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GLENCOONOGE.

By RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN
KNOWLES.

CHAPTER XVIL

TRACKING,
“ No. 7" was too impatient to wait for
luncheon, and as 8oon 88 Jan hed landed
us, we started for the Caetle. “We,"” for
my friend begged of me to accompany
bim a8 a tacit reassurance to the bouse-
keeper. 1 warned bim that he would
probably find Mrs, Mackenzie extra cau-
tious if I were by, a8 she knew of old that
1 was a friend of the family; but be still
ipsisted, though more doubtfully, that 1
should come. We walked briskly, and
presently came in sight of Conn and the
book-keeper strolling along the road some
distance ahead of us. Conn had his hat
on, a8 if he was going further. The book-
keewer had left the house as sbe was,
and had apparently not started with an
intention of coming so far. She was in
Lier usual drees, and be in his Sunday suit
of blue pilot cloth. Both had natural ad-
vantages of figure and carriage, and macde
as gravely elegant a pair as you could
wish to see, walking slowly under the
high gothic archway of meeting boughe.
I remarked as much to my companion ;
but he was too completely preoccupied
with the prospects and possibilities
opened out to his mind by our conversa-
tion of the morning to head any thingelse;
and 1 fell to speculating in my own mind
on what the sensation could be like of
having at last attained one’s heart’s de-
gire.
We gradunally gained upon Conn Hoola
han and his wife, and they hearing our
approach turned and awaited us, think-
ing, perhaps, that 1 was the bearer of
gome message from the inn.
“This i8 the gentleman,” gaid I to the
book-keeper as 8oon aswe had exchanged
greetings, “whom I conld not induce to
join our festivities last night; but 1 sus-
pect he has since been regretting his mis-
take.”
The book-keeper smiled slightly and
blushed.
“You were vexed, sir,” she answered,
addressing “ No. 7,” “to find everything
npset and uncomfortable. It was too bad
certainly after such a long drive.”
w1 wounld have cowme a great
for the sake of Leing bhere,
stranger.
“ Everybody says tbe same when they
gee how peautiful a place is Glencoonoge,
Descriptions don't do it justice, and 1 am
sure a hasty rushipg through does not.
[ hope Mr. Shipley will persuade you to
stay for a few days.”
WNo. 7" shook hig head and smiled
thovghtfully.
«] have been hard at work,” said I,
“a]l the niorning showing the sights.
We have scoured the lake and explored
Bruff Island. Now we are on our way to
gee the a Castle.”’

« I am going there myself,” Conn struck
in, “at least to thie lodze, and if you like,
pir, I can show you a short cut.”

“That gces without saying,’ said L
“ |.2ave yon alone, Conn, for finding out
a short cut.”

“Well, to tell you the truth, sir, 1
didn’t find it at all, I made it. "Tis a
good saving to go through the wood, if
you're not afraid of a few scratches.”

[ turned indignantly to the book-keep-

ligtance
said the

er.

“\What a heartless monster he must be
to propose such & thing to you'”

@On! 1 must turn back. I have got
my patient to attend to.”

“Your patient?”’

“Yes, Mrs, Ennis. Have you not
heard? She has nct got up. Over-
fatigne, I think. She did too much yes-
terday. Mr. Bannon is driving to Lis-
been this afternoon, and Mr. Hoolaban is
going to send word by him to Dr. O'Leary
to come over and see her. Make haste,
Conn, or you will miss him,” and with
this and a slight inclination of the head
to us the book-keeper turned away and
began to retrace her steps. We followed
the lead of O 1oolahan, who presently
struck off the road at the break .n the
hedge which, according to his own con-
fession, he had made himeelf, and for
which some straying Cow had no doubt
got the credit. Conn’s “ cut”’ may have
gaved some yards, but I doubt whether it
gaved any time, as much of 1ts length
ran where the underwood grew thick,
and brambles intertwined across. Our
leader, to do him justice, bore the first
brunt of such obstacies, and made energet-
i¢ progress through their entangiement,
but birch and briar, in trying to resume
the position from which he had forced
them, swinged smartly in the faces of both
of us who followed.

