
How well Iremember the curiosity with which Iused to
regard her— at least, as much of her as was visiDle

—
for a failed

cloak concealed her form, and indeed her face, with the exception
of thenose, a small patch of forehead,and one eye. But once or
twioe her hands relaxedthe closegrip of the cloak abouther head,
thus letting it slip back, disclosing to me a poor old face deeplylined, and pathetic in its expression. It somehowgaveme the idea
thather life had been a sad one; nor wasIwrong,asIafterwardslearned.

One eveningItook my accustomed walk ina direction hithertounfrequented by me. The road was bleak and lonely, with a wide
stretoh of bogoneither side which jußt thenlooked dazzling in the
glory of an autumn sunset. A few thatched cabins dotted the
almost bare landscape,and evidently it was only thevery poorest
whodwelt there. As Iwas passing one tiny shieling, whom should
Isee in its doorwaybut the little figure which had before now
excited my interest. She wasenvelopedin the old green cloak Bhe
always wore.

So it was here she lived then. Iaawher padlock the ricketty
doorand take her waydownthe road whichIhad just traversed. I
stood lookingafter her till a step behindoausedme toglance round.
A poor woman whomIknew was approaching, carrying an apron
full of fagots for her evening fire.'

Good evening,Mrs. Connell,'Isaid.
'Good evening kindly, Miss, an* isn't it the gran' weatherintirely we're gettin' V
'Lovely weather, indeed. lam admiring the beauty of thebogs.''The bogs inaak!' repeatedtheold womanin disgust. 'Faith,Miss,if ye had to live inthebogs ye'dsee nobeauty in 'em.'" Perhaps so,' Iassented smilingly,

' but, Mrs. Connell, who is
the little womanthat lives inthat cabin1 She has just gone down
the road you see.''Oh, is it MaryLunnyoumaneV lookingafter the nowdistantfigure.

'
That's Mary, sureenough. She livesalone there.''Has she no friendß, then

—
no familyV

'Is it poor Mary, Miss ? She hasn't wan belongin' to her in
Ireland. They all crossed thesays long ago,an' lefther here. She'sjust apoor little womaneen that all of 'em forgot.''Poor creature!' Isaid, 'and how doesshe live V

1Wisha, the neighbors are good to thepoor thing. Sh« don'tgo 'round beggin,' you know, Misa, but every wan is fond of her,an1 they dobe all sendin'her the bit an' the sup,an' shegets enoughthat way. An' the chanty is her own,mind you. When the ould
house wasburned down on her the neighbors gother together an1settledup this for her.'

Seeing Mrs Connell was in such a communicative fmood Iwalked back along the road with her. The following, which Ihave thrown into narrative form, is what she told me concerningMary Lunn, and few will deny that the story is sufficiently touch-
ing :—:

—
Mary's father and mother died of typhoid fever within a fewdays of eachother, leaving their eldest child, thenagirlof eighteen,

incharge of eight small brothers andsiaters. Itwas aheavyburden
for shoulders so tender, but Mary bravely undertook it, and from
the moment the last sod was laid on her parents' grave she tried to
tare theplace of both towards the orphaned children. How she
did it was a mystery to everyone,but Bhe managed the little farm,
for they possesseda few acres of land,milked and lookedafter thecows, cooked themeals, made the littleones' clothes,kept them at
school regularly, and all this entirely without help, for Jim, whowasnext toher inage, washer junior by sixyears.

Yet the rent was paidasbefore, and food was somehow foundfor the helplesslittlemouths. Mary alone knew thedifficulty of itall,and aftera couple of years the strain began to tell onher. Her
face began to lose its softness, and linea appearedabout her mouthandeyes;her little figure too— for even then she was little—be-came slight and spare, and now and then Bhe would look quitewearyand tired.

There was one whonoticed all this with pain,for though Marywasnot pretty in the least, therebeat one heart whoseevery throbwas for her. After all
—

and it is a consoling thought for plainwomen
—

beauty seldom awakens real love;it may excite a pasaion
strong perhapswhile itlasts, butnot abiding.

Barney O'Donovan had all this time been witness of Mary's
uncomplaining Belf-sacrifice. And the bisj honest fellow's heart
wentout to the generous littlemaid, who had evera cheerfulRmile
andabright wordfor him. Butnow he began to fear that thingswerebecoming too much for her,so he did what for months hehad been mustering up oourage to do— he went and told Mary
simply that helovedher, andasked her tobe hia wife.

For a brief space the brown eyes shone with happiness, thentaking heroourage in both hands she told him itcould neverbe.Shehad received a sacred charge from her dead parents
—
it was her

duty toperform it fully. She must watch over the young family
depending onher with parentalcare

—
she couldnot do that and behis wife, too.

ButBarney, in the plenitude of hia affection,urged that thatwasnoobstacle. He would work for them and her— he wouldbe afather to themas truly as she wasa mother. But Mary ehook herhead.

