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CHAPTER XIX

A LUCULLAN BANQUET

Several evenings of those strange
toitions in the pastor's house had
passed by, and the invitation to Rohira
had been repeated sgain and again by
the young Wycherlys, before Anuvie
ventured to open the subject to her
uncle. He used to occasionally break
away from his Suarez to look in, and
give directions to the studies both of
his niece and her two companions,
arranging lessons, eriticising composi-
tions, giving occasional readings in
Virgil and Horace to stimulate their
energies. Then he would go back to his
desk, and recommence somewhere far
down in the long columnos of proofs and
explanations with which the great
Spanish Jesuit sought to bring into
harmony those territic forces with which
the world of nature and the world of
men are agitated. Sometimes, indeed,
he brought back sad distractions from |
these visits, sad misgivings as to the
propriety of having these young Pro- |
testant lads under his roof at all; and |
still more poignant doubts of the prud- |
ence of allowing his niece to accompany i

|

them iu their lessons. He had often a
secret hope, as the days went on, and |
the evenings lengthened out, and thol‘
year was stretohing itself to broader |
horizous and more cheerful conditions,
that they would suddenly leave on some |
pretext ; or that something would turn |
up to create a diversion that would
break up these evening classes. But, |
no! The days went on; and, regular as |
elockwork, the young lads came in the |
evening, conned over their Latin and |
Greek lessons, were always polite and |
respectful, and always went away cheer- |
ful and thankful. There seemed to be |
no prospect of ending an undertaking
rashly assumed ; and the old priest felt,
for the hundredth time in bis life, how
diffienit it is to control a set of circum-
stances let loose by a single act.

Hence, when his niece first broached
to him the proposal to visit Rohira, he
rather bluntly and somewhat angrily
refused. The young girl resented the
tone he took ; and showed her resent-
ment as only young ladies, with a cer-
tain spirit, can. And seeing that he |
was bringing into his hitherto quiet |
home the spirit of unrest, he relaxed so
far as to explain:

“ You know, my dear Annie,” he said,
 that this is a matter in which we can-
not be too particular. It is not usaal in
Ireland for Cathoiics and Protestants Lo
mix together socially, except in very
high grades, where education is such a
protection. And then, I have to con-
sult the prejudices of the people.”

“ [n America,’ she said, * we're above
such little things. ems to me, that .
you here in Ireland are going to keep up
the Kilkenny-cats programme to the ‘
end.”

Which was rather spirited hmgnamJ
toward such a giant as her uncle.

“ Phere may be reasons,” he said,
rather humbly, she thought. * We are
just passing out into new conditions,
where, perhaps, a better feeling should
prevail.”

“It seems to me altogether n.lrrnw\
and queer,” she replied. ** Why, the |
dearest friends, and the best aud truest
friends we had in Chicago were Pro- ‘
testants. I heard father say, more than |

|
|

onee, that he would trust Lawyer Plim-
soll, a Baptist lawyer, with his life and
all he possessed. And I'm sure 'l
never again have a friend like Dora |
Plimsoll.” |
“Well,” he said, turning the tables a |
little on his niece, * that may be all ‘
quite true ; and [ know you feel this old
place lonely sometimes—

“ Now, Uuncle,” she said at once.
“ That's not kind. You know I didn't
Then, aftor a pause, she said briskly,

although there was a little sob in her
voiee @

“ Phere, Unele, lot's say no more of it. |
I'll abandon the
Wyeherly know."”

Which, of course, meant vietory for
Annie. That magnificent sacrifice of
will meant prompt surrender on his
part. Buat no more was said about the
matter then,

|

|

1

mean that.” .
|

|

1

idea ; and let I)r.“
|
|

A few evenings later, and just before |
Lent commenced, her uncle said one
evening @ |

“ The days are lengthening, Annie,
and the weather is unusually fine, |
have been thinking that there was
something in what yousaid about break- |
ing down those barriers that lie between |
us and ounr Protestant friends. Some
one must begin somewhere. And after

all, the people rather like Dr. Wyeherly

and they have excellent reason.  Many
a child he has saved; and many a
mother he has given back to her family

from the of death, He' good
man, but eceentric, Perhaps, it would
be as well if you visited Ronira,”

* But [ have declined the invitation,
Uncle,” she answered “ 1 eannot well
offer to go now.

¢+ No, of econrse,” Lie said, * unless it is
repeated It is not unhikely that they
mav ask you again

And they did, Beea , in that
yecult and t mo lelicate manuer
with which young ladies manage to have
their way in this world, Aunnie con
trived to let it be known that somehow
her objections had va ished, and that
she would compliment De. Wycherly
now by appearing at Rohira, if the

honour were again cited.
The Lenten

hand ; and Leunt was a

SON wWas

very near at
time when good

Oatholies were averse from visiting. [
Would Sheove MTuesday suit? Would |
Miss O farrell come to Rohira on

Shrove Tuesday, snd eat pancakes with “.
the family, and hunt for the ring in the |
cake, ete., et Precisely.  The very
day would meet all her wishes. Then
came an awkward invitation elsewhere, \
Father Liston had now got rid, once and
forever, of the teibe of artists; his house
was perfect from attic to cellar ; it was
the “use and custom” to open out the
long rabric and ceremonial of Life with
a modest entertainment ; and would not
Dr. William Gray and his niece do him
the honour to dine with him on Shrove
Tuesday, before putting on the sack-
oloth and ashes of Lent ?

