
(By Mrs.Gubtabik, in theNew York Freemxn's Journal.)
CHAPTER I.

As idle as apainted ship
Upona painted ucean.

A blizing sun,a cloudless blue sky, a sea smooth as a mirror,a
misty shore line with a distant background of purple hills, aad ourtrim yacht, the Sea Fern, motionless as the ship of the "

AncientMariner." We had been spending a sbcrt vacation at Tom Fer-
guson's newly-acquired lodgy oa the Meßruiamiori in lavernes«-ehire. Having "hunted" the grouse win most unsatisfactoryresults, andhaving experienced a variety of weather, for the mostpart unpleasant,some of us were very glad to accept Majur Oakford'sinvitation to have a short cruise along the Ea9t (Joust in his yacht,theS"a Fern, which wa9 awaitinghis orders inCromnrty Bay.

Having got out of the mountain ranges we found the weathersuddenly changed to intense heat,and here we werebeoalmed off
the Northumbrian coast, our summer raiment left behind at thelodge, and no ice on board. Our indefatigable sportsman, Tom Fer-guson,our host, Major Oakf jrd, and two other men have taken theemail boat, aheap of fishing tackle, and their cigar cases and, under
pretence of fishing, are all smoking or sleeping at some distancefrom the yacht with a tangle of fishing lines over the boat's side.Andhere are we women left toour owu devices. There is nothingto
do or discuss. There i% Lady Ferguson, Tom's mother, placid audstout, who would be perfectly hippy if we would let her sleep inpeace witha hideous sun-boanetulted over her eyes:there is hereldest daughter, Elsie, unmarried and satirical ;her murned daugh-ter,Jenny, romanticand lackadaisical ; thereis also a dashing youngwidow, and there is ihe pretty youag bride of our host, Daisy Oak-ford,a lively, saucy girl, fully tweuty yearsyounger than her grav-
haired husband, aad myself, her bumble" scho )1 friend, Carrie
Freshton.
\ There was a whisper ofsome kindof romance about the meetingof Major Oakford and his young wile,still no one leally knew their
story ;but we were shortly io listen to the interesting narrative from
the li{.b of one of the principa's." Why don't you settle to some work, girls, and don.t fidget1"said Lady Ferguson." We cannot settle to work when there's no work to do,"grum-
bledElsie, "ndthere's nothing new to read."

CHAPTER 11.
There is nounion here of hearts
That findsnot here its end.

Young Mrs. Oakford seatel herself in a reclining chair. Sh9
wasa pretty picture iv her natty yachting dress and a»ilor hat, her
golden cur's making an aureola around her lovely face and gliming
inthe sunbeams." Please giveme that large fan, Mrs.Dubeck,and look interestedin that scrap of lacework; thenIwill make my first appearance asa public speaker,"she begangaily."

Imust tell you that Iwas a thoroughly Bpoilt child, a romp,
and a madcap, the youngest ot a large family,mostly boys. Mychief^ companions were my youngest brother and his friend, thevicar's son. Whea Bortie Maryn andIwere of the respective ages
of twenty and sixteeu, we imagined ourselves in love with eacb
other. Then my people opened their eyes to the state of the case,and scolded usunmercifully. Iwas packed off to a grand school atBrighton, andBertie had to bes;in his career at oneof the Londonhospitals. Of course, absence soon partly worked a cure "

"Italways does, said Elsie," Oatof sight out of mind is the
truest proverbIknow.

"We ao not always forget the absent,"said the widow,trying
to look pa'hetic but failing in the attempt.

"My father wasan impulsiveand passionate man," Daisy con-tinu.d, "and he made me promisemost faithfully never to write, orreceiva a letter from Bertie. Ipromised, bul Ithought it veryun-kind thatIwas not allowed to write to explainmatters."Explain indeed,' cried my father, irately, I'll explainmatters
to Mr. Popinjay with ahorse-whip! The idea of that poor parson'sson,with not a penny at command, and nobrains to boast of, toas-
pire to anengagement with my daughter !""'But,dear Papa,'Isobbed,'he will be a doctor in a few years*time andearnlots of money."" 'St. George and the Dragon!' stormed my father, who wouldever trust their lives in the hands of a thoughtless simpleton likeBertie Maryn? He has not brainsenough tophysic a snipe.""Thus he went on," shecontinued,"storming and raging whilstIwas dissolved in tears and misery untold, thiukiug myself themostblighted of human beings. Well,Iwas sent toBrighton, and aftera few weeksIenjoyed my life there aad f jrgotmy crosses."

1 went home at vacation and heard sad accounts of Bertie'slife inLondon:he had goc among a wild set, the vicar had heavybills sent in,and, naturally,poor Bdrtie had been
" plucked"

inhisexam. His mother toldme not to take gos9ip for gospel truth, andthat Bertie wasnot asblack ashe was painted;andsheimplied thathis thoughtless expenditureand wild conduct wereowing to the dis-appointment. Ibelievedher ;whatgirl would not whena first loveris inquestion?
"" Very younggirlsare awfully silly," said Elsie." True, Elsie dear,andIwas just the silliest of girls. WhilstIwas at bomo Bertie sent a letter to me through his mother, bntIre-fused to takeit,mindful of my promise. She, however,read italoud
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"Well, thtn, talk aboutsomethinginteresting."
"There'snothingto talkabout," saidJenny ;"wehave exhaustedevery subject.""

Then go to sleeplikegood girls, dean."
"We arenot dormice,mamma. Carrie Freshton, can you not

suggest something ?
"

"If Carrie cannotIcan," exclaimed our lively widow. "Let
usmake a second editiun of the " Canterbury Tiles;' let us tell the
adventuresof ourselves or our friends;it will pass the timeuntil
dinner if we arenotmeltedin the interval."