«Tig only fur a little way longer, 8ir,

like this,’ said Conn, laughing at sundry
muttered imprecations that he heard be-
hind him. *“We shall te in clearer
ground presently. There is the broad
pathway now running straight to the
gate.”
“You remind me,” said “No. 77 to
(onn, a8 BOOD A8 We had reached the said
pathway, “of those half-dezen country-
men of yours who cowmpeted for a situa-
tion as coachman. The master asked
each in turn how near he would drive
to the edge of a clifl, supposing such a
thing lay on one side of the road. *With-
two feet av it yer honor,’ saysone; ‘With-
in one foot,” says the text; ‘Within three
inches, sir,’ says & third, determined not
to beaten, ‘within three inches and no
Lharm.' A bit of reckless and naeless ad-
venture is dear to an Irishman’s heart,
and | am sure that the last fellow who
said he'd keep as far off it as he could—
and got the place in consequence—must
have had English or Scotch blood in him.
If you, my friend, had acted in the spirit
of that young man, you would bave taken
us the longer round on this occasion, and
I would not have torn my coat.”’

“] gave you fair warning, sir,” said
Conn, sharply, with a quick look up and
down the stranger, “and 1 hadn't time to
take you a longer round, There was no
need for you to come if you didn’t like,
This is the pathway to the Castle, Mr,
Shipley,”” he continued, turning to me,
still with scme sharpness, and then he
strode ¢l ahead of us at a rapid pace.

“That's a peppery customer,”’ remarked
the stranger, a8 he looked after Conn.

“He didn't come as our guide, but on
business of his own."

¢« Humph! 1 had no idea of hurting
his feelings. 1'll make it up with him
presently, Couldn,t you ask him to come
with us to the Castle? It may please
him, and will serve my purpose.”’

“How 2"’

“We ghall be three instead of two, and

it will be easier for you to give me an
opportuntty of talking to the house-keeper

duced, I think I can
draw her out.”

talking in high good h

that way. The lodge

we approached.
ye'll be?”

“ Himeel’]l be
yOll.
as last night.
worse, they say."

bright, musical voice.
“Do ye tell me 8o

play longer with his
hair, and dig her little

for it to die.”

woman. “ Oh, then,
till you’ve got some of

let alone an only on'e.”
Conn took no notice

for Lisheen yet, and le

concerning the doctor.
It was no difficult
away Conn’s annoyan

yon come r.ear to it, 11
distance ; what from

ness. No nne would 1

much that was rich

received ns was the

forbidden personage.
was, in fact, delighted

it'es of the house in

ownership.
ter vage that stood in

be a work of nicety

brightly in our faces,

must necessarily call
1 did my best to expr
miration enough to

marked.
added, touching my

“ Ag to that,”

this house, and that's
and my daughter and
keep the lodge where
here. Yes, sir,”’ she
me bend over the

hand upon the
brightness cloudy.

rF]lFl\VIlllll),
gide goes.”
“Then the outside

half-hour the eervant

sound of it. Sure 'tis
ment, entirely. Now 't
then as soft as casy
time you can make

spirit of some lively 1
wedding night.  Oh
Tresillian—that was,
Madame O'Doherty 1

only play she can,’ cc
kerzie, as she
“ but sing.

“ It will be cheerfu
man of an evening,” 8
“ Well, sir, the cba
married she'll give up

tain him.”
ments.”

« She was bringing

Mackenzie ; “ and th
fall in love with the
everything !

remember "’ (why d

their father gave ther
“The governess
“She is, sir, and
neither.”
“ Amiable, I hope ?
“ Well, for an liog
bad at all. She has

judge from all account
Besides being what

eye had fallen on.
the various objects

which 1 now renewed
terested me less on
Conn’s remarks upon
the housekeeper and

“Ah, Conn!” she cried,

about Mike Connolly’s child?

astonishment or pleasure such

« It i a beautiful instrument,” 1 e id,

‘al leesl as larw

resettled the

There's not a song that ever

was that she can’t sing.'
1

est way you ever saw,’

Not take Kkindly
There's Miss Alicia that yer honor may

alone, if needs be. Once favorably intro-

trust to myself to

We came up with Conn at the lodge,

umor to the lodge-

keeper's littlegirl as she saton hisshoulder
—her accustomed seat whenever he came

keeper's wife was

hurrying towards him across the grass as

“ig it there

«Tig myself, sure enough,"’ gaid Conn.
mad to bave missed
He never enjoyed himself so much
But what's this I hear

She's

“Dying, ma'am,” replied Conn, in his

1" exrlaimed the

womap, much shocked.

