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then, with so many and such wholesale evictions staring
us in the face, that there should be agrarian discontent
too often breaking forth in wild justice of self-defence
or banded violence !

““That is, that they would murder us is it 1" said
Mi. Baker: for Mr. Baker always took care to identify
himself with the higher class, though on account of
his harmless blustering disposition he often., uncon-
sciously, told bitter truths against them.”

““That they would murder us, is it!? ay, the
pa hem, ha! yes, they would if they eould; but
you see I don’t care that about them,” and Mr. Baker
held up a swmall teaspoouful of punch for inspection,
and then drank it off. Not that, faith! Haund the
decanter down, Frank, my Loy : that will do. Why,
you are laking uothing. I would recommend il to
you: nothing like a good glass of punch to keep up the
spirits : T could never have done all I did but for it."”

""There i: no danger. Mr. Baker, that any one
will attack you: vou have given them too many whole-
some lessons to mind you now. said Kate, vaising her
eyes from the book. and looking smilingly at M.
Baker.

As T said before, or, as T should have =aid, if I
did not say it. Mr. Baker was a great adntirer of the
fair sex, and though a heavy-lookiuy man. never missed
acknowledging a complinrent from a lady, so he gol up
to make a how, but in attempting to do so he upset his
glass of punech, and walked on Fid. It happened that
Fid and the cat were enjoving themselves most con-
fortably on the hearth-ruc. so when Mr. Baker dis-
turbed their tete-a-tete. Fid protested against il in
sundry angry velps.

“Choke that dog ' ~uid M. O'Donnell.

“Poor little Fid: come here, poor thing., Where
are you hurt?  There now. don't erv, and 'l ecure
you. Sure, he couldn’t help i, said Bessy, and
Bessy took Fid to nestle in her mamma's lap with her.
Fid felt that he fell into kind hands. for he onlv whined
a littte, aud then laid his Dittle silky head to resi
beside Bewwy =, ’

“Noo Miss, noo [ oeenldn’t help him—-1"m blowed
if 1 could, for [ could not: wee. T spilt all (he puuch.
I beg vour pavdon, M Kate.”

UDon't mind, My Baker. no havm done,” and she
wiped away the streaming Hoguid, and placed a cleuan
glass for Mr. Baker,

ST think. Avo Baker, vou were soing to tell us
about some Tellows that attacked vou, or something of
that kind.”

COh, ves: did b oever tell vou, Mro - T aud he
nodded at Willy,

“Mr. Sheal” sucgested Willy.

“Well, Mro Shea - good name. too - where is thix
L owas?

URome adventure you were going to relate,” said
Witly. -

“Oh, yes: vou =ee. 1 was coming from Cashel one
night, and [ bhad a large sum of money about me.
Just as T was coming by the grove 1 saw two men, and
they slunk into the diteh ax soon ax they saw me.
Begad, something struck me. so 1 out with wy pistols.
When T came up one of them jumped out aned seized
the reins, - Out with your arms and money, or yon
are a dead man,” he shouted: the other fellow was
standivg beside me with a gun presented. * Heve,’
said I, putting my haud iu, as if for them, but hefore
he had time to look about him 1 out with the pistol
and blazed at him. ile turned aboul like a top and
fell dead. My lLorse jumped with the fricht, and that
saved me, for the other fellow missed me with his shot :
T turned at him, but he jumped over the ditch. Tust
as he was going out I picked him behind.”

‘“That was well done.” said Willy: "did vou bury
the dead man?"’

** No, the pa—--, rascals, T mean, took him away;
at least he was never oot.”’

“Y¥ou had more adventures than that, though,”
said Frank.

“More! it would keep us till morning to tell vou,
by jove; but the villains arve now so much afraid, they

are shunning me. I suppese I shot about a dozen in
all 1’

‘A dozen! really the government ought to pension
you.”

"'Bo they ought, boy; so they ought; that's what
I do be telmg Lord Clearall, for we are particular
friends. Shove over the decanter; [ hadu’t a glass
of puneh this two hours.”

Mr. Baker’s measure of time must have been
guided by no chronemeter but his own, for the hand of
Mr. O'Dounnell’s elock had not revolved over ten minutes
since he had filled his last glass.

"1 suppose you will not go home to-night, M.
Baker,”" said Frank

“Certainly, hoy: certainly.  Why not?” :

It is rather late and the roads are said nol (o
e too honest.”

“Ha. ha. ha! ne fear of that: they know old
Jack Baker too well for that: many a one of their
skins T tickled,”

“Won't you be afraid, Mr. Baker?” said Kate.

Afratd ! ha, ha, ha, afraid—Jack Baker—afraid!
by jove that ic a =zood oue! 1 assure you, Miss Kale,
it would not be well for a man that would tax Jack
Baker, old as he s, with cowardice: ha, ha, ha, ha!
Jack Baker afraid! look at these bull dogs, Frank:
need a man be afraid having thewm ?"

Frank took the pistols to the side table, and under
pretence of examining them, he extracted the balls, no
doubt with the charitable intention of preventing Mr.
Baker from committing murder: he then went into
the kitchen. While Frank was in the kitchen, Mr.
O"Donnell was taking a doze, and Willy being engaged
in a cosy chat with Kate and Mrs. 'Donuell, and
Bessy, and puss, and Fid, held a council en the sofa,
s Mr. Baker thought the best thing he could do was to
take & map: and in ovder to make his doze comfertable,
he first. emptied hix glass.  Certain sonorous sounds
emitted from Mr. Haker's nasal organs betokened
plainly as words conld that he was enjoying rather a
heavy doze.

“Come, Bessy, child.” said Mrs. O'Donnell, “‘let
nz leave Fid and puss now to sleep for themselves, and
a4V Vour pravers.’’

The pretty little thine knelt at her mother's knee

and rested her closed hands upon her lap,  Asx she
finished her little prayers s<he naively asked-—* ‘Qur
Father, Who art in heaven!" What does that mean,
mamwa I« it that God s our father?”
“Certainly, my dear child. He is the father of
the fatherless, and he has called little children to Him.
for ot such., e says, is the kingdom of heaven.”
Bessy was stlent for some tinie, then she said

“Mamma, is heaven a beautiful place 7’

“Yes, my love: no werds could paint its besuty,
for ears have not heard, nor eves seen, nor has it
eutered into the heart of man to conceive the glory of
heavew.”

“Mamma, T wonld like to 2o tu heaven: would
vou like me to yo?”’

“Mres. O'Donnell looked at that quiet. etlereal-
looking child, with her pale cheeks and bright eyes,
and a pang of anguish struck her heart at these words,
and she thought what would she do if she lost her
darling child, and a tear trickled and fell on Bessy's
little hand.

“What ails vou. mamma ! =ure vou would not
crudge e Lo go Lo heaven :if so, mamma, and if vou'd
be verv sorrv. | will pray (o the good God noet to
take me, and T know as He is so good He will not
refuse me.”’

“No, child. no! do not: God will take you 1n s
own wise time: but not now, Bessy: what. darling,
would 1 do after you,” and she pressed ler to her
boson:.

Bessy remained silent for some time, and then
lonked up and said:

“Mamma, are Richard and Elfen in heaven; hut
I know they ave.”

“They are, child.”
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