"Nothing ever happened to me except my husband's getting
knighted for being Jlayor of C and spending an ocean of money
when Royalty came to open our new Town H»!l," sad Lady Fer-
guson,placidly."Oh, pray spare as that episode,mamma," snappedElsie;" weallknow itby heart !

"
"Nothing everhappened to me except mairying James," sim-

peredJenny,ready to tell her love story indetail,but sharp-tongued
Elsie nipped the design on thebud,exclaiming:"Tbere was nothing very excitingin that;youhadbeen friends
from children. Buteventhat experience has not happened to me.""The most excitingevent in my career was the loss of nearly all
Ipossessedby the failureof the Glasgow bank,"said the widow. "It
is not apleasant remembrance. Iwill not recount it for your bene-
fit. How singularly monotonous the life of a woman is,after all.""

Here is dear Daisy Oakford," said Lady Ferguson, as the
pretty, dainty bride cameup from the tiny cabin, fresh and rosy,
after hersiesta. "Now,perhaps her history has been more exciting
than ours, thoughshe is the youngest of the party."

"Age has nothing to do with adventures," said Miss Elsie,
tartly. Age wasbecoming a tender subject with her.

"We were going to tell our adventures to pass the time, MrsOakford," said the widow, gaily:but upon reflection, we find thatnone of us ever had any, Please to tell ns if you have been more
fortunate."Ihave had nothing worth calling an adventure," said oarfair host«B8. "Stay— did you ever hear how and whereImet
Chris?""Oh,no,we are dying toknow," weall exclaimed.

"We lookedupon Major Oakford as a confirmed old btcheloruntilhe surprisedusby bringinghome his fair young wife," said Lady
Ferguson.

"Did youreally? Well,Isee you all look a trifle coloured
with the heat andmonotony, so Imust make an effort to interestyou,even thoughIhave to give undue prominence tomyself in the
narrative. Lady Ferguson, you will hear so much if youclose your
eyes and shelter under your sun-bonnet. Elsie, dear, lounge over
the bulwarks and signal to our truants to our satisfaction and theirs ;
Carrie, pass the decanter of water

—
±nd now for my trifling adven-ture."

The eminent Hebrew financier,Mr.Ooschen, took upon himselfa few dayiago tomake aspecial defence of the Royal Irishbaton-men. He asserted that they carriedont their part in the coercionplay with the mildness and self-restraint of so many martyrs. As
Mr. Goschen, so far as we know, has never badan opportunity offeeing those gentlemen in their war paint, his assuranceson the sub-jectareespecially valuable for the purposes of history, "as she iswritten." ItiB nota little curious that only a day or two after hespokean Irishnewspaper editor wasso driven to incredulity by thestory which a reporter of hia own paper told of wLat he saw theBoyal Irishdo, that he put his doubts on tha subject into the shapeof an editorialcomment. The reporter wasdescribing the Falcarraghevictions,ana he stated that when resistance was offeredat the houseof Mrs. M'Ginley, stones were flung at the defenders by the policeaswellas theemergencymen. This the editorof the freeman'sJournalBaid he could hardly credit; but the next post brought him acorroboration of the reportsigned by severalother witnesses of thescene— Mr. Dalton, M.P.; Mrs. Amos, Miss Borthwick, FatherM'Faddenand Father Boyle. But this is not,so far as our recollec-tion serves us, the first time that the police were found convertingthemselves into a stone-throwing mob at evictions, and otherwiseexceeding their duties in aid of the evictors of those who are
practically their ownkith and kin. There is many a good andhumane man serving in the ranks of tha Royal Irish Constabulary ;but there are,on the otherhand, many who area thoroughd'sgraceto the country which they claim as their own;und itis those blacksheep who have earned the encomiums of such friends of humanityasOoschen and Co.

The Archbishop of Cashel, hot-foot from the Eternal City,has
given his benison to the Tenants' Defence Fund,together with a sub-scriptionwhichrepresents initsmnnificence,insomedegree, the gener-osity of his great Irishheart.His grace,in forwardinghis fifty poundsto the fund toFather Rafferty,of Tcurle*.expressed his warm hopethat thepatrioticefforts of tha people to aid their evicted brethrenthroughout the country mightbe crowned with success. So far asthose wholiveunder his own immediateeye in the townof Thurlesare concerned, there is not much reason to fear a failure. Themeetingheld therelast Monday gave earnest of what theyintendedtodo. Over a hundredpoundswassubscribedon thespot,and thereis nodoubt that this sum will be largelyaugmented ere the subscrip-tionhas been closed in the townand vicinity. The doubling of lastyear's subscriptions was an object of emulation with manypresent.Father Rafferty, Mr.JosephRyan, and Mr. Finn led the way in thiscommendable race, and several more took up the running with awill. One thing tobe noted about these Tipperary meetings is thatthere areat least noapologists for wrong-doersorcompromising withpublic enemies. Forty-five years ago,Father Duan pointedout atthe Thurles meeting, Tipperary had double the populationitnow
boasts. Though emigration anddestitution werecontributory causasof this awful decline,it wasrapacious andcruel landlordism,backedupby its crowbarbrigade, which wasmostly responsiblefor the havoc,he declared. If these words be true of Tipperary— and their truthnoeducated Irishman can question

—
how much more wonld they befaithfully descriptiveof other counties io Ireland not so favourablyplacedf But Tipperary has now turned a nevr leaf in the chapterof its relations with thi extirpatinghydra ;aud the impetus given tothemovementby itspatriotic Archbishopand clergy is certain to beof enormousvalue in guiding itto a successful termination.

DAISY'S MISADVENTURE.
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