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and she so handsome, and not having a
friend a.tgt aﬁl.ha%%;ii wéﬁ?gd wi%o all
my s thatshe would marry Don-
nell %nnnell before I went away to
America, which would ease my mind
about him. For I felt the greatestf-pit?'
in the world for kind, big Donnell’s
disappointment.

My stepmother was provoked at my
sad face next day, and called me un-
grateful. But when I cried bitterly she
got a little kinder, and in the evening
allowed me to go into Ballymena to see
mg' friend Gracie. Sotowardssundown,
when the snow was getting red on the
fences, I wrapped my shawl about me

-and set off for the town, sobbing loudly

to ease my heart, all along the lonely
road, where there was no one to hear me
but the robbins. The brown trees
against the dusky red sky, the white
swelling lines of the fields, the dark
chimneys of the town on before me,
were all blent in a dismal maze, when
who shouald leap over thestile and stand
beside me but Gracie’s great lover, Don-
nell. T told him my eyes were only
watering with cold, and turned and
walked alongside of me for a way,while
we talked of Graecie of course, e was
very angry at her, and said she was
playing fast and loose with him, making
him the sport of the town and the coun-
try. I took Gracie's part, and so we
went on till we came to the last white
gate on the road and began to meet the
townspeople. Then I told him I was
going away, and he looked so vexed
that I nearly cried again. I felt so glad
to see him mrg.

Well, little Bet, said he, we must give
you a good dance over in yon big farm-
house of ours before you go. And in the
meantime—-

I'1] see to your business, Donnell, said
I, smiling. Never fear but I'll do your
business to the last. .

Then he shook my two hands till he
nearly squeezed them into a jelly, and
left me.

When I went to Miss Doran’s it was
past the work hour, and the girls were
putting on their bonnets to go away;
Gracie was only gitting close to the can-
dle, puttinghthe flowers on a ball dress
for one of the country ladies. Shehav-
ing the nicest, had always the honor of
giving the finishing touches to the most
particular work. Shelooked very tired,
but oh, so handsome, with her pale
cheek against the yellow light, and her
dark head leaning over a mass of white
and rose-eolor tulle.

A bud here,saidshe, and aspray there,
and then I have done. You’'ll come
home with me and sleep. That cross
stepmother of yours won’t see you again
to-night,

Don’t talk that way, Gracie, said I,
but I came intending to stay. And the
work being flnished, we went home to
her lodgings. : %

A lovely bunch of flowers was lying
on her table, and she laughed, an
blushed, and looked beautiful when she
saw it.

Who is that from, Gracie? said T,
Donnell?

No, indeed, said she, tossing her head.
But I was sure that was a fib, for she
looked as'happy as possible, lying rest-
ing herself in her arm chair beside the

~ fire, while I set out the tea-things. She

looking so glad, and the shabby room
looking so snug, and our little tea-drin-
king jbeing so cozy, I eould not bear
to tell her the bad news now, and began
to set about Donnell’s business.

Gracie, said I, I wish you would mar-
ry Donnell soon.

Soon? said she, opening her eyes, and
Innlﬁ*;ng at me angrily. 1'll never mar-
ry him. |

But you know, Gracie, said I, getting
not about it, that you ought to marry
him. He says—thatis, I know—you
have made him the laughing stock of
the country, and

 Very fine, cried she. Andso he has
been complaining to you, has he?

I did not say that, said I; but oh,
Gracie, I know you like some one. 1
saW you smiling -over a letter the other
day, just the way you are smiling now,

And what if T do, said she, laughin
and tossing her her head; that does no
prove that it must be Donnell.

There is no one else as good, said I,
eagerly. It could not be any one else.

on my word, said she, staring at me,
I think you had better go and marry
him yourself,

I? Oh, Gracie! said I, starting up and

sitting down again, and beginning to
cry, I wanted to tell you that T am going
to Ameriea.

You may be sure we talked no more
about Donnell that night.