“"is as true a8 1'm bere,” said Conn,
putting down Dolly from his shoulder;
who crestfallen at not being allowed to

ears, and pull his
knuckles into his

eyes, began to turn down the corners of
ber mouth; “the child is ravin’.
there's no hope, and 'tis better every way

Sure,

« Just listen to him!” exclaimed the

wait, my fine boy,
your own, and see

if you'll be so willing to part with them

of this remark, but

ssking whetber * himself '’ had set out

arning that he had

not, left the instructions he had brought

matter to smocth
ce, if any still re-

mained, and he readily agread to accom-
rany us to the Castle. ]
Castlc is certainly less impressive when

(ilencoonoge

1an when seen at a
the island had

looked like venerable age, was found on a
nearer view to be only modern shabbi-

1ave expected from

the dilapidated exterior to tind within 8o

and costly. Buot

what sarprised the stranger most was to
Jearn that the gprightly Irishwoman who

housekeeper, her

Seotch name having prepared him for a

Mrs. Mackenzie
to have the excite-

ment of displaying once more the curios-

which she had fcr

years taken something of the pride of
In vain we besought her pot
to remove the cover from the huge alabas-

the drawing-room,

the re-adjusting cf which would inevitably

and time. Not a

chair, sofa, or table would she suffer to
remain in veiled splendor ; and as she re-
vealed the embroidery of the one or the
inlaid work of the other, she would look

a8 if to enjoy the
gights
out. For my part,
egs wonder and ad-
make up for the

gtranger’s laconic approval.

“The O'Doherty leaves
good hands when he gces away,’ 1 re-
« Look at that instrument,” I

his house in

friend’s elbow, as

Mrs. Mactepzie uncovered a rosewood
grand piano, that shone as darkly pellu-
cid as a deep river in the ghade ; " no
guspicion of damp ! not & speck of dust!
not a shade of dimness anywhere "

gaid the old woman,
much pleased, it would be strange if 1
didn’t take an interest in anything be-
longing to this house.
the family since I was
married to a bailiff here, and kept the
lodge for many a year; and gince my
good man died 1've been housekeeper in

I've lived with
a girl, 1 was

for ten years past ;
her husband now
1 was before I came
continued, seaing

iano, “’'tis a fine
p

piece of w ood—real rosewood, I’ve heard
teli—but don’t tonch, ah !
don't,” ghe cried, laughing, as I laid my
surface and made its

for goodness

is not the best part

of it,’ she returned, rubbing the dimmel
gurface with her apron.” Many'sthe hap} y

s and [ have spent

in the passage outside listening to the

a wonderful instru-
islike thunder, and
breathing. At one
it wail like a ban-

shee—if you know how that is ; another,”
she added, with a glance at Conu, you'd
think to hear it that it was full of the

oy dauncing on his
, then! trust Miss
I beg her pardon,
hat is—trust her to

make it epeak s f it was human. I'il
gay that tor her anyhow.

And ’tis not
yntinued Mrs. Mac-
covering,

for the old gentle-
aid 1.

nces are now she's
ginging ; and any-

way he had daughters enough to enter-

“ The daughters, if I remember rightly,
never took kindly to their accomplish-

We were ascending a broad staircase
that led to the china gallery.

them on in the fin-
T answered
en he must go and

overnees and spoil
is it!

R

id she look at me

askance ?) “ and Miss Bell and the two
little ones, I'lossie and Fluffy—pet names

n—och ! they’re all

getting on very well, entirely.”
is clever, it would
seem,”’ putin the stranger.

not bad looking,

on

lishwoman, not 8o
more to say than

most of them, too, and a good scholar to

"

8, besides being—
elge i8 more than I

can bere set down, because at this junc-
ture I lagged behind to give my friend a
clear coast, and beckoning to Conn to
join me, made a pretence of examining
some specimens of egg-shell china my
As a matter of fact

of curiosity with
acquaintance, in-
this occasion than
them. He, seeing
Ler charge a long

way off, took it on himself to do the hon-

ors of the place in my regard. To the

office of cicerone he brought at least the

charms of unconventionality and of &
fresh enthueiasm. From some of the
windows which lighted the gallery, hung
cages of birds in postures 8o lifelike a8 to
fill one with impatience that they should
all remain so long just going to swoop, or
perch, or sing.

“ Are they stuffed ?” 1 asked.

« Stuffed, sir? No. What do you
think they are ?”

1 stood on tip-toe, but their distance
above me still rent assistance to decep-
tion.