It was awkward, this clashing of
pleasant voices ealling a young life to
that relaxation and amusement which
are indispensable, But the slow
intellect of the uncle, ponderous and
comprehensive encugh to deal with
gigantic problems in the metaphysic of
life, was quite unable to grasp this
petty difficulty.

“We cannot refuse Father Liston,” he
said. “It is his first time—his great
inaugural symposium. e is sure to
have asked the brethren. It would look
ill that I should be absent. And then,

he intends to compliment you, Annie,”
Annie's face fell. It would be nice of
course to dine with Father Liston, snd
see all the priests. But Rohira—pan-
cakes—gypsies—old  castles ! Who
could resist that? The position was
difficult; but what obstacle will not
woman's wit cut through? In some
mysterious manuer Father Henry Liston
cancelled the engagements for Skrove
Tuesday; and issued a new set of invita-
tions for the preceding Monday. And
so the double vista shone gaily before
the vision of the young girl; and she was
happy. |
iv was a pleasant little party over
there under the shade of the sea-cliffs,
and facing the sea marshes at Athboy.
There were few invited, because Henry |
Liston was somewhat fastidious; and |

the profuse hospitality of larger circles \

was somewhat repugnant to his tastes.
But the little dinner was very choice; |
the appointments were almost too fine;

the silver shone a little too brightly; |
somehow, everyone, but the amiable |
host, felt that a little more humility and \
modesty would have placed them more

at ease. Ounly the two young ladies |
present, his sister and Annie O'Farrell, |
were enraptured, They saw things |
with human eyes, and eyes, too, trained |
by mysterious Nature to understand |
and appreciate beautiful things. The |
stern austerity with which human |
things are viewed by the priestly eye |
was not theirs, Young. happy, hopeful,

only the fair things of life appealed to

them; and their imaginations were nut“

| sobered by deep contemplations on the |
vanity of earthly desires. They wished |

and hoped and dreamed; and were
happy when the dreams came true.
Whether it was the stern. austere |
manner of the old pastor, which he never
laid aside, except when speaking to
children or the poor, and which he

=3

| finger toward an engraving that hung on

| Watts, yon know—the great painter,

| of that kind 2"

steeled into utter hardness and silence |

when dealing with
whether there was a general feelirs

his brethren; m'*1

that somehow Henry Liston, in his first 1

domestic experiment, had overshot the

mark, there was some chill restraiuh"

hanging around that dinner-table; and |
when Henry Liston, in his sense of
amiability and hospitality, opened a
bottle of wine toward the end of the
entertainment, and the pastor, on beiug
offered it, said curtly and contemtu-
ously “No!"” and “No!” was echoed
down along the table; and the host had

to put aside the opened wine on the |

sideboard untasted—it needed all the
glorious hope and buoyance of youth to
keep back the tears from his eyes. But,
at last, the torture ended; the young
ladies retired to the drawing-room; and
a more healthful atmosphere of cheer-
fulness and good-feeling spread over
the room. Still, the majestic presence,
and the short, stern remarks of the
pastor, punctuated by sarcasm, that

levelled all couversation into its own |

dreary monologue, soon emptied the
dining-room. Oun one excuse or another,
the younger priests departed; and the
pastor and curate were left alone.
Henry knew he was in for something;
and he steeled his nerves to bear it.

“Was this your first clerical dinner
in Ireland ?" said the old man, after an
awkward pause,

“Oh, no,” said the cura e gaily. |
used to have a few priests down to
dinuer occasionally at M—."

“You were a chaplain, then, passing
rieh on eighty or ninety pounds a year e

“Yos! Bat these little things really
cost nothing worth talking about !”

“Indeed ? Just hand me over
bottle on the side board !

Henry demarely brought over the

| offending bottle.

The pastor read slowly the label:
TOKAY
SUPERTOR REFINED
Vintage 188

“How much might that be worth now.
How much a dozen 2"

| too good for a priest.

that |

| in the town where he had lately ofli-

cated enough to distinguish the bouquet
of fine wines."”

#+The bouquet of fine wines!'"” cried
the pastor in a rage. *My God!
Think what wo are coming to! ‘The
bouquet of fine wines !’ Such language
from a priest; and such indications of
forbidden knowledge. This is worse
than

Roslein, Roslein, Roslein roth,
Roslein auf der Heiden !"

He snuffed furiously for a few min-
utes. Then, Henry, with a lictle trepi-
dation, pushed over a pretty, engraved
wine-glass, and said, not without a spice
of mischief :

“'"Pig open now, sir, and there's no use
in letting it go to waste. Try one
glass !"

And he filled the dainty glass to the
rim.

The pastor tasted it, and put it down, |
with a grimace of disgust.

“Some chemist's mixture of quinine ‘
and vog-water,” he said. *I think yuu‘
shouldu't play such practical jokes on |
your guests.” |

“ Why 'tis Tokay, real Tokay 1" said |
Henry Liston. * He assured e it was |
the very best of wine."” |

“"Pis like everything else you have,” ‘
said his pastor. * Books, furniture, pie- |
tures—all shams. What's that ?”