Donnell did not fail to keep his word
about giving me a feast before I left the
country, He invited three pipers to
play, and half the eountry side to dance,
(sracie and I met at the crossroads, and
walked over to the farm together, she

————

'not, at least
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bringing a troop of beaux with her from
the town. The farm is a dear old place

with orchard trees growing up roun

the house, and it looked so homely that
frosty night._ Donnell’s mother met us
at the door, and unpinned our shawls
in her own room. Gracie looked beau-
tiful in a new dress and bright ribbon.
Donnell’s mother stroked my hair with
her hand, and stuck a bit of hulli in
the front of her black frock. She- kept
me with her,after Gracie had gone down
stairs, holding my hand and she asked
me about going to Ameri And the
place felt so safe and warm, and she was

50 kind and motherly which T was little

accustomed to at home, that my heart
got so sore I could scarcely bear it. -‘

We had a great tea-drink in the
parlor and then went out to the kitehen
and the gige‘ra fell  work, and Gracie
was amiable as {}osai_ble to Donnell.
But just in the middle of our dancing
the door lateh of the back door was lift-
ed, and Squire Hannan walked in in his
top boots.

wanted to speak to you on business,
M’Donnell, he said, but I will not dis-
turb you now.

Will you do m2 the honor of joining
us, sir, said Donnell; and Squire Han-
nan needed no second invitation. He
was soon making his bow before Gracie,
and Donnell saw no more of her smiles
that night. She danced with the Squire
till it was time to go home, and then,
after she had set out for the town, escor-
ted by him and her other beaux, Don-
nell’s mother kissed me, and Donnell
drew my arm through his, and walked
home with me across the snowy fields

 my stepmother’s house. He was abu-
ng Gracie all the way, and I was, as
usual, taking her part.

He came to see me oneday after, and
brought me a basket of lovely winter
pears. He leaned against the wall and
watched me making the butter. He
was disgusted with Gracie, he said; she
was a flirt, and he did not care a ({)in
about her, only he would not be made a
fool of. She had refused to let him
walk with her across the fields next
Sunday, to the consecration of the new
church, and if he #d not get some token
that she had changed her mind between
that and this, he would never, he swore,
look her way again, but go and MAarry
some one else for spite.

Oh no, Donnell, said I, promise me
you won't do that? ForI was sure that
Gracie liked him all the while.

But I will, said he, smiling,at least, if
other people will have me.

Oh, don’t, don’t, said I but he would
not promise. ¢

It's my mind, said my step mother
after he had gone, that yon lad’'s more
like aloverof yours than her’s. Why
don’t you catch him, and then you
needen’t go to America.

Mother, I cried, and felt the room
spinning round with me, till I caught
and held by the door.

Well, well, she said, you needn’t look
so mad. Many a girl,d be glad of him.

I thought a great deal about how he
had sworn that he would marry some
one else if he did not hear from Gracie
before Sunday. I'm sure she likes him,
I thought. She cannot help it. She
must have seen how mean even Squire
Hannan looked beside him the other
night. And it would be a most dread-
ful thing if he was married to some one
else he did not care about, and ifshe
went on to London with abroken heart,
to a West-end milliner. I thought
about it, and thought about it. There
was no use going to Gracie, for she
would only Ia.ugh and mock at me. All
at once a bright idea came into my
head. -

I was afraid to think of what I was
going to do; but that night when my
stepmother had gone to bed, leaving me
to finish spinning some wool, I got out
a sheet of ga r and a little note of Gra-
cle’s which I had in my work-box, and
began to imitate Gracie’s hand-writing,
I had not mauch trouble, for we wrote
nearly alike; and afterwards I composed
a little lelter,

Dear Mr. M’Donnell, it said, I have
changed my mind, and will be very glad
if you will join me on the road to the
consecration on Sunday.

Yours, sincerely
GRACIE BYRNE.

What harm can it do to send it?
thought I, trembling all the while. I
folded it up _and put it in an envelope
directed to Mr. Donnell M’Donnell,
The Buckey Farm. And it may do
such a great deal of good! In the first
place, it will prevent his marrying for
spite before sunday, and then she will
be so glad to see him coming in spite of
her erossness, that she will be quite
kind to him. He is always so stiff and
?mud when she treats him badly, that

am sure it makes her worse, She will
never find oufy that he got any letter—
ill they are quite good

o
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‘home for our wedding in a week! |
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friends—married, ﬁerhaps—and then
they will both thank me.