“They are painted charcoa!, sir. Ah!
gee how delicately they are carved and
tinted ; look at the tail of that robin and
the color ! look at the red on his breast!
Butcome around here, sir. Wouldn't you
take your oath that that was a living yel-
low-hammer, with his bright eye and his
beak jnst opening? Oh, then, may be,
this fellow here isn’'t going to dart down
on some unlucky worm just poking his
noee above ground. Ah, well now, tak-
ing it altogether 1 never saw the like of
that for beauty ; now that's the finest
sight entirely ever I saw.”

Conn’s ecstacies were renewed at each
cage, the minute and particular merits of
which he insisted on pointing out ; and
it appeared to puzzle him in no small de-
gree that I should seem more interested
in the mosaics and in the venetian glass
which writhed and turned in an infinite
variety of contortions radiating pearly
Lues from a thousand shapes. 1 never
gaw 80 much or such diversity —and all
antique—bronght from Italy, Conn said,
by the grandfather of the present man.
He had fought in the wars against Napol-
eon, and had about that time acquired in
varicus ways most of the treasures the
(astle contained. The walls were every-
where hung with tapestry descriptive of
divers subjects, to most of which, how-
ever, the key had been lost. Conn in-
formed me confidentially and with mnch
geriousness that it was not all equa'ly
good ; and he proceeded to indicate those
parts of any piece which he thought
superior to the rest. ¥rom his criticisms
it appeared asif his judgments were based
more upon a consideration of the subject
portrayed than upon the quality of the
workmanghip. A hunting or a war piece
containing horses, dogs, cavalier horce-
men with feathers in their wavy hats,
goldiers on horseback charging with
gpcars, wi plenty of wonnded and
glain thickly bestrewing the ground, Conn
wonld gravely contemplate, and shaking
his bead, pronounce it to be well done,
explaining at the same time with a re-
lish the points that touched him.

The library he dismissed with the curt
remark that there was * a power of bocks
there.” Conn was no reader of books, or
rather Nature was his only book—the
trees, the fresh air, the colors of the sky,
the waves which he breasted swimming
or mounted in his boat, the curlew that
flad screeching over the lake, the eagle
veering above the mountain top ; Nature
and life—the life of his hills, details of
passing events which he enjoyed with
genial sympathy, sports which he loved
with the keen ardor cf a youth gifred
with faultless health, and a wholesome
unstained mind. Who would pity a
young peasant possessed of so much be-
cause he was not a reader? I could not
find it in my heart to think his want a
defect, as by turns 1 stopped to examine
gome new object, or listened to the fresh
and ringing tones of his voice.

We overtook the housekeeper and her
guest in the picture gallery. *No. 7"
Lad made along stand before the like-
nese of The O'Doherty, which still bears
a strong resemblance to the original,
though painted some years ago, Next
to his hung the portrait ot his late wife, a
delicata faded lady who had been good-
looking in her youth, and whose beauty
had never at any time that I could re-
member degenerated into the melancholy
simper which the artist had put upon her
features. Mre. Mackenz e became lacry-
mose before this picture, but the stranger
was nntouched by her pathos, and passed
silently with her out of the room.

Directly they were gone, Conn bright-
ened np considerably. “ Come here, sir,
come here!” And he led me over 1o a
newly-painted picture of two girle in
fanciful positions. After looking for some
time, I made a guess that the figures be-
fore me were intended for Alicia O'Doh-
erty aud her sister Bell.

« Bat they are not a bit like,” I added.

“ ()n, sir " cried Conn, deprecatingly.

“ Not a bit,”” I continued relentlessly,
determined to strangle once aud for all
the thought which Conn had several
times previously betrayed, and which
certain signs and tokens led me to be-
lieve he hiad not kept to himself, “ nct a
bit. The faces on that canvas are far
from being beautiful, but thev arc gross
flatteries of the Misses O'Doherty. I
guppose there never were Lwo such ugly
girls created before.”

With this I turned lightly away, and
made a trivial remark on some altogether
different subject. But Conn only ans-
wered in a subdued way, and became
thenceforth considerably dashed in his
spirits. \We sauntered back down the
broad staircase and through the long
rooms almost in silence. 'Then we let
ourselves out, and went to 8it on a bench
on the terrace to await ‘‘No.7.” As
Conn seemed downcast, I tried to enliven

o with

him.

“ When do the family return ?"'

« 1 don’t know, sir, for certain. They
may be expected any time now.”

There was a prolonged silence.