And he pointed his thumb and fore-

the wall.
“That's an etching of one of Watts'—

whose works are in the Tate gallery.
All his works are allegorical and sym- |
bolie.”

“ They may be,” said his pastor grim- |
ly. *Bat they're totally unfit for the
walls of a priest's house. What do you
call that thing ?"”

% An epergne ! A silver epergne "

“ How do you spell it ?”

 E-p-e-r-g-n-e |"” spelled his curate.

“Silver! What did it cost 2" |

«'Pisn't all silver, you know,” said |
Henry. “A good deal of iv is glass, It
cost about £10!"

“ And you, a young chaplain, had the |
effrontery of spending £10 on & gewgaw |

“1 dido't spend one half-penny on |
it !” said his curate. *’'Tis a pres(ntl
from the Women's Confraternity 1" |

“ Another present! You will soon be |
able to set up as a wine merchant, and l
picture dealer, and jeweller. Did you
ever hear the saying : * This might have |
sold for much and given to the poor & o |

o1 did,” said Henry. * And the man )
was rebuked who said i%" ‘

“ Who ?" said the pastor in a mo- |
ment's forgetfulness. |

% Ish Kerioth 1" said Henry. l

“Who ?" ,

“ Ish Kerioth—Judas, the traitor i 1

“Oh, I forgot, you're right, Iscariot. |
Where did you get that new-fangled |
prouunciation ?"

«'Pis the Hebrew,”" said Henry.

“Of course. And you know no more ‘
about Hebrew than the sole of my boot !
There is more sham knowledge. Every-
thing is sham with young men now-a-
days " |

Tea was announced in the next room, {
when the two young ladies were ic
ectasy over all the pretty things that
Father Liston had put together, or rather
been presented with. For, of atruth
he had scarcely spent £20 on his house-
hold effects ; but his friends were well-
off, and his zeal and kindness and genial-
ity had been substantially appreciated

ciated as chaplain; and there are still |
left in Ireland a few, of the dear old |
Irish love and faith, who think nothing |

Now and again, ‘
too, whilst pastor and curate were talk- |
ing so grimly in the dining-room, the |
sounds of a rich-toned piano, struck by
one of the girls, came floating in sub-
dued melody across the hall. All around
there was an atmosphere of refinement,
and education, a hint of progress, a de-
parture from old ideas, that grated |
harshly on the senses of the old man, |

| aceustomed to an ascetic mode of living, |

“About eighty-four shillings !" said |

Henry.

“Four guineas! My God! Enough
to feed a labourer's family for a month.
Absolutely sinful and eriminal extrava-
How much more of that stuff

in vour pantry—I beg your
in your wine cellar?”

ganoe,
have you
pardon,

prove that blac k was white, that night

was day, that sin was virtue, and virtue

sin, with the greatest facility, He was
horn quite out of date! He was a
Greek sophist !

“And do you think,” he continued,
clearing and fortifying his faculties

with a pinch of souff, “that you were

and no humaa pleasure but that which |
same from intellectual intercourse with |
he exalted minds of the Church.

He stood up, and gazing down along
the table, where silver and glass and
ruby lamps and rich flowers and costly
fruits cast light and fragrance all
around, he nodded his head and said,
dropping his words slowly, like corrosive
acids on the quivering soul of his
curate :

“ Now, Father Liston, we're commenc- |
ing life together. How long we shall be
together, I cannot tell. But, I am of
opinion that anold m wn's words, whether
he be a superior or not, should have |
weight with the young. Now, I don't

| know how far these new ideas become |
“Phat's the only bottle in the house!” |

| many

said Henry, with a little air of |
triumph.

“You said it cost four guineas a
dozen ?”

8o it did. But I didn’t pay it
"Twas simply a Christmas present from
my grocer!’

The good pastor's face fell, It was a |
nagnificent thrust from [enry. But
the old man was used to parry and
| fence with dexterity. He was one of
those logicians who cannot be beaten,
his mind leaped so lightly, like a skil
ful picador, to avoid a frontal assault.
'he brethren said of him that he could

prevalent among the younger priests, or
whether you stand alone. but I must
tell you once, and enwphatically, that [ |
yes, gravely disapprove of
things 1 have been witnessing.
They may not he ginful, or wrong; but

gravely

they are unpriestly; and if you make your
meditation every morning, as you ought |
to do, your conscience should have told
you this already. There was first your
order, yes, order to your pastor to paint
and paper your house in ontlandlish fas
hion. Here then are books that should

shell
romance, German nonsense, a poor sub
stitute for the Theology of the Chureh,
If you continue feeding your mind on
this rubbish, you will either lose your
faith which, probably is the greatest

not be seen on a priest's Grerman

| misfortune that can befall a man in this

justified before God and man in opening |

and wasting seven shillings' worth of
a labourer's wage for a week ?
“Woll, you see sir,” said Henry de-

wine

murely, “ 1 couldn't refuse that
present without offence. My groecer
said, when giving it to me:

‘This is splendid wine, Father.
1 can guarantee its purity and age,
Don't open it unless you have distin.
guished company who can appreeciate it.
You're going to Athboy. Ahl there's
the man who kno#s what wine is—your
future parish priest, Dr. Gray.'"”