So the next evening, abont dusk, I

qnﬁtly into thetown and posted
I was dreadfully afraid of
Donnell or Gracie; but I saw
noone I knew. I dml;:md the note in
the letter-box and rushed off towards
home again at full speed. I ran nearly
all the way; the snowy roads were
slippery in the eveninﬁ rost, and near
our house I fell and hurt my foot. A
neighbor found me leaning against the
stile and brought me home. I was to
have sailed for America the very next
week, but now I was laid up with a
rained ankle, and my departure was
put off’ | Fome :

On BSund evening, a neighbor
woman who had been at the consecra-
tion eame in to tell us the news. This
one had been there, of course, and that
one had been there for a wonder.
Gracie Byrne had been there in a fine
new bonnet (the girl was gﬂing to the
mischief with dress,) and Squire Han-
nan had been there, and given her the
flower out of his button-hole.

And Donnell M'Donnell was with
her, of eourse? said I. _ .

Ay, 'deed you may swear it, said the
woman., That’ll be a mateh before
long. He walked home with her to the
town, and her smilin’ at him like the
first of June!

They’ll be married before I go away,
sakli 1 to myself; and I leaned back
into my corner; for the pain of my foot
sickened me,

Donnell’S  mother brought me a
custard and some apples the next day.

Donnell’s gone to the Glens, my dear,
said she, or he would ha’' been ever this
mornin’ to see you. He went before
we heard of your foot, and he won’t be
home for a week,

What’s he doin’ there? asked
step-mother.

e has land there, you know, said
Donnell’s mother, and he goes whiles to
settle his affairs with them that has
charge of it. I don’t know rightly what
he’s gone about now. Something has
went &%n.ln him lately, for he’s not like
himself those few days back. He said
somethin’ about goin’ to be married
when he come home, but if he is, it's
not afther his heart, for I never saw a
bridegroom so glum om the head of it.
But dear I thought it was yeu he liked.

So he does, Mrs. M’Donnell, said I;
but not that way—not for his wife.

Well, well m{I
mother, wi fng er eyes.

Everybody was coming to see me
now, on account of my foot. Gracie
came the next day or so, and sureli I
was amased at the glory of her dress! Iy
step-mother, who did not like her, left
us alone together, and Gracie’s news
came out. She was going to be- married
on next Tuesday.

I Know that said I. ¢

How do you know it? said she.

Donnell’s mother told me.

Donnell’s mother! Nothing but Don-
nell and Donnell’s mother from you
forever! How should she know?

Oh, Gracie, his own——"

Why, she burst in, you don’t imagine
that he’s the man? Why, it's Squire
Hannan! Only think, Bet, of your
Gracie being the Squire’s lady!

I was quite confounded. Oh, oh,
Gracie! I stammered.

Well, said she, sulking, are you not
glad?

Oh, yes, Isaid, very, on your account,
but what will become of Donnell?

Donnell again. Now listen to me,
Bet. I know when a man likes me,
and when he doesn’t like me, just as
well as any other girl; and I've seen
this many a day, that Donnell didn’t
care a pin about me. Not he. He
only wanted me to marry him that the
people might not say I jilted him. I
told him that the other day, when he
asked me to have him, No matter
what I want you for, said he; I want
you. Thank you, said . I. And then
what had he the impudence to say! IfI
changed my mind before Sunday, I was
to send him word, that he might come
to the consecration with me. Then he
would set off for the Glens

meetin

my

on Monday,
and settle some business there, and be

I sereamed out seeing what I had
done. |

The poor fool! cried Gracie,
I was in pain. Is it bad!

Never mind it! said I, And what did
you say?

I said, Gracie went on, that whatever
merning he got up and saw black snow
on the ground that day he might look
for a message from me. And yet had
the meanness to walk with me on Sun-
day, after all. And the best fun of it
is, that they say he’s gone to the Glens.