“Tha yvoung ladies have improved
gince they were children,”’ said Conn at
length, * and are considered very hand-
some girls—especially the eldest.”

«That's & blessing ! Iremarked coolly,
getting back to the defensive. “ They
used to be enough to frighten a horse from
his oats—especially the eldest.”

Wa had no time to pursue the discus-
gion, for the stranger came towards us
from the house with the briek air of a
man who has found what he wants and
ia now free to proceed to action. He was
depositing & card in his purse, and Mrs.
Mackenzie on her part was evidently gra-
tified, too, from the way in which she
smiled, standing on the doorsteps, and
curtseying repeatedly.

“ Do you know where my man is?”
said the stranger, addressing Conn.
« Find him if you don't, and tell him to
get my ear ready directly. I start at
once for the nearest railway station.”

“That's thirty-eight miles off,” said
Conn, aghast. *“ You'll want luncheon,

! gir, before yougo.”

{

“ Lt them get it ready.”

And off went Conn at full speed.

“ What a lucky morning’s work !” said
my companion as we followed rapidly.
# 1 have you to thank for this."”

Ifelt quite elated, and asked whether
he had discovered anything fresb.

“ Everything tallies. Time, description
—everything. My hope has become almost
a certainty. That poor old lady! She
itched to disparage the governcss, yet
was forced in spite of herself to admit that
she was a superior pergon. Ishowed her
the envelope addressed to Miss Walsing-
bam, and she swears it is the handwrit-
ing of the governess. The family have
been at Parie, perhaps are there still. 1
bave got the address and am off to Eng-
land.”

«T wish you God-speed,” eaid I. * It
is a very singular thing that when I first
heard of the governess and cf the marri-
age that was about to take place, 1
thought of you and of what you had told
me 80 short & time before, Had I only
known where you were, you should bave

heard from ~me, It  certainly is
remarkable, most remarkable that
Mra. Mackenzie should recognize the

bandwriting of that letter,” I eaid
musingly, as I tried to recall when
and where it was I had heard that Mrs.
Mackenzie conld neither read nor write.
« Tt is convincing,” said “ No. 7," bouy-
antly.

Withinan hour he bad left Glencoon-
oge. Birds of passage are so common at
“The Harp ’’ that they pass through and
away almost unnoticed ; and, moreover,
Mre, Eanis's indisposition claimed a good
deal of attention just mow. The only
person who particnlarly referred to the
stranger was Mrs. Mackenzie, who rare
ly went to church, but whom I met on
the following Sunday on her way home,
after listening in all the glory of new

ribbons to the parson’s sermon. She
leaned to the idea tbat “ No. 7" (the

designation by which my friend was al-
ways referred to) was an American ; but
ghe declared at the same time that
wherever he came from, he was a very
pleasant, well-spoken, well-behaved
young gentleman.
After that I do not remember to have
beard him spoken of ; but as the days
went on, I wondered from time to time
how be had fared at Paris, and whether I
ghould ever bear from him again.

CHAPTER XVIIL

A VILLAGE LAWYER.

Turn, turn, faithfal pages of my diary !
Jat not your scanty pencillings recall in
fall the heaviness which now fell upon
the eventless and monotonous days !
Looking back, indeed, my mind often
dwel!s upon that time, because it wasthe
tranquil prelnde to events fall of impor!
to many in Glencoonoge ; just as before
the dawn there is & quiet hour when
the wind fills and nota leafiet stirs, and
stillnees reigning, all things are as if they
had ceased.

Yes, let me own it with repentance,
those early spring days were as dull as
any 1 bad ever known. Rides and
rambles over ground every inch of which
1 knew by beart, had lost their interest
Nature, still in her dormant mood, had
not yet begun to show the signs of her
pew year's life. I longed for human in-
terest and some kind of human sym-
pathy all the more, ‘no doubt, because
for months past I had been privy to every
episode in the domestc drama I have de-
seribed.  The curtain, as I thought, had
fallen on that play. Tbe newly-mated
lovers were sufficient for each other—
were happy, and 8o no longer interesting.
Then, too, Mrs. Ennis, being ailing, was
unsociable and at times querulous. Not
thatshe was ill enough to make any one
but herself uneasy. Dr. O Leary paid she
had “a heavy coid, that was all;” and
when a doctor is 8o perfectly comfortable
in his mind, the inclination of thosc about
the invalid willbe in most casesto dismiss
anxiety, and to think it gomewhat un-
reasonable in the sick person not to be
patient. Bat &tropg-willed Mrs. Fnnis
was nervous and frightened ahout her-
gelf—which was natural after all, in an
old lady—and insisted that the doctor
should come to see her every day. The
dispensary was mnot far from Lisheen,
being a nttle way on this side of the
town; and to have come all the way from
there to “ The Harp” and back every
day, would have eucroached too much on
thie doctor's time, S5 he rode ont on
alternate evenings, dined and slept at the
inn, and left early pextmorning. In this
way he saw Mrs. Ennis every day, and
as after each examination be oracararly
pronounced the magic word, “ Better,”
Mrs. Ennis ought in reason to have felt
reassured.