“Who was that blackguard ?" said
the pastor furiously, “and what did he
know about me ?"

“1'm sure I ean't tell you, sir!"” said
Henry meekly. *But he seemed to be
very proud of your knowledge.
people really like priests that are edu-

| you have still a few pounds to spare, buy

|
[
|
|

|

\

world, or you'll become a flippant and |
foolish ereature, In God's Name, do
what I told you the other day. Take
out, and burn in your stable-yard all
that rubbish—prose and poetry ; and if

some good
Sceripture
them, read them

“[ have a fair selection here, sir
said Henry, calling his attention to a
lower shelf, where to his amazement,
but not to his eonfusion, for he was
never confused, the pastor read such
names as i Lapide, Bellarmin, Hurter,
Frauzelin, ete.

“H'm! That's so far good.
course, you never open them,
that Hurter!”

Henry handed over the book.
leaves were uncut,

“H'm—I thought so. More sham!
Wouldn't it have been cheaper for you

Moral-Theology books and
Commentaries, and read |

Bat, of
Show me

The

The | to get a few painted pieces of board, and

label them !"

| a cup of tea—""

| pretty conference about the dinner and |
| their guests.

| eliffs

| for weeks an

1 haveu't had time to read them
mueh yet!” said Henry almost erying.
“ No, of course, except :

Roslein, Roslein, Roslein roth,
Roslein auf der Heiden

There's always time for that !"

He took an enormous piuch of snuff,
and dusted his waistcoat in front with
his pocket handkerchief,

% Tea is ready, sir ! said Henry, “It
is waiting in the—the—parlor 1"

“No! drawing-room!"” said his pas-
tor. * You should never say ‘parlor.’
¢ Drawing-room’ is the proper word, and
the proper thing for a priest. Now,”
he continued, * look at that table to-
night! It would have suited a noble-
man's palace. It is utterly and erimia-
ally unsuitable toa priest, surrounded

by poor people, as all priests are in Ire-
land. I don't object,” he suid as if he
were making a tremendous concession, l
“to & young priest entertaining his
friends in a modest way—in a medest
way ; but just look at what we have
geen to-night! Look at that table !"

“Why there's nothing exceptional
there!” said Heury, very much nettled.
“Did you expect me to dine my friends |
on bacon and cabbager’

“No! I see now you're taking my |
friendly and gentle admonitions in abad |
spirit,’” said his psstor. “There's an- |
other sign of the times! No! I do not
expeet you to dine your friends in a
paltry or mean manner; but there are
differences between shabbiness and
Lucullan banquets—"'

#Unele!” said Annie, putting in her
head. *“Miss Liston and I are dying for

“Then why don't you take it?" said |
her uncle brusquely.

“Because we're waiting for you!" she
replied. *“Come!”

And he went.

That evening, brother and sister hada

“Miss O'Farrell was in ecstasies,”
said Mary Liston, “about your dinner |
and the table appointments. She said |
she had never seen anything like it be-
fore; and, after all, there was nothing
unusual or even strange!”

“Not in civilized society, certainly,” |
said her brother, who was smarting |
under hLis pastor's eriticisms. “I'm glad
Miss O'Farrell had a pleasant evening.
Her Uncle had a pleasant eveuing, too.”

“I thought he looked gloomy and un-
happy,” said Mary Listoo.

“Not at all,’ replied her brother.
“He enjoyed himself thoroughly, be-
canse he made every one around him un-
happy. | wonder the little he ate
didn’t choke him.”

“Well, never mind, Henry,” she said,
“every one else was pleased. Katie is
off her head from all the compliments she
has received.”

“Well, 1 suppose we must forgive and |
forget,” said her brother buoyantly. |
“The pastor isone of that large class
that must be forgiven everything be- |
cause they mean well.” {

“Well, I'm very glad I have known
Annie,” she said. “She appears to be a
sweet and accomplished girl.”

“So am I glad,” he answered. “That
poor girl's life must be a trying one; and |
she needs a friend.” |

“She told me she was going to Rohira |
to morrow,” said his sister, “and she |
asked we to accompany her.” |

“To Wyeherly's" said her brother,
eyes open in surprise. “Wonders will
never cease.”

“Do you think I may go, even without

| an invitation?'

“Certainly. Dr. Wycherly is a good
man, and does not stand on ceremony.
Well, here goes for a breath of fresh air,
while Katie is clearing up the table.”

He put on his overcoat, took a strong
stick, and bent his steps toward the
It was a night made lovely by
the moon, whose beams, unlike the more
glaring sunbeams, which accentuate

| light and shadow, seemed to shed a uni-
| form lustre of pale silver

across sea
and land. The air was very mild down
there by the sea; and when he turned
the corner, where the cliff broke away
at right avgles, and came suddenly, face
to face, with the long sweep of sea to |
the far horizon, rippling in the moon- |
light, and the long swee,, of coast, where
the fields sloped down to the low eliffs
that broke the violence of the ocean, he
thought he had never seen a lovelier
sight. Lights, looking quite red in the
moonlight, seemed to burn at Rohira,
and far up the coast at the station; and |

| one solitary lamp lit up the dusky and

picturesque pile of Duukerrin Castle,
that seemed now almost beneath him, 1t
was a scene that might have shed its
placid enchantment on a more perturbed
spirit than Henry Liston's; for, with all |
the buoyaucy and spring of youth, his
spirit rose up hopeful from the depthsof
adepression that would have embittered
Ider and more inelastic
disposition, that had passed through the
coufliet, and found its wings maimed or
broken.