Oh, oh! said I, beginning to groan
again, and pretending it was al
foot. After that, Gracie talked about

thinking

- went away.

coming
ing along, and although it was gettin

dear! said Donnell’s’

- gets closed,

my |

herself and Squire Hannan until she
And somehow I never had
felt .as little sorrow to part with her
before. She seemed not to be my own
Gracie any longer,

And now I was nearly out of my
senses, thinking what mischief might
come of my meddling. I was sure that
Donnell and Squire Hannan would
fight and Kkill one another, and all
through me. I thought I would give
all I had in the world to see Donnell
before any one else had told him the
news, and confess to him what I had
done. On Tuesday, about mid-day, a
countryman from the Glens came in
to light his pipe, and he said he had
passed M’ Donnell, of Buckey Farm, on
the way. |

An’ I think things*must be goin’
badly with him, said he, for he has a
%}Ol?khci;ﬂ his face as black as the potato

Somebody has told him, maybe! said
I to myself, And I put on my shawl
and, borrowing a stick from an old
neighbor, I bobbled off secretly up the
r towards the Glens. I soon got
tired and dreadfully cold, as I could not
walk fast, and I sat down on a bit of an
old grey bridge to watch for Donnell
past. At last he ecome thunder-

dusk, I could see that he had his hea
down, and looked dreadfully dark and

unhappy.
Donnell! said I, ealling out to him.
Who's that? he said. Why, it’s never
little Bet!

But indeed it is, said I, Oh, Donnell,
did you hear! I came to tell you. Gracie
was married this morning to Squire
Hannan.

Whew! he gave a long whistle. The
jilt!said he, and he snaﬂygd his fingers.

ut his whole face brightened up.

She’s not so much a jilt as you think,
Donnell, said I, for—oh, how can T ever

tell you!—it! was I who wrote you the

note you got last week, and she has
nothing to do with it. I did it for the
best, I did indeed, for I thought that
Gracie liked you; I did indeed! And oh
Donnell, sure you won’t go and kill
Squire Hannan?
on’t I. said he, looking awfull

savage. I cuta great blackthorn this
mornong inthe Glens for no other pur-
pose than to beat out his brains,

I gave a great scream, and, drnppinﬁ
my stick, fell along with it, but Donnel
Eieked me up, and set me safe on his

orse behin m,

Now, said he, I'll tell you whatit is
little Bet. Ill make a bargain. You’ll
marry me, and I won’t touch Squire
Hannan.

I marry you? cried I, after—after
Gracie. Indeed I will not, Donnell
M’Donnell.

I’ve behaved badly, said he, but I’'m
very sorry. It’slong since I liked you
better than Gracie, but the devil of

pride was in me, and the people were
suylng she would jilt mé. When I got
your bit of a note I felt as if I was going

to be hung. God bless, Squire Hannan!
Now will you marry me, little Bet?

No, said I. And, wiih that he
whipped up his horse, and dashed off
with me at the speed of a hunt.

Stop, stntp! cried I. Where are yon
taking me to? You’ve passed the turn
of our road. _

But T might as well shout to the wind.
On we dashed, up hill and down hill,
through fields and through bogs, with
the hedges running along by our side,
and the moon whizzing past us among
the bare branches of the trees. He
never drew rein until the horse stopped
at the dear Buckey farm house door,
when he carried me straight into the
bright warm kitchen where his mother
had the tea set out, and the cakes smok-
ing ready for his return.

Talk her into reasom, said he, {mttin g
me into his mother’s arms. want
her to marry me, and she says she
won’t, | .

Idid my bestto keep sulky for a
Ernper length of time, but it was the

ardest thing I ever tried to do, and
they both so kind, and the place =o
bright and cosy, and I being so happy
on the sly all the time! So the end of
it was that I did not go to America, and
that T am Mrs. M'Donnell ofthe Buckey

Farm, But I never tried match-
making again-—[Dickens’ ‘* All the Year
Round.,” :
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How A Hoc SweATs.—Not like a
horse or a man, but through his forelegs.
There is a spot on each leg, just below
theknee, in the form of a sieve, through
this the sweat passes off, And it is
necessary that this is kept open. Ifit
as is sometimes the case,
the hog will get sick; he will appear
stiff and cramped—and unless he gets
relief it will go hard with him. To cure

him, simply open the pores. This is

done by rubbing the spot with a corn-
cob, and .washing with warm water.
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