The doctor and I met occasionally of an
evening. At first I used to ask after the
health of our hostess; but in rome unde-
finable way 1 was made to feel that the
question was not relished. At odd times
1 fell to speculating why this should be,
and concluded that the doctor, who had
his ehare of touchiness, felt that the ill-
ness did not warrant all the fuss that was
being made about it, and that his falling
in so easily with the whim of the old
lady to see him constantly, was liable to
be set down to interested motives. On
other subjects the doctor would talk freely
enough ; and his descriptions of some of
his friends at Lisheen were very enter-
taining and remarkably clever. I weas
acquainted with only one of the person-
ages, Mr. Jardine the attorney to wit,
whom I had not sesn since his visit to
Glencoonoge some months previously,
when he had asked me to call on him.
Why had I not availed myself of his in-
vitation? I could hardly plead the dis-
tance to Lisheen, or the rough country
road, because I had surmounted those
barriers to intercourse more than once
since that time. The trath probably was
that 1 Lad not been much interested
hitherto in the lawyer, and had always
regarded him with a certain mixture of
awe and uncertainty. Until Dr. O'Leary
hegan to caricature him I hardly under-
stood the man. The doctor showed me
the lawyer in a clearer aspect, presented
his humors in an amiable light, indicated
traits the existence of which had not
occurred to me — in fine, aroused my
curiosity so much that the next time 1
had occasion to go to Lisheen, 1 did not
retnrn without redeeming the promise I
had made at our last meeting.

Mr. Jardine's house is one of three
forming & block, which, like the old
church with the square tower and a row
of shops opposite, i8 a boundary of the
market-square. The space which is ex-
tremely animated on market and fair
davs, was quiet enough theday I knocked
at Mr. Jaraine’s door. The lawyer read.
ily left his papers to play the parcof genial
host, and showed me over his house,
claiming credit at cvery step for the neat-
ness of his bachelor home, and the in-
genuity of its arrangements. His bath-

room was constructed on a movel prin-
ciple, The stove in his bed-room—"'from

England,” as he assured me with a bow |

—by means of which he could in a few
minutes at one and the same instant boil
his kettle and his egg, broil his bacon,
and draw his tea, was a source to him of
pride only temperad by the thought of
some more perfect system of which he
had read, worked by gas. The mention
of the word “gas” set him bewailing for
an interval. Gas bad not yet reached
this valley-town, hedged in by many a
mountainons mile from the outer world ;
this antediluvian spot where folk burned
rush-lights in their shops and cabins, or
oil in their parlors, as in the times of
their fathers, But presently he began to
chirp again concerning himself and his
surroundings like a happy bird. His
home so trim and bright was almost
enough to make one in love with old
bachelorhood. Not a speck of dust was
anywhere to be seen, and no object in the
house was more spick and span than
himself. He bad bnt just risen from his
papers, yet he looked new brushed. His
his face was clean-shaved and the arrange-
ment of his hair as perfect as usual.
Broshed up from the sides, where it grew
thickly, it covered up the bald crown
without a hiteh; every hair was made to
tell, not a crack anywhere betrayed tie
faintest streak of skull. How long did it
take him of a morningtoarrange? What
was the dye that produced its peculiar
hue? Why did he—but there, enough.
Speculation on this topic I know by ex-
perience ends only in confusion and be-
wilderment. All I will dare to say npon
this fascinating subject is, that if it had
not been for the light-brown color of liis
hair, one might have guessed at Mr. Jar-
dire's age with greater safety. Dr.
O'Leary is my authority that on this im-
portant question public opinion in the
town was strangely divided. Some said
Mr. Jardine was not go old at all, others
that he was very old entirely. Disput-
ants of the first way of thinking pointed
in support cf ther theory to his walk,
which had no age in it, being light and
easy ; those of thesecond class maintained
that “jaonty "' was more the word to ca