Whilst he moved along rapidly, yet
pausing from time to time to permit the
beauty of the scene to enter and sanctify
his spirit, and whilst he allowed the
rapture of the sea beneath the moon
light particularly to intoxicate his |
senses, he thought he saw in near the
shore something like a spectre gliding |
over the waters, It was pearly white,
unlike the gray white of a sail; and it
was not the shape of any had

trans

sail he
woman's form,
parent, as he thought, against the moon-
light. He descended rapidly a narrow- |
beaten path that led down from the
heights to the high diten that guarded
the eliffs; aud, passing rapidly onward, |
he soon came quite elose to Dunkerrin
Castle.  The ecrie characterof the place

ever seen, but a

| and the dangerous character of its in- |
| habitants

forbade him going further; |
but he saw clearly beneath him a tiny
boat or punt, propelled by no hnman
hands apparently, and in the pl‘vl\\'.~
standing upright, was the spirit-form
that he had recognized from the eliffs
overhead, Utterly stupefied, and some-
what frightened, he uttered a shrill ery;
and just then boat and occupant seemed
to vanish from beneath him, and to be
swallowed up beneath the rocks on
which the old keep was built. He
leaned up against the damp face of the
diteh in a kind of stupor, from which
he was ouly aroused by a voice at his
side:

“Priest Liston, thou hast wassailed
and wantoned tonight. Thy veins are
iuflamed with wine; and thy brain is in-
toxioated with forbidden musio, Dost

| have instructions to
every child of Adam, except the thief |

| long as you are in this parish!
| will be a short time enough, if I can help

| young man !
| Olympians will find it hard to breakfast

| death,

thou consider that half the poor of thy
parish, who have gone supperless to bed
to-night, and whose little ones ory
vaiuly for bread, might be fed with the
refuse of thy banquer?”

It was Judith, She stood over him,
appearing in the mist of moonlight much
taller than she really was; but he did
not notice this, nor take account of her
apparel, which was ragged and grimy
enough: he saw only her two black,
glowing eyes fixed upon him in anger
and contempt; he heard only her bitter
and untruthful charges against himself.
The injustice of the thing stung him,
and he answered back in her own style:

“Thou liest, woman! I have neither
wassailed nor wantoned! And there is
not in the whole parish a single child
gone supperless to bed to-night!"”

“What do you know of the parish?”
she said. “Have you entered a sinzle
cabin since you came hither, or knelt by
a single sick-bed?"”

“No!" he said feebly. *I haven't been
called. I have never shirked duty; nor
refused a call from the sick or suffer-
ing!"

“You were too busy about your own
castle to heed the cabin,'"” she replied.
“\Whilst you were feasting, your pamp-
ered servants drove the poor and starv-
ing from your door.”

“Not the deserving poor!" he said.
“At least not with my knowledge. Thev
break bread to

aud the wastrell”

“Aud how are they, or you, to know
the thief and the wastrel?’’ she hissed in
anger. “Do you think you can discover

| hypoerites, because you are a hypocrite

yourself?”

“I have had enough of this,” he said.
Don't attempt to accost me again, so
And it

it.”

“ [ defy you,” she said. * Your Mass-
bell rings but once a week.
Ahriman, is always with me !"

My God, |

| It was so warm that they gladly dis-
He went home in a mood from which |

[ baptized her!" said her uncle,
and then he was silent, The little re-
membraunce softened him a good deal,

For a few miles they drove along in
silevce, till very near home, when
Aunnie said :

“ Do you know, uncle, I have done a
rash thing ; but I hope it is all right il

“I'm not surprised,” said her uncle
grimly. * Well, what is it ?"

“ 1 took the liberty of asking Mary
Liston to go with me to Rohira to-mor-
row. Of course, I have had no invita-
tion for her. Will it make any differ-
ence do you think ?"

“1t might elsewhere,” he replied,
“ bot Dr. Wycherly is a sensible man ;
and doesn't mind nonsense of that
kind.”

“ She'll come down here, and we can
go together to Rohira. You'll give us
the covered car, won't you ?"

* By all means,” he said, more cheer-
fully.” * Tell Bob, and he'll be ready.”

