathered
into the house, and stood looking on azhast —
Whispers ran roand to ibe effect that Nells

atl spwe
her peo

ple right™

*“You'll come home this minnit ! ~eried Pat
Dillon, whose anger was now roased, aud
advasced to take his daughter's arm ic a 8rm
grasp g

“ Never. never ! ™ exclsimed Nelly, shak'ng

hic hand off with wild eagerness. * If there
wase't another roof to sheiter me in this world
I'd perish rather thaa pat & fool inside your
bouse ! I loved you woast, !ather ; Iloved vou
=0 well that [ broke my own heart for you '—
I did what I coa'd to forget the boy that was

as Jear to we a: my owsn life for many 2 lovg

e
{ hand to them, b

VOL. XIX.—IN
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year, just because you didn’t Jike him ; and [
strove to like another tili I did like him ; spd
I guve my promise to marry him, and God
sees it was a promise I'd huve kept : but I'm
sorry to the heart now that ever I did the like,
for the love I threw away was the only true
love amon: ye ali! Ay, Pety Fogarty ! mur
derer, robber, whatever you are, 1'd warry yvou
this minnit if you were here to takeme | Bat
we'll be together soon enough 1”

Fiercely wroth, Dillon made ano'her rash
towards the excited girl, but wany bands beld
him back.

“ You'll not lay a finger on her ! 7 shouted
the voice of Bet Fagan. ** Ye desarve this,
every one o’ ve, for yez were like Tuarks to her
an’ ye know it !”

Mrs. Dillon locked uearly as stern as her
husband ; aud her sous, who were now euter-
ing, would have almost torn their sister limb
from limb, so great was their indignation, bad
not the crowd forced them out again. While
much bustle ensuned, Nelly’s strength becumeo
exhsusted, and seeing her sway to and fro, as

{ she stood in the centre of the fioor, Bet Fags«
| rushed tocatch her in

her arms. The girl's
head dropped heavily on Lier shoulder, and sce-

shricked out—

‘“ She’s dyin’, she’s dyin’; lave the house
every oue o'ye | ”
The crowd fell back as Norry waved ker
ut the Dillons did not move.—

Bet luid Nelly on the bed, ad Mrs. Dilfon, now

| overcome with a mother’s feelings, ran forward

to her; bat gathering up al! her strength the
wirl pushed the unfortunate womar away from
her with scorn and indignation.

Pat Dillon at length Lurst into tears, and
wrung his hands despairingly.

“ Nelly, Nelly I" he cxclaimed wildly, * wou's
ve look on yer own father, au’ say ye forgive
him ¥

Fixed und glazed, the daughter’s eyes were

| fastened on vacaney ; the things of this world

hed vanished from their sight forever ; the
life-blood was already growing staguant in the
veins

* She's dead,” whispered Norry Croon, bend-
ing over her ; “ the breath’s gone.”

A wild ery, like the shrick of some forest
beast—discordaut, ferocions, despairing—rang
through the room ; sud rushing towards the
bed, Pat Dillon seized the senseless form of
his child, in his arms,. and bore it from the house

I to Lebold. The women
med and ran after himn; bat with the

f waduess, he gained Lis own house ere
ey could stop him. Flinging the corpse on
be he kitchen, he exclaimed—
not be waked & night oat o ber fa-
s house, any how,” aud theun burst iuto &
f langhter.

Bet remembered bis own words, spoken the
moruing after Nelly’s disappearance, that she
iis threshold alive again.—
¥ to lay ou* the dead Lody, acd

speed

-

.

) :
fideous pea

very mournfu it. Never had she
dressed out a f r corpse. The wake that

it in the Dillors’ house was a strauge one
he neighbors from far and near had gathered
to it—all except Denis Rsan; ard though
there were p'pes and tobaceo in abundanee, and
plenty of wliskey, there was little merriment
Oue alone of those present joked and laughed
with 2 wild revelry that struck horrorinto the
bearts rest. This was the father of her
¥ dife The light of
resson had vaunished forever frem Pat Dillou's
wind : and when bis child’s corpse was lowered
into its iast eartaly resting place upon the same
day that wiinessed the execution and burial of
Peter Fogarty, be clapped his hands, ottering
unearthiy uts of triompi. From thattime
he was a coufirmed maniac, gradually sinking
iuto idioey. His family became scattered ; the
sons departed to America and Australia ; his
wife, and danzhter Kiity, did not survive their
misforiunes very long ; aod Pat became u mis-
ect, wandering from town tn town,
aitired is a cast-off soldier’s uniform

ss before their eves

-

well known at Thurles, Clonme!,
and till his hair was grey, and his

ze, he ¢ wed to live a
into other hauds
e black and old
y stand still ; and though
sis unhappy story. and the
avorite child, is still

. | &~
* O Uis

#d.  Aze may wear and waste
anty, strength limbs, senses and
; her is as tl

Jer re;ation as a m

yes winter, with a womsan, Lot with
r, as mother, it i3 always "spring. —
A las 5 - e s ate a2 mother's

lerness while living ! how heedless sre we
vouth ot all her anxietirs and kindness ' —
But when she is dead aud anigoue —when the
aud coldness of the world come wither-
ing 16 our heart—when we experience how
sard it is 1o §nd true sympathy—how few bive
3s fi ITs ~—how !vi' will befriend us ia
mweslortane—1then it is that we think of the

WOolher we hav= ot
Perrrvy Goon rorteEe Yousesrer — A school-
m'sm t West tells the folle wing T chinadent
She was ching a smail school s an ad-
j g town, and “ boardisg rownd.” Os visi
tuzr s ~ vew place” o Mouday noun, she sea
ting herself with the family roond a smali

"

ine table. and made 3 weal of brown Briad.
fat fried pork, and roast potatoes. Just lLe
fore pushing back from the table, a yoangster
of ten years, «x-laimsd -

“1 know what zood victuals is yes@a'am )
z* “Do roa indecd ?” exchia
ed tbe embarrassed sehrolma’sm, not knowing
what to say. and ashamed to say nothinz —
“Yes, ma'am' [ knows what pood victash -
['ve heen awaT from Lome®wn Ymee w0 ] eats
] - a % . »
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