it by; and that a short, epare man like
him might live to any age without show-
ing the sign of a totter. Some said his
face, which had a delicate wax-like travs
parency, was not the face of an old mai

for ithad few lines or wrinkles, and hiard!ly
any crowsfeet about the corners of the
eyes; while others asked what was the
meaning of the droop in the eyelids, and
whispered that if you counld only see his
neck and throat without the heavy craval
and the high coll von wanld find serac.
giness to your heart's content.  Allagreed
about thiree things—that even if he were
as old as Mathusala, he bore his age well;
that old Nick himself didn’t know more
about the law ;and that he was possessed
of untold wealth.

That there should have been 8o much
gpeculation in regard to the attorney,
shows that for the most part he was not
familiar with his neighbors. In fact, a8
a rule, he saw bat little company, lived
very much to himeelf, was devoted to his
business, which afforded him numerons
opportunities of gaining a pretty clear in-
sight into the aflairs of other people. ~ No
doubt it was a true instinct which led
him to be generally reserved ; for simplic-
ity does not inspire respect; and,as I had
been glad to learn from the doctor, the
lawyer, though a competent man of busi-
ness, had very artless moments, was not
unfrequently humorous without knowing
it, was often glaringly inconsistent, and by
no means the incarnation ofthe knowing-
ness he was proud of being held to be by
the cutely simple folk amongst whom lLe
dwelt. During dinner we got talkipg
about the law a3 a profession. It had
once been designed for myself, and I re-
marked how fortunate it was that I had
not spent much of my time in preparing
for it, because from what I could make ont,
it was a profession in which nothing but
brilliant gifts, united to very assiduous
perseverance, could ever achieve success,

« Ah, now " said Mr. Jardine, holding
up a glaes of claret to the light, *peop'e
make great mistakes about that. 1t isn’t
those that stick clesest to their books
that make the best lawyere. I have seen
a man come into court having given his
whole atteation to his case, thought of
nothing else may be for days, sat up at it
ail wight maybap; and 1 bave 1 the
follow on the other side, a bright devil-
may-care fellow, who had hunted and
taken his pleasure while the other was
stewing, and that rollicking young man
bas walked in and bowled your plodder
over on the first point raisel.”

“Some diffarence in quality of intel-
lect 2" 1 asked.

« A difference certainly. A difference
caused not by superiority or inferiority
on one gide or the other, but by a differ-
ence in the treatment which each has re-
ceived: the one having been dulled and
made slow by too much application: the
other preserved in all its original elastic-
ity by shorter strains, more {reqnent re-
laxa‘ion, and greater variety of exercise.”

“The fact i8, a lawyer is a man of
action, and his mental powers should be
rapid rather than deep.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

_—————

CONVERTS TO ROME.

Converts to Rome since the Tractar-
ijan Movement to May, 1899, by W.
Gordon Gorman, recently published in
a revised and enlarged edition, gives
the following summary of conversions
in its preface:

Converts who have become priests—
Regular clergy, 158 ; secular clergy,
290 : nuns, 130 ; Anglican clergymen,
446 ; Anglican Sisters, 31 ; peers, 244
members of the nobility, 417 ; baron-
ets, 52 ; the medical profession, (0:
army offizers, 205 ; naval officers, 3! ;
the legal profession, 129 ; authors,
poets and journalists, 162 ; public offi-
clals, 90 ; graduates of Oxford univer-
sity, 445 ; Cambridge university, 218 ;
Trinity college, Dablin, 23 ; London
uuiversity, 11; Darham university,
10 ; Aberdeen university, 1; St. Ao
drew's university, 2 ; Elinburgh unt-
versity, 4; Glasgow university, 23
King's college, London, 10.
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“Self-Preservation

Is the first law of Nature.” For this reason
averyone who is ill desires to become well,
Those who have impure or impoverished
blood turn to Hood’s Sarsnparilla because
they know it will enrich and puriff their
blood and give them good health. To take
this medicine on the first appearance of im-
pure blood is an important step toward self-
preservation.