In fact this arrangement solved one
of those new trubles that seemed to

rise, like bubbles, out of the quiet |

waters of life. He had great misgivings
about those evening tuitions of his
niece ; and, after he had given a hasty
cousent (o ner the

visiting Roliira,

figures. The walls were literally
covered with all kinds of Hindu arme
and ornaments—beadwork, entangled in
all kinds of faney devices ; heavy e
quered ware, with strange Hindu em.
blems ; costly Benares vases suspended
on moulded brackets; and an armoury
of guns and pistols, and sabres crooked
and vieious-looking, and Paythan kuivey
with their heavy ivory handles. On the
tables of delicately wrought or engraved
brass weré valuable sets of chess-men
made from the purest ivory ; and work.
boxes and writing-desks, from which t))e
faint aroma of rare and precious woods
exhaled. On every blank space, the
hideous scaled skin of some dangerous
species of reptile stretched its dried

| folds, the ugly triangular head with ity

grave indelicacy of the situation seemed |

to strike him. But he had no choice.

| He could not damp the spirits of this

his kind sister could not arouse him, |

He bad some tea in silence, and then he
took down some books and began to

read. He only said :
“'Tis a strange, uncanny place,
Mary ! I don’t know what to think of

it. They appear to be outside eiviliza-
tion. Did any tramps or beggars call
around the place during dinner 2"

“ I'll ask Kate !" she said.

And Kate was able to inform her

| that a girl of fourteen or fifteen years

or more was prowling around the stables
and the house all the evening, trying to

peer through the windows, and talking |

to the servants of the priests who had
been at dinner. She once ventured into
the kitechen, from which she was sum-
marily ejected, and she cursed them all

| in Irish, Kate said.

“1 see; tnat explains something,”
Henry said to his sister. “ I'll have a
quiet read before I go to bed."”

“ And he took down some of his gods
from their shelves ; and bade
speak to him. An unwise thing for a
For he who sups with the

with boulevardiers.

CHAPTER XX,
A VISIT AND A PROPHECY

Down along that moonlight drive of
five or six miles with her uncle, Annie's
heart was singing joyously, with the de-
light of having seen some of those fair
and beautiful things in which the spirit
of a young girl rejoices, and also in
having made a new acquaintance—that
of a friend whose tastes and desires (so
she had ascertained in their friendly
colloquy after dioner) were exactly
identical with her own. And, perhaps,
the ear of this weary world, so full of
sighs, and anguish, and regrets, hears
nothing half so sweet as those dehight-
ful interchanges of ideas and senti-
ments that take place between two
young girls, whose dissimilarity of age,
although not very great, is yet no bar-
rier to the ontpouring of confidences,
that seems to establish on the moment
a treaty of life-long friendship. She

young and joyous being by withdrawing
the permission on the ground that the
visit was uousual or irregular, and be
dared not hint at possible complications
that might arise. He had to bow his
head to destiny, and destiny came again
to his aid.

And so, the following afternoon, a
bright breezy spring day, with warmth
in the air, fragrance and beauty burst-
ing from the earth, and the great fleecy
clouds chasing one another across the

blue flelds of heaven, the two young |

naked fangs glaring down, as if in life,
upon the visitors. The girls shudderea
and drew together, and Dr. Wycherly
noticing the gesture, conducted then,
beneath the rare and costly tapestry
that hall-covered an entrance, into his
drawing room.

Here aga'n he excited their surprise
and curiosity by showing and exylain
ing in detail many a wonderful book, or
picture, or article of virtu he had picked
pink ravels : and then, when thaiy
curiosity was sated, he bade them sit on
a carved oak sofa, until he would dis.
cover and exhibit the prize of his col
lection.

This he took with some precaution
and not a little reverence from the cab
inet near the window; and beckoning
the youog ladies forward until the long
light of the westering sun fell upon it,

| he opened the box, and with some tender

girls in the happy springtime of life, |

drove up along the sloping road that
led to the high grounds above the sea.

with their furs, and Annie

“I'm sorry now we didn’t bring the
side-car. Do you know, Mary, I don't
like these covered cars. They shut out
the view and they are close and stuffy.”

“ Yes, my dear,” said the more ex-
perienced Mary, * but when we are com

| ing home, and there is no landscape,
| and Jack Frost is nipping our faces, it |

will be no harm to have a little shelter.
Who lives there ?

“ [ believe one of my eountrymen-—a
returned Yank, like myself,”
Annie. * I believe that place has been
some trouble to my uncle.”

“ And look,” said Mary, “ what hor-
rid-looking fellows !"

These were the emergency-men, who,

It is a nice situation. |

said |

| after the day's work, were lazily lean- |

them |

| ageous Annie.

ing over the ditch, smokiog their short
pipes, and making ssvage fediaiss ou
things in general.

“ Do you know, Annie,” said her
friend, *1 am afraid there are some
horrid people here. There was some
young girl prowling around our kitchen
last night ; and at last Jem had to put
her out ; and she used dreadfull lan-
quage. And now, look at these. I
shall be afraid to come back this way,
when it is night.”

“ There's no danger,” said the cour-
“ That's where Kerin's

| live ; and these are workmen sent ont

was so full of joy and innocent girlish |

thankfulness that she should speak to
the grim old mentor at her side.

“ Well, that was the most enjoyable
evening I ever yet spent. Wasn't it de-
lightful, unele 2"

“ H'm,” said the uncle, holding the
reins steady on the old roadster, whose

| long paces and methodical steps seemed

quite in keeping with h's master's ways

“ I'm beginning to understand Ireland
better now, the dear old Ireland, of
which mother used to speak—so genial,
8o kind, so hospitable !"

“H'm-m m !