She didnot doubthis love,but she could not bind him to sodifficulta task.
Isee, Mary, said Barney at length, sadly, 'there's no oon-

vinoin ye. Butmy love for ye will lait always,an'afther all theohilder will be big sometime. I'll wait for ye if 'twas half acentury.1
She tried to make him cast aside thisnotion;but no,honestBarney would not giveuphis " littlebit of future,1as he termed it.So the yearscrept on, each seeming to Mary more dreary thanthe last, though she wasstill as cheerful as ever. Barney,inobedi-ence to her request,had never mentioned the mattersince,bat sheknew instinctively that time was only strengthening his love forher. He always insistedon helping: her in the spring and harvestwhen the outdoor work was most pressing;indeed but fothis un-ostentatious assistance ahe would have been forced to employ alaborer,an outlay whichshe oould ill afford, for the task of ffndinirfood for so manyhealthy growingboys and girls wasevery day be-

coming harder.
ButJim wasnowa tallladof sixteen,and she flatteredherselfthat he would relieveher of the chief portion of the outdoorworkShehadkept himat school up to this;nowhe must work on thefarm.
But after a yearJim grewrestless;why should he work andslaveon a few miserable acres of bog while numberless chances o£gettingon awaited him elsewhere.
Mary listened to his longings witha sinking heart. She feltshe waspowerlesstoprevent his going, so one spring morning Jimlefthis home for ever. He wassorry to leave them all, tobe sure,

buthow could a fellow be expected togive up his chance in life forthe sake of his family ? And,of course,he would send themlotaof money by and by. He wroteoftenat first,but he wantedall themoney he couldearn. Thenhis letters came butseldom,and at lastceaßed to come atall.
Meanwhile Tom, the next boy, had stepped into his place athome. He was quieter and steadier than Jim, and Maryfondlythought that he would share her responsibility. Sohe did for awhile. But who can account for the cravings of youth t A red

coat cast all this lad's solidity to the winds. The longing for asoldier's life was uponhim, and his patient sister's objectionsonly
intensified it. Sohe, too, went,

And thenLarry becameher prop. But whatneed to weary thoreader further 1 One by oneallthe boys fled from thehome oirole.Eachinhis turn rebelled against sacrifice. Self roseup and saidBhe was to be obeyed, and her voice was listened to and her ootn-mandactedupon. And for a while they bore in their memory thelittle woman far awayin Ireland— she who had been their very
mother. Yetin the endit was the same withall

—
they forgot theirhomeand Mary.

BubBarney still watched and waited,his lovenonethe weakerbecause Mary'shair showedmany a streak of silver andMary's faoethe tokens that she was no longer young. To him she would bealways youngand beautiful. Ina few years more the little girls
wouldbe grown,he toldhimself, and then— ah, thenhe wouldhavehis reward!

Two moreyears rolled by, and Kattie was a pretty maidenof17. Butshe had the restless spirit too.'
Let me go to America,Mary,' she pleaded;'whatcanIeverdo athome unless Igo to service V
AndMary lether go.
But two nowremaineJ,and Barney,after 13 yearsof waiting,insistedon his rights.
Mary at last let herself be persuaded that marrying Barney

would not interfere with her duty to Maggie and Hannie. Bhelooked forward toher wedding-day with that pure and settled joy
which those alone experiencewhohave sacrificed personaldesires tohigher motives.

Itwas aharvest evening- juat two days before that appointedfor themarriage. Mary hadbeen hard at work bindingcorn,and,feelingunusually tiled, had retired early, after warningMaggie 'torake the fire an' not forget the sop of hay.'
Maggie did rakeit certainly, and hunfj the wispof hay on the'crane

'
to haveitdry to kindle the fire within the morning; butMaggie did most things carelessly, and she did not notice that sheplaceda smouldering log dangerously near the hay.

Barney sat uplate this night. A strange excitementpossessed
him which made rest impossible. Thinking a turn in thenight airwould calm him, he opened thedoor and wentout.

A fullmoon sailedhigh inthe heavens, flooding the bog with
its silver radiance. He glanced towards Mary's cottage,but insteadof the white walls shining in themoonlight, he saw withhorror alurid flame shootinguphigh into thesky.

There was no doubt aboutit
—

thehouse wason fire.
With frantic hastehe flew to the spot, andon reaching it gave

a ?appof relief ashe distinguished female forms outride. Buthis
relief was only momentary, for a second glance showedhim that
Mary was not one of them.'Mary ? Where is she 1

'
he askedhoarsely.'

She'supin the loft,' answered Maggie, wringing her hands indistress. 'We durst not go in for her. Oh, my1 what will wedo ?'
With a cry of dismay Barney rushedinto to thehouse through

smoke and flames. Itwas suffocating. He groped about inBearoh
of the ladder which led to the attic,and at last found it thrown on
the (loor. He placedit against the wallunder Mary's door. Abore
thehissing of the flames he could hear her feeble cries forhelp.
Ina moment he had passed through theblazing doorway into the
room. Hecalled Mary, for he could see nothing he wasbo blindedby smoke ;she rushed towards him. Catching her firmly in his
armshe turned to make the descent, but to his consternation the
ladderhad taken fire, andeven as he looked it fell to the floor with
a crash. What was he to do? Another minute there meant
certain death. He could not get out by the window, for it was
only a skylight. There was nothing for it bat to jump downinto
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OLD MARY.
It wasat Mass that Ifirst noticed Mary. Onr pew was juit outside
the sanctuary,and Mary invariably kn«lt at the altar-rails ;but
daring1 the Bermon she pat on the stop, facing the congregation.
Thishabit it was that first drew my attention to her.
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