( Hood's Pills cure sick headache, indiges-
on,
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“70M O'KEEFE, THE UNBELIEVER:

It was when the child died that Tom ‘
O'Keeffe uttered his first blasphemy |
against God. }

«Don’'c tell me that it s the will of
God,” he said to the pale-faced curate |
who tried to comfort him, ‘' 'Tis more
like the will of the divil, if divil there
is or God either. 'Tis as a divil's act
to rob me first of Mary and then of the
child. What do you know of the loss
of a woman and & child, that never
had the like nor ever will have 7"

“GGod help you, Tom," said the cur-
ate lifting his hands in horror, ‘' and
forgive you! The trouble has driven
you mad, surely.”

For it was the first time in that
parish since St. Patrick turned jmen
trom idols that any bad sald there was
po God, or had stiffened their neck
against the yoke, however heavy Ho
would lay upon it.

The mood did not pass with the first
despair, asthe curate had hoped.

The third day after the death, Tom
carried the little coffin in his arms tc
lay it in the new grave that was only
opened a year before for his young
wife. A little coflin it was, yet the
gweat was on the man's white face a
though he were carrying the roun
world.

A group of the neighbors waited by
grave. Tom's terrible way of taking
the child's death had indeed cause
something of a scandal, but, talkin,
it over the most of the people wer
agreed that God would not take seri
ously, or perhaps did not pretend t
hear the man’s denial of Him.

¢ 'Tis ltke a sick child,” sald Jud
Malone, who had lost her seven chl
dren in the great famine. ‘‘You
pever know them, they do be th:
crapky an’ impident when they’
down, but who'd be remembren’
agen them, the craturs, wance they
about again ?”

They drew closer to Tom as he la
the little cofiin in the grave and hit
with the clay. Then, ashe put on k
coat and turned to go, an old man a
proached him.

“ God help vou, Tom,”
‘4 to be a man and bearit.”

Tom turned a ghastly face upon hi

“‘There’'s no God,” he said, °
think there’s a divil, but I'm su
there's no God.”

After that psople held away fr
him, but he didn’t seem to know
care. And presently, when it w
hay-making time, the roaming
came upon him, and he left his spa
struck in the ground one day a
was off with the harvesters to Ei
land.

¢« He'll come back in his ri
mind,” said the curate, who had
tenderness for poor Tom even now.

Maybe he might have, too, cnly t
when the harvest was over, insteac
golung back with the other men
Ballygrun, he tramped to L'verp
and got taken on as a dock laborer.

He was still sick of his trouble w!
one day he stopped in the street
hear a man who was preaching on
pavement that there was no God,
that the image men had formed of ]
was & tyranny that blasted the jo
the world. The things the preac
said went to Tom's head like str
drink. It wasn't in him, thougk
didn’t know it, really to disbeliev
God. He said, * There i8 no G
but all the time he hated that P
which had robbed him of his wife
child, and had a blind desire to in
to outrage, to destroy if he might
image he had formed to himselt
devil-god. He remained a yea
Liverpool, and was known at e
hall and belowavery platform w
men said like himself that there wi
God, hating Gcd all the time.

For Tom, unbelief meant no
way for the sins of the flesh, as it o
have meant with another. He w
abstemious man by nature, and
coarse vices only sickened him
he saw them in others. But he
paler every day, and his eyes gr
in his head. He worked like a
consumed by an inward fire, and
was with the fire of his hatred fo
and his futile thirst tor revenge
Him.

Then one day he went home.
grave in St. Declan’s churchya
Ballygrua was calling him, and b
a sudden loathing of the fine
murky streets he knew. It seex
him that there was one little p
earth his own forever, and he
homesick to look upon it. It wi
his wretched bit of mountain and
it was the sacred grave which ti
at his heart strings.

He opened his cabin door on
spring afternoon and went 1n, 8
had only been gone one  hour.
place smelt moldy and the raind
through a hole in the thatch ; the
ashes of last year's fire lay upe
Loarth, He looked ont of the w
and saw the spadesticking in th
where he had left it.

¢ "Tis time to be turnin’ the g
again for the seedin’,” he said 1
self, and taking off his coat he w
and turned a portion of the sod.

He didn't lock for living
people thought, but there was n
the matter with nim really sa
consuming hatred. The pureu
took him to the public-house, ti
likely ground in which to sow b
in other men’s minds. When @
drink taken they didn’t mind
wild talk, and what they got
tomed to when warm with the
soon didn’t shock them when th
sober.

There wereone or two return
Americans in the village, w
come back because they were
use to the country they went
the country they had left. T
not likely to shock them. The
ed with a cynical grin to
speeches, and applauded him te

he sal