“ Aud it was all so pretty—the silver,
the glass, the dinner-ware, the lovely
flowers and grapes. Why dido't you
drink that wine, uncle, that ather Lis-
ton opened ?"”

* Because | wanted to avoid a sudden
said her uncle,

¢ Oh, I see,” said Annie
scionsly, “ 1 have heard that
wines are bad for old persons.”

“ Yes, and for young persons, too,”
said her uncle, savagely.

“[ndeed ? 1 suppose so. But, per
haps, it is the fashion to offer them. I'm
not well made np in these things. Miss
Liston told me a lot !

* H'm-m-m "

“ She's a most delightful girl—except
Dora Plimsoll, whom | shall never for
get, she's the most attractive girl T ever
knew."

* Like her brother 2"

these

said the old

| man.

“ Yes, indeed,” said Annie, “she
really resembles him a good deal.
she adores him. She thinks there's no
one in the world like Henry, as she
calls him.”

“ 1 agree with her there,” said her
uacle., * He is quite exceptional in
every way.”

* Oh, I'm so glad to hear you say so,
unecle,” she said. * Won't Mary be
pleased to hear that | She was saying
how anxious her mother was that you
and he could get on together. Did you
know her mother, uncle ? She said, 1
think, that she kvpew you at one time."”

» [ did, well,” he replied. * A good,
simple, honest Christian woman, with no
nonsense about her, none of these fand-
augoes that are becoming fashionable
now-a-days !"

“ But did you know Mary? No, I
suppose she's too young "

byt some gentlemen, for no oue here
would work for him. There's something
against him. I don't understand it
But, you see,” she continued, airing her
superior wisdom, " these men are for
the law. They're a kind of police, and
therefore we're safe from them.”

“ Oh, that's all right,” 3aid Mary
Liston, ling much more comfortable
for the explanation. “If they are a
kind of police, we could call on them to
protect us.”

“ Of eourse,” said Annie. * Le
fix your veil ; it's drooping a little.”

By and by, they came to the gate that
led down a winding avenue from the
upper road to Robira; and, as they
turned into the broader sweep that led

me

| death ?

ness and awe, bade them inspect it
They could see mnothing but a littl
golden dust, a strand or two of fiue hair,

| andsome broken paper; and they looked

at him for an explanation.

“You see there, my dear ladies,” he
said, * the relics, the precious relics of
my dear, dead wife. This is her hair
crambled away into a kind of golder
dust under the alehemy of Death and
Time ; for Death is not the great De-
stroyer. He needs Time, as an
tice, to perfect his work.
remnant of her farewell
me: alas! it was illegible, or
rather so fragile that it per-
ished in my hands. They both came t«
me in a singular manner. I knew that
the spirit of my dear, dead wife haunted
the old castle down there on the clifls,
She loved the sea and that old keep i1
life. She used to spend her days there
watching the sea from one window,
I shall show you. Her spirit haunts the
old ruin still. She is often seen there
on fine, moonlight nights, like this,
Don't start, my dear young ladies | The
spirits of our beloved dead cannot hurt
us. Do you think that those who loved
us in lite, come back to bharm us in
No! Iwmpossible! Well, 1
used tc go down there often, very often

in p:mtrdnyu. secking for one, at least

appren-
This is the
letter t

| one, interview with her, who was so dear

to me during life. But 1 failed. She
has revealed, and does reveal herself tc
others She has not chosen to reveal
herself to me, But, somehow, I felt that
there was some message from the dead
awaiting me somewhere : and one day |
discovered a heavy oaken door, that

inw-nu-(l g0 solid as to be part of the

to the door, both girls gave an involun- |
tary cry of surprise at the beauty of

the scene that lay before them.
kerrin Castle, a little to the right,
seemed to lie right beneath them, for
the slope of the fields was precipitous ;
and they had not yet time to measure
distances, nor see things in perspective.
For the same reason, the vast expanse of
ocean, instead of appearing, as it would
appear to trained and accustomed
senses, a great level of tranguil and
gleaming waters, now seemed to rise up
before them as a gray
wall of erystal, mounting high over their
heads, and impenetrable as the wall of a
prison. And the coast line, dark and
well-defined in the waning light of a
March evening, had every roex and pin-
nacle every bay and headland, defined
as if an artist had drawn deep, dark
boundary lines across them, and defined
them as a map, and not as a picture,

Dun

| The girls stopped the car, and dismount-

noneon- |

ed walking slowly along the well
gravelled walk that led to the front of
the mansion, and pausing, now and again,
little poets as th were, to drink in
the heauty that lay so solemn on earth

| and sky and sea.

Dr. Wycherly came forth to meet
them, having heard the sound of the
carriage wheels on the gravel. With

old fash oned eourtesy, he had put aside
his velvet jacket, and now appeared in
a close fitting ¢

at, such as professional

and gleaming |

| fore ladies,”

masonry, and I pashed 1t to. It revealed
a long narrow passage, at the end of
which was a sunken chamber: and

in that chamber [ discovered these,
the last sad remnants of my be-
loved., 1 brought them home with

infinite care ; but the moment the air
caught them, it dissolved them. This
is all that remains ; but I assure you
my dear young ladies, 1 will willingly
part with every object in my Ori ntal
colleetion in the hall, rather than with
this little box. Bat here are the boys

I know their footsteps. They will be
greatly pleased !

