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But, after all, 't was Rupert's fault if everything ended in
tragedy.

. . . there, there, we won't speak another
word about yv r brother ; we must leave him to the Lord
~and,"add^d .lissO'Donoghue, piously under her breath
"if Its not the devil, He is playing with him, it's a poor
kind of justice up there !—Alas, my poor Sophia, such is
life. One only sees things in their true light whrn they're
gone into the darkness of the past. And now we must
make the best 01 the present, which, I regret to find,
seems disposed to be peculiarly uncomfortable. But I
have done what I could, and now I owe it, ays If to washmy hands of you and look after my own soul.—I'll take
no more journeys, at any rate, except to lay my bones at
Bunratty ; if I live to reach it alive."
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