Aund folding up the sacred dust and
carefully tying the box, he laid it away
in the cabinet, which he locked.

The boys rushed into the hall, rough
and boisterous enough, so greatly in con-
trast with the quiet, sad demeanour of
their father, Dion shouting :

“ I say, Pap, did Miss O Farrell come
Ah, here you ! 1 was afraid you'd
disappoint us !"

And then he looked shyly at the
stranger,
¢ Miss Liston, Dion!" said Anni

O'Farrell.

“ Miss Liston, Jack !" she repeated ;
and the two lads shook hands with some
reserve toward the stranger.

“ Now, before the twilight falls,” said

the father, * you had better tak the
ladies down and see the old castle—"
» But [ want some grub, Pap 1" said

Dion, with a grin.
starved erow !”

“ 1'm surprised at such language be-
said his father. * Why,
Miss O'Farrell, I can hardly congratu-
late you on your pupil.”

“ Phe words don’t come into our Latin
lessons,” said Annie, with a
“ Perhaps they belong to some other
language 2"

“ They do!”
some severity.

“They belong to the language of

“1'm as peckish as a

smile.

said Dr. Wycherly, with

| slang. which young gentlemen shou d

men wear in cities, His long hair |
curled down upon his shoulders ; his
beard was neatly trimmed ; and  he

saluted and welcomed his girl-visitors
with all the deference he would have

| paid to the first lady in the land. He

e manifested not the slightest surprise in
Ana |

secing two visitors, where only one was
expected.  He simply murmured inter-
rogatively :

“Miss — ?"" bowing to Anuie,

“Miss O'Farrell,” said Annie, with
equal simplicity., “And I have paken
the liberty of bringing my friend, Miss
Liston, to see Rohira, Uncle said you
wouldn't mind !™

* Your good uncle,” he said, “compli-
ments me, by speaking the truth, I am
greatly pleased that you both have
honored me with your presence. The
boys, whom you know better, are not yet
returned from sehool. But I shall show
you all my curios, to interest you, till
they return,”

He took them into the great hall,
which spread aloft, heavy with stueco,
wrought in cornice and oceiling into all
kinds of famoy truits and flowers and

never use before ladies, Now, Dion,
eurb your appetite, until you have done
the honors of the place to your visitors.
I promise you a hearty tea, and plenty
of pancakes at G o'clock 1"

“ Hurrah | good old Pap ! shouted
Dion “ Cume, Miss O Farrell, come
Miss Liston ; and we'll see the old castle
fivst.”

“ Are you afraid ?” whispered Mary
Liston. *I am. I wish we were back
for the pancakes.”

They had little to fear, however, for
never were fair ladies escorted by such
rallant  cavaliers. Dion, although
huogry, was in boisterous spirits, Jack
more gentle, and more reserved, seemed
rather more solicitous abovt the young
ladies’ dresses, as they toiled down the
rough path, strewn with brambles, but
starred with yellow primroses, that led
to the castle, Here they paused : and,
without entering the premises of the
gypsy family, they mounted a rude stone
staircase, that led to the second story
of the building. From this a fine view
was had of the sea in front, that seemed
to streteh illimitably forward to the
southern horizon ; and to the west, where
the coast was broken by all the jagged
lines of cape and promontory.

« Beneath here,” said Dion, “is &
cave, or rather beneath the gvpsy room;
and y ou can hear the sea bellowing and
groping beneath the castle. And here
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is the narrow bight or fiord
way far into the land. 3
l,‘n;m!, Guard Station ; and
many @ glass is levelled at
But mum's the word !"

They went higher to tl
which was unroofed, and
heavens, although the walls
were intact, And, as th
pairs, gazing at the wondro
lay before them, Jack Wy
pered to Aunie :

“You wor't be ala
O'Farrell, if 1 tell you th
window where the reputed |
We have no faith in it, Dio
have our own suspicions
Papa believes that it is our
spirit that comes back t
that was dear to her. We
contradict him. It woul
But, we think it isallafra
it is so horrible to think
mother's memory should
shocking a manner !”

And there were tears
eyes, as he spoke ; and /
toward him in the wal
noticed the pinkish pall
and the glitter in two 1
Fearing to ask what Le a
suspected, she thought |
feelings by asking ot wi
had died.

“ Of eonsumption " he
monary phthisis is what 1
She caught cold, neglec
developed into that dise
very chill here, Miss O'F,
go down !’

As they stepped froun
on to the gravel, they
tall form and dark face ¢
was by no means an ill-l
but there was always a |
her face, that was furroy
said.

“# Let me tell your |
Jady she said, holding

Dion, who had gone |
Miss Liston, shouted doy

“ Get away from that
O'Farrell. Jack, what ¢

But the woman
arm, who shrank from le
Jack Wyeherly, seeing
struck smartly the
witeh,

She turned

clute

on him ang
usual pro
‘mmv.d upward to the .
“ The spirit of your
for you—to go to her,
way.”
I'hey passed trom I

assuming her

pressed by her manoe
When they ¢ red I
tumult of vo I'he
and heir to h
ecome back from